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VLADIMIR NABOKOV'S 
SEXIEST NEW WORK 
SINCE LOLITA 


REVEALING PICTORIALS 
ON BRIGITTE BARDOT 
AND VANESSA REDGRAVE 


THE SWINGERS—BIG 
BOOM IN GROUP SEX 


PLAYBOY INTERVIEWS 
ALLEN GINSBERG 


SPRING & SUMMER 
FASHION FORECAST 


Taste the \ \ 
golden age of\Schlitz 


120 years ago, it took Joseph Schlitz months to brew and age the 
first golden mellow drop of Schlitz. It still takes us months to 
brew and age Schlitz. The long, careful, golden age of 

Schlitz is what makes it America’s choicest premium beer. 


Once you taste our golden age, you'll know why we say: 
**When you’re out of Schlitz, 
you’re out of beer.” 


“Mr. Moss, what do you like best 
about our country?” 


Stirling Moss, famed British racer: 

"| reckon the first thing | noticed about your 
phones is the way you can carry them around while 
you're talking. ..the little pocket in the back, | mean, 
in your standard model. And no matter how many 
numbers you've got to dial, your system rarely fouls 
up. You get the number at the first go. 

“From my point of view, that's pretty unusual. 


voun 


WHERE ^ avv rin 


anv мє 


“San Francisco, 
Nancy Sinatra, 
and your telephones.” 


You've got to use somebody else's phone system 
before you realize how lucky you Yanks аге." 

Our nationwide network has some other things 
going for it too, Mr. Moss. In most countries, they use 
a phone just to get their voice from one place to 
another, Over the American telephone network, 
people talk, machines talk, pictures go back and 
forth. Anything goes—instantly—anytime, anywhere. 


ЕА) 
WOMEN 
AROUND BY 
THIS NOSE. 


PLAYBILL [2226 our Арни. orrerixc of entertainment for men—in an issue replete with fictional, factual and 
visual divertissements—is Vladimir Nabokov's Ada, а tale of intrafamilial ра апіс estate, 
1964, The Eye in 1965 and Despair in 1966). Ada is a novellalength 
preview of a forthcoming novel, 4da, which is Nabokov's sexiest, entirely new work since Lolita. The hardcover edition 
will be a Literary Guild selection when McGraw-Hill releases it in May, and Columbia Pictures has offered more than $500,000 
for screen rights. A regular contributor to filmdom is Richard Matheson—represented herein by Prey, а macabre fable about a 
fetish doll that refuses to play dead. Matheson wrote the screenplay for DeSade (you'll have an advance look at it in the June 
PLAYBOY), which was recently filmed in Berlin. Our April fiction also includes Patrick McGivern's Master of the Ball Hawks, 
which details а strange search for perfection on the golf 
links. McGivern has relinquished his post as а news edi- 
tor for CBS to devote all ilable time to wr 
s Shakespeare aptly observed, is а "well. 
month; and Robert L. Green's sartorial prog- 
our forecast of spring and summer 
fashions, are your guide to sartorially fulfilling Will's 
wise words in the seasons ahead. 

Making predictions of amy sort involves a degree of 
calculated risk; but, as a British statesman of the 18th 
Century observed, “Са y is а ple inherent in 
human nature.” The Toys and Games of War and Peace 
clearly explicates, from two points of view, the ways 
in which the arcane discipline of game theory, supple 
mented by technology, is shaping our future; a third 
article explains how use defines the difference between 
Racore toys and games, and plumps for the former. In this triple 

akeout, Jules Siegel's Playing for Keeps unveils the prin- 
ciples of gamesmanship employed by military and indus- 
trial savants; Philip Meyer, in Playing for the Upper 
Hand, explores the benefits of applying game theory to 
one's private affairs; and Robert Russel’s thesis in Play- 
ing for Fun is that grown-up toys—from scuba gear 
10 jet planes—can give more satisfaction than either 
interpersonal or corporate games. Siegel, a full-time free- 

ance writer, has written nationally syndicated articles on 
science and technology for the North American News- 
paper Alliance. Meyer is а national correspondent spe- 
cializing in urban problems for the Knight Newspaper 
group. Russel, who serves as Communications consultant 
nadian government, is also the whimsical 
cator of an imaginary research project called Intersex, 
which promises to bring lovers in diferent parts of the 
world together for the magical, ultimate act"—simulta- 
neous, electronically induced mass orgasm. 

People who get together for less technological but 
more tactile sex are the subject of Richard Warren Lewis’ 
The Swingers, an up-to-the-minute report on the ог 
single and married, who scem to be establish 
sexual subculture in Southern С 
last book, The Scavengers and Critics of the Warren 
Report, was published in April of 1967 by Delacorte. 

Жы Adding a comic cast to our April issue are Jean Shep- 
IEGLOERTONI herd's The Grandstand Passion Play of Delbert and the 
Bumpus Hounds, wherein the Shepherds acquire some 
uproariously uncivilized neighbors and begin a fateful 
feud, and Reginald Potterton's / Cut Out Her Heart 
and Stomped on It!, a behind-the-scenes view of the 
ky journalistic techniques employed by such steamy 
loids as the National Enquirer. Potterton, а trans- 
planted Briton who wrote for the Enquirer before find- 
ing more compatible employment as executive editor of 
Status, is currently PLAYBOY'S Assistant Travel Editor. 

OI course, there's more. Allen Ginsberg, grand guru of 
the New Left, holds forth on pocts and poctry, homo- 
sexuality and cultural revolution, in an outspoken inter- 
view conducted by fellow poet Paul Carroll. Sex stars 
Brigitte Bardot and Vanessa Redgrave are uncovered in 
eye filling pictorials: other visual adventures include The 
Language of Legs—which shows how to read a girl's mind 
by the way she crosses her legs when she sits down—and. 
a visit with lovely Lorna Hopper, the 14th Playmate 
discovered and photographed by Bill Figge and Ed 
DeLong. ter chef Thoma io turns his attention 
to that infernally appetizing dish: chili. You'll also find 
Че a guide to the storied and exotic attractions of 
the island of Ceylon, an enlightening review of the 
latest in lamps to brighten your pad, and апоће 
titillating episode in the continuing saga of Little Annie 
Fanny. So settle back and enjoy the fun that follows. 
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Let someone else make the coffee. 


No matter how you look at it, breakfast in Chicago or New York or Los Angeles isn't breakfast in Paris. 
Never has been, never will be. For one thing, breakfast in Paris often comes with the room. It'salso been known 
towalk right through the door—without warning. But who knows? Maybe you think the coffee is stronger 
in Rio or Maui or Singapore. Noproblem. The world’s most experienced airline flies to more than a hundred 
foreign places. And we'll be more than happy to show you around, one ata time. We also have 
a free booklet called Bachelor Party that's full of hot-bargain tours. Just ask a Pan Am? Travel Agent. Or write 
Pan Am, Dept. 2157; P.O. Box 2212, Boston, Mass. 02107. Anything to get you 

out of the country and into this world. Before the sun comes up. Pan Antmakes the going great. 


The look and feel of Goodyear's 
racing tires in sizes to fit your car. 
"The big bold exciting look of the track is yours for the 
asking in Goodyear's Wide Boots GT High Performance 
street tires. 

Check these specs: New Wide Tread GT passenger tires 
are built low and wide like racing tires. Track-tested at 
130 mph. With 7 riding ribs, 6 traction grooves. Up to 
one-third wider than standard tires, to stop, start and cor- 
ner better. 

"They are reverse-molded like racing tires, to put more 
tread on the road. With low cord angle, for greater sta- 
bility. Made with 4 full plies of Vytacord polyester cord 
—strong as nylon, smooth-riding as rayon. 

You'll know Wide Tread GT tires when you see 'em. 
"They've got that big white *Goodyear" on the side—like 
Goodyear racing tires. 
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Another trail blazer 
from The-Mens-Store. 


Among other things, it’s the hoj 
fabric that makes these bl 
owing. A blend of 55% Dacroi 
and 45% worsted wool. Just enough of 
you can wear it the year around. W 
accounts for the name. The “Se: 
The other thi 
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THE DECENT SOCIETY 
о date, pLaynoy has had its finest 
hour in the January publication of The 
Decent Society symposium. It should be 
required reading for all Americans, espe- 
cially those who tend either to look back 
and wring their hands or to look ahead 
and shake their heads. 

The Rev. Paul D. Gehris 

Community Baptist Church 

Harrisburg, Pennsylvania 


My congratulations to you for the su- 
perb series of articles comprising your 
Decent Society symposium. I believe these 
articles are too valuable to be restricted 
exclusively to readers of глуво, so I'm 
writing to suggest that they be repub- 
lished in pamphlet form. If properly ad 
vertised, such a pamphlet would have 
wide use in colleges and perhaps high 
schools. I could use over 200 copies this 
spring if they were available 
L. S. Stavrianos 
Professor of History 
Northwestern University 
Evanston, Illinois 

Reprints are available in limited quan- 
tities at 50 cents each, postpaid, from 
FLAYBoy’s Reader Service Department, 


I found The Decent Society symposi- 
um interesting and informative; it cer- 
tainly covered many of the problems that 
vitally affect our nation today. 

Representative Harold T. Johnson 
U.S. House of Representatives 
Washington, D.C. 


You have reached a new high with the 
group of essays making up The Decent 
Society. Y am especially interested. in 
your choice of the key word, “decent.” 
This word has so many meanings and 
connotations (being related ctymologi- 
cally to docile, decorate, decorum, deign 
and even dogma) that it might be help 
ful to consider its origin. It comes from 
the Latin decere, to be fitting or be- 
coming, and is akin to the Latin decus, 
glory, honor, ornament. It is also related 
to the Greek dokein, to seem good, and 
to the Sanskrit dagasyali, is gracious. 
What it means in the Decent Society, 1 
suppose, is fitting or befitting a society 
that is honorable, thoughtful and modest. 


This is in striking contrast to the Affluent 
Society, the Great Society and any kind 
of Deal. 1f it means what I think it 
means, I like it 
Richard Armour 
Claremont, Californ 


"The candid discussions in The Decent 
Society present revealing truths about 
some of the vital problems facing Ameri- 
cans today. 

Representative William D. Hathaway 
U.S. House of Representatives 
Washington, D. C. 


Your January issue, with its impressive 
symposium on The Decent Society, must 
be reckoned as one of the more impor- 
tant contributions to the nation’s effort 
to pull itself together 

Sorensen’s article on forcign affairs is 
fundamentally relevant. Our foreign pol- 
icy has been little short of disastrous, 
and its reform must. precede 
progress on domestic problems. Wh: 
Sorensen docs not quite say, and wh 
needs to be said explicitly, is that no 
worthwhile reform of foreign policy can 
be made unless the heavy hand of the 
military-industrial complex can be wrest- 
«d from control. 

From a lifetime of service with the 
American military, I can testify to its 
integrity and devotion, as well as to 
its high professional fitness—in. military 
matters. Political affairs are something 
else again, and in this realm our military 
leaders do not have, and generally do 
not pretend to have, any particular 
knowledge or skill. 1t has been wrong for 
Presidents, Defense Secretaries and even 
Congressmen to seek their advice in such 
matters. 

A similar comment can be made in 
support of Peter Matthiessen’s characteri- 
zation of the Army Corps of Engineers as 
а “headless monster." The Corps of En- 
gincers knows well cnough how to dig a 
canal, but as to whether one ought to be 
dug, it knows next to nothing. 

"The overreliance upon the military to 
solve our problems is compounded with 
our misreading—and_ misreprescntation 
—of history. As a schoolboy, I was taught 
that all our wars were just and noble, 
that all our military heroes were knights 
in shining armor and that all our enemies 
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Pub cologne and after-shave. 
Created for men by Revlon. 


Send 50¢ for 1 oz. trial size of 
Pub Cologne to: Pub, Inc., P.O. Box 424 
Canal St. Sta., New York, N.Y. 10013 


PLAYBOY 


10 


[he world of 325mm 
photography in the 
palm of your 


Not much larger than a pack of Кіп 
size cigarettes, our great little Rollei 35 
fits neatly in pocket or purse, yet 

it takes full-size, full-frame pictures on 
standard 35mm film! 

You'll carry your Rollei 35 everywhere 
to bring back great pictures. You'll get 
the same full-size color slides that 
big 35mm cameras make, and your black 
and white or color prints will be crisply 
detailed, even in oversized enlargements. 
Whatever your film preference, the 
results will be superb, because this is a 
Rollei, built іп the famous Rollei 
quality tradition. 

Fine results are easy with the Rollei 35, 
even for beginning picture takers. Its 
fine Zeiss Tessar 40mm í/3.5 lens has 
such excellent depth of field capability 
that no rangefinder is necessary. А 
simple distance setting takes care of 
focus, and a brilliant, clear viewfinder 
makes exact picture composition a cinch. 

Correct exposures are assured thanks 
to the 35's highly accurate Gossen 
exposure control system, and its world 
famous Compur shutter gives you the 
versatility of nine shutter speeds up to 
an action-stopping 1/500 second. Other 


Where-To-Buy-It? Use 


Shown actual size— 
the world’s smallest 
35mm camera 


big-camera features include a rapid 
wind lever that advances the film and 
cocks the shutter, a built-in flash 
accessoryshoe, and an exposure counter 
that resets itself automatically 

Magnificently made to deliver a 
lifetime of enjoyment, the precision 
Rollei 35 costs about $190, depending 
upon accessories. See it soon at your 
Honeywell dealer's ' For free literature, 
please mail the coupon. 


Honeywell takes the quesswork 

out of fine photography 

[» c 
Honeywell Photographic 
Mail Station 209, Denver, Colorado 80217 


Please send Rollei 35 literature to 


Address —  — — 2 


State/Zip 
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Honeywell 


REACTS Card — Page 219. 


were 


and deserving of no quarter. 

While foreign policy must, indeed, be 
regulated more by considerations of ne 
cessity, feasibility and self-interest than by 
those of morality, advantage in all these 
respects would seem to accrue from a rec 
ognition that, if willingness to die in 
defense of his country is a high virtue 


for an American youth, it might be so 
for an Asian youth; and that if the right 
of selfdetermination is a golden princi- 
ple of American freedom, other pcoples 
might esteem it equally. The wisdom of 
their choice is irrelevant. It would do us 
great good to realize that “My country. 
right or wrong" is a prescription for 
disaster. 

William Wallace Ford 

Brigadicr General, U. 5. Army (Ret.) 

Amherst, Massachusetts 


Congratulations to PLAYBOY and to 
Justice William O. Douglas for his Civil 
Liberties: The Crucial Issue in your Jan: 
uary symposium. Although we young 
people are beset by seemingly insur 
mountable future obstacles, it is comfort 
ing to know that even the highest office 
of “traditionalism” is evaluating today’ 


crucial issues so that we may have a 
future. May PLAysoy continue its out 
standing efforts, both in entertainment 


and in education. 


James D. Murray 
University of Montana 
Missoula, Montana 


The article by Justice Douglas was out- 
standing. I hope the judicial luminary 
in the Tallahassee municipal court pe 
ruses it at his leisure for pointers on th 
law of the land. He recently sentenced 
me to 60 days in the county jail for at- 
tempting to enter a George Wallace 
political rally with a sign reading RACISM 
15 DESTROYING MY COUNTRY. 

Roy Carlson 
Tallahassee, Florida 


“Law and order" does not necessarily 
imply an attempt to deny individual 
rights in the name of liberty and equali 
ty. Rather, law forms the base for the 
protection of individual rights. I am а 
firm adherent to the doctrine of individ 
ual rights and also a believer in law and 
order. The latter does not make me a 
fascist, despite what Justice Douglas im 
plies throughout his article. 

‘There has been an increasing tendency 
lately to blur the line between our enu 
merated and our unenumerated rights. 
Such a blurring is evident in regard to 
the rights of dissenters, “Treason,” as 
Justice Douglas notes, consists only in 
levying war against the United States or 
in adhering to its enemies. The protest 
ers who challenge the morality or legali 
ty of the Vietnam war аге not guilty of 
treason, despite what many people in 
Amcrica scem to believe. But the people 


Seagram’s V 
The Smooth Canadian 
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durene; 
the strong, 
silent cotton. 


When a cotton shirt bounces back 
without bagging after it's washed, 
and feels super-soft next to your 
skin, you know it must be Durene® 
mercerized cotton. No wonder 
Jockey? Sportswear made this 
new mock turtle knit pullover of 
100% Durene. 

Jockey shirt, in ten stripings, 
all vivid as only Durene can make 
them. About $7. Available at fine 
stores everywhere. 

Durene is the trademark of the Durene 
Asscciation of America, 350 Fifth Avenue, 


New York 10001, whose member compan- 
ies produce Durene mercerized cotton yarn. 


who call for a Viet Cong victory arc. It 
impossible to deny that these people do 
adhere to the enemy. 
Theodore Fieschko 
Madison, Wisconsin 


I read The Decent Society articles 
with much interest and thought they 
were, on the whole, penetrating and 
stimulating. I was very well impressed 
with Professor Wiesner's article, Science 
& Technology. He certainly hit the nail 
on the head. The great need for our coun- 
try—and the entire world—is to “de 
velop adequate social mechanisms" to 

е 


manage the new technologies we h 
created. It is, indeed, refreshing to read 
this point of view so well expressed by а 
leading scientist. While we can and no 
doubt will substantially expand our tech- 
nological capabilities, our efforts must be 
directed. primarily toward their proper 
utilization. To assure peace, to upgrade 
the education, health and well-being of 
all our people, to drastically reduce the 
poverty in our midst, to prevent world- 
wide famine—these are the sort of goals 
toward which we should strive and for 
which all our energies, including our 
scientific and technological knowledge, 


should be employed. As others in your 
symposium have stated, I, too, believe 
there is no chance of creating a decent 
society unless these objectives аге at- 
tained. 

Joseph L. Block 

Chairman, Executive Committee 


As a sophomore business major, I've 
been bothered by trying to decide wheth- 
er to aim my life in the direction of 
idealism or materialism. Senator Charles 
Perey’s Business article in The Decent 
Society shed new light on my dilemma. 1 
had had the impression that the business 
world consisted entirely of coldhearted, 
unidealistic moneygrubbers. But Percy 
convinced me that I can enter business 
without a guilty conscience—and do my 
part to develop this nation’s potential. 
More college students would enter busi 
ness if they realized that their work in 
that field could play an integral part in 
making America a decent socicty. 

Allen Mendelson 

St. Louis, Missouri 


The symposium artide by William 
Sloane Coffin, Education, was most. pro- 
voca 
century (if we exist that long) it will be 
technically possible to present the basics 
of all knowledge by the end of high 
school. If universities persist in their 
present course, they will be boring re- 
dundancies of all that went before. They 
will remain only the certifiers for indus 
try. E share Mr. Coffin's deep concern 
to whether or not we can face the prob- 
lem directly. If we do not, I am afraid 


tive. 1 believe that by the end of the 


s 


that the once-preat universities will dete- 
riorate to become another mediocre de- 
partment in the greater bureaucracy of 
Our society. Then there will be no Socrat- 
ic bastion left to combat the present-day 
Athenians 
Richard P. Walsh, Ph. D. 
Associate Profesor of Psychology 
Southern Illinois University 
Carbondale, Illinois 


BOOMING PROPHETS 

I found Playboy Polls the Prophets, in 
your January issue, most interesting. Asa 
past president of the Astrologers Guild 
of America and a lifelong student of the 
art of prediction, I must call your atten 
tion to the fact that there are basically 
only two methods of predicting the fu 
ture, One is the intuitive approach— 
several aspects of which are represented 
in your article on Sybil Leek, witch; Mad- 
am Sorina, gypsy fortuneteller; Dianc 
Di Prima, who interpreted the I Chin, 
Ethel Meyers, medium; and the ош 
board. The other method is the intellec- 
tual approach, as represented in your 
article on Carroll Righter, astrologer. 

In ancient times, the court astrologer 
functioned to advise the ruler about the 
outlook for the coming year. As far 
economics is concerned, that function is 
now performed for the President by the 
chairman ol the Council of Economic 
Advisors. Most economic forecasting is 
based on historic analogy, which is also 
the basis of astrology. But the astrologer 
has the results of recorded observations 
dating back thousands of years, while the 
modern economist has only the results of 
two centuries or less of cconomic studies. 
Hence, the latter’s forecasts since the end 
of World War Two have been sadly 
awry. 1 agree with New York Times 
columnist С. L. Sulzberger, who said: 
“What this country needs is а good as- 
trologer in the White Hous 

David Williams 
Bayside, New York 


The horiscopic (horror cup, horrid 
scope) world is a natural extension of 
WX guesstimates resounding {rom elec 
trical speed-up of data. The total field of 
Zodiacal or Cosmic energies in which we 
all exist was not as accessible to New- 
tonian mechanics as it is to the Comput 
er Age. Even Newton was charged with 
being a medieval mystic when he ad- 
vanced the idea of an invisible gravita- 
tional force; and today, scientists still 
have no idea of the components of gravi- 
ty. They accept it behavioristically as 
they accept the Zodiac. It seems perfectly 
plausible that in the Computer Age we 
сап chart the fields of psychic force at 
least as effectively as we do the WX job. 
re closely akin. That 
another way of saying that in the scale of 
serious concerns, the psychic weather and 


The two fields 


Davidson 
out-performers 


Track, salt, street or strip, one bike is 
boss! The 1969 Sportster. Alone at the 
top. Nobody builds a faster stock motor- 
cycle. Both the lean, angry model CH 
ond the quick, confident model H 
deliver 900 cc's of punch and 58 bhp 
@ 6800 rpm. The Sportster really flies. 
And it looks as fast as it goes. The 
re-styled tank almost leans forward in 


anticipation. Newly-designed cylinder 
heads and new mufflers with crossover 
connector add a few horses to what's 
already the world’s fastest motorcycle. 
Again in 1969, it's the only one of its 
kind. Try one. You can see it, buy it, 
finance ond insure it at your Horley- 
Davidson dealer. Harley-Davidson 
Motor Co., Milwaukee, Wisconsin. 


..oukperlo m 
everything 
on two wheels. 
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Introducing 
little nippers 


New Wolf Bros. RUMmmm-flavored 100mm. Little Cigars. 
"Take flavorful tobacco. 

Soak it in 149 proof rum. 

Add a charcoal filter and a cork tip. 

You've got the Wolf Bros. new 100mm. Little Cigars. 

With the new, wild taste. 

Care for a nip? 


‘Wolf Bros. Cigar Company/Red Lion, Ps. 17356 


climatic conditions are on a parity of 

significance or ins i 

more time to chat, but my sec 
Marshall. McLuhan, Director 
Center for Culture and Technology 
University of Toronto 
Toronto, Ontario 

We wish her a speedy recovery. 


R.F. К. REMEMBERED 
Thank you for Arthur Schlesinger's 
R.F.K. the Statesman and for Budd 
Schulberg’s accompanying account, in 
К.Е. K., the Man, of a human being we 
(rLaynoy, January). That combi- 
ion of rasping indignation, idealism 
nd practicality that Schlesinger de- 
scribes might not have been so unique or 
so elfective had it not been joined by 
the kindness, warmth and understand 
that Schulberg 


n 


Thomas W. Braden 
Oceanside, California 
Яп associate of R.F.K/s during his 
Presidential campaign, correspondent 
Braden was at one time editor-publisher 
of the Oceanside Blade Tribune and is 
now a syndicated newspaper columnist 


Many th deed, for the excellent 
les on Robert F. Kennedy by Arthur 
Schlesinger and Budd Schulberg. They 
made me realize again the very great, 
even irreparable loss the entire world 
suffered with Kennedy's violent death. 
Mrs. Blythe Runnett 
Toronto, Ontario 


Budd Schulberg's look at Robert Ken- 
nedy in Ж.Р. K., the Man was magni 
cent. He brought out the multifaceted 
Kennedy personality and demonstrated 
his serious pasion for America. 1 
barely begun to work for his cause when 
he was struck down. Schulberg’s artic 
makes me even prouder to have bee 
supporter of the only man who could 
bridge any gap—be it generation ог 
credibility. I'm 21 y: old, but voting 
alone can never bridge anything. How- 
ever, just as the Battle Hymn of. the 
Republic prevailed over Mayor Daley's 
arrogance at the Democratic Convention, 
so, too, will Robert Kennedy's ideas help 
the youth of today in their search Го 
answer. I agree with Schulberg, thou 
that “it’s just going to be a hell of a lot 
harder" without R. F. K. 

с 
С 


ig Struve 
ar Rapids, Iowa 


LAST TESTAMENT. 

Your much-publicized January article 
4 Testament of Hope, by the late М 
tin Luther King, Jr., was а movin, 
morial to a career—and a life—ded 
10 justice and freedom. At a time when 
the country's divisions seem to be deep- 
ening—and when statements by all sides 
are becoming increasingly shrill and hys- 
terical—Dr. King's le reads like a 
single sane voice crying out in the midst 
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KINGS 
ROAD 
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Check yourself out in the 
Kings Road Collection. 


Ah, Spring. When, among other things, 
a young man's fancy lightly turns to 
thoughts of clothes. And the fancier the 
better when it comes to trousers. Chec! 
and stripes and slightly mad plaids. 

That's the thought for the day in 
The-Men's-Store. 

For instance, these tattersalled trou- 
sers from our Kings Road Collection. 
Trim-cut, plain front and slimming— 
in alusty lasting blend of Fortrel® poly. 
ester and combed cotton. Looped for 
belts. And Perma-Pr instant 
washing and wearing. Price? A wide 
selection under $9, in all sorts 

smashing Spring shades. Team 
them up with shirts, sportcoats 
and sc And charge 

Sears 
Revolving Charge. 


The store within a store at Sears, Roebuck and Co. 


PLAYBOY 


Tim McCarver, star catcher for the pennant-winning St, Louis Cardinals, uses Dep for Men. 


Tim McCarver goes to a hairstylist. 
Gonna start a rhubarb, are you? 


Good luck! Tim defends hairstyling like he does home plate. And 
once you've seen the amazing things a stylist can do for your appear- 
ance, you'll know why. He can make you look taller or shorter or 
fatter or skinnier. Whatever you'd like. In Tim's case it was the square- 
jawed look that needed rounding. The stylist had а little help, though. 
From new Dep for Men Hairstyling Creme — the only hairstyling 
product that looks like a cream, feels like a cream, but styles like a gel. 
And Dep for Men Hair Spray — the one 
that holds a style neatly in place all day. 
Also from Dep for Men: Regular and dry. 
hair formula Hairdress Styling Gels, and 
new super-holding formula hair spray. 


of madness. Thank you for publishing 
this important document. I only hope 
that the millions of people advocating 


hate and violence read it and are 
touched by it. 


Henry Lucas 
Washington, D. С. 


а great and 
whose untimely 
severe loss to all men. In his 
search for the just and treatment the 
black man deserves, he was fighting for 
all. If we stand up to 


and work for a truly just society, his life 
will not have been in vain. 

e Hittleman 
North Miami, F 


І enjoyed very much seei 
The Twelve 
of erotic 
Miller 
u 


g myself in 
Ionths of Love, а portfolio 
woodcuts, by Henry 
hu (rrAvnov, 
у). As T was one of the persons who 
posed for these prints (1 still have а 
cramp in my leg) and since Karhu and 
both Americans doing our thing in 
the Japanese scene. we are always amused 
by people who come to the gallery and 
ment, "My! Aren't the Japanese 
27 In fact, I am sure that Karhu 
is one of the last craftsmen here, working 
in the real Japanese ional manner 
—which, of course, crt to him as 
n Americ: since we Yanks аге now 
under fire around the world for our 
supposed y to other cultures, 
especially Asian cultures. 
Bob Strickland 
Kyoto, Japan 


LEE'S ARMY 
The January interview with Lee Mar- 
vin is by far the best yo 
published. Marvin showed hi 
ап extremely sens k 
and honest person. My hat is off to him 
for telling it like it is. Seldom does one 
encounter such forthrightness. Holding 
not 
the world that this is Lee M. 
good or I have nothing but adm 
tion and respect for him. 
Robin H. Spangler 
Everett, Washington 


p back. he seemed to be telling 
in, for 


Thank you for the January issue— 
didn't get à thing donc for two days. 
The Lee Marvin interview is classic. 

Robert R. Brown 
Manager, WOAY-TV 
Oak Hill, West Virginia 


I question Lee Marvin's comments 
about war movies. “In All Quiet on the 
Western Front, Lew Ayres jumps into a 
shell hole with a Frenchman and knifes 

‚ . . Ayres spends the rest of the 


z E him. 
Dep for men-the hairstyling products picture . . . trying to find the dead man’s 


“Sister George’ is the most explicit and 
sensational of a flock of films on lesbianism!” 


—LIFE MAGAZINE 


PLAYBOY 


“Best picture of the year! A powerhouse! 
Beryl Reid delivers the most magnificent piece of acting 
Tve seen in a very long time. It is Director Robert 
Aldrich’s finest movie!" Rex Reed, Women's Wear Daily 


“One of the years 10 best! 
An unforgettable drama...A film that should be seen!” 


Judith Crist, New York Magazine 
“As explicit and direct as any sex scene 


ever shown in an American film!" 
Nora Ephron, New York Times 


“А movie that’s every bit as sensational 
as its advance publicity would indicate!” 
Ann Birstein, Vogue Magazine 
"Leaves precious little to the 
imagination!” Bob Salmaggi, New York Daily Column 


"lLesbianism in the movies has come 
a long way?” Kathleen Carroll, New York Daily News 


PALOMAR PICTURES AON por A ASSOCIATES AND ALDRICH PRODUCTION "THE KILLING OF SISTER GEORGE” 
STARRING BERYL REID SUSANNAH L BROWNE ALSO STARRING RONALD FRASER PATRICIA MEDINA HUGH PADDICK 
CYRIL DELEVANTI MUSIC BY GERALD F TRIED. GROM THE PLAY BY FRANK MARCUS SCREENPLAY BY LUKAS HELLER PRODUCED AND 
DIRECTED BY ROBERT ALDRICH FROM CINERAMA RELEASING CORPORATION METROCOLOR® 


wife and apologize . . . for his brutality.” 
As a lateshow buff, I submit that the 
above plot is from Broken Lullaby, a 
1932 film that starred Phillips Holmes, 
Lionel Barrymore and Nancy Carrol. My 
recollection of All Quiet is that at the 
end. Lew Ayres reaches out from his 
trench for a butterfly and is done in by 
an enemy bullet. 
John Murphy 
Cincinnati, Ohio 
Late-show buf] Murphy is correct. In 
“All Quiet,” Ayres does kill a French- 
man, but Marvin’s recollection of ensuing 
evenis comes from “Broken Lullaby.” 


Your interview with Lee Marvin 
was thoroughly enjoyable. His comments 
t 1 felt I was 
actually listening In on a real conversa- 
tion. "The interview proved that Marvin 
is a truly honest man. His final state- 
ment (“I’ve had the simple pleasure of 
being present when the sun was shining 
and the rain was falling. I've had mine, 
and nobody can take it away from me") 
conveys a philosophy that could benefit 
many pcople. 


nne Kitchen 
int, Michiga 


Lee Marvin is just another pretty face. 
A. Bradley 
Miami Beach, Florida 


SEX AND CINEMA 

Arthur Knight d Hollis Alpert's 
The History of Sex in Cinema, which 
concluded in your January issue, is a 
prodigious work. It is a long-overdue 
treatment of a subject everyone in Holl 
wood knows a great deal about—and in 
which the rest of the country is most 
interested, particularly in regard to that 
body of information that remains under 
cover and only appears in glimpses, flash 
es and peeps. Knight and Alpert’s exten- 
sive project is really what Sherlock 
Holmes called a monograph—a doctoral 
dissertation done in readable form, but 
no worse for being thorough. 
‘James M. Cain 
Hyattsville, Maryland 


1 was stunned by Knight and Alpert's 
statement that when their Sex in Cinema 
series began, "the Ате п Production 
Code was still in full sway; censorship 
prevailed in four major states . . . and 
church groups were busily condemning 
and censoring." Incredible—but true; 
nd no more vivid image of the accel- 
crated times could be conjured up. It 
strikes me that the very publication of 
this monumental study, its impreg, 
authority and probity, may have had 
something to do with the increased free- 
dom that we now enjoy. 

I especially admire the conclusion. 
"The authors grant that puritanism has 
been succeeded by prurience, an inevita- 
ble reaction; but they are right to insist 


ble 


ri, Do you arrive 

in town hoping 

your attaché won't run into 
someone you know? 


An attaché that's an eyesore is hard to hide. fa. 
And harder yet to explain, if you want people to 
think you're the success you are. 

That’s why we made the executive-trim 
Samsonite Classic Attaché the way we did. 

With scuff and stain-resistant sides. 

A frame of the sturdiest lightweight metal, 
magnesium. And hidden locks. 

We've even redone the interior so 
it's as elegant inside as out. And just 
as durable, too. 

So you can run all day, all 
week, all year with your 
Samsonite Attaché. And it'll 
still look strictly business. 

Choose yours in Jet Black, 
Deep Olive, Scotch Briar, 
Oxford Grey. 3"Commuter 
(shown) $30.00. Also 
2" Statesman $27.50. 

5" Diplomat $32.50. 


More men depend on 


Samsonite 


than any other attaché on earth 


Samsonite Corporation, Denver, Colorado 80217. At all fine department and specialty stores, 
Available in Canada. In Mexico through Aliro, S.A. 


д 


PLAYBOY 


22 


Making 
beautiful 
diamond rings 
is our affair. 


ENI 


7 


What goes оп 
after a 
Prism-Lite 
diamond 

is your affair. 


Fact is, a Prism-Lite Diamond goes 
over bigger because it has more 
brilliance. The reason? Each Prism-Lite 
diamond is “fully polished" with an 
exclusive cutting process that brings 
out all the hidden fires... in every 
facet, every surface. See the full 
selection at your Prism-Lite jeweler. 
Any size you pick, at any price, 

is a flaming affair. 


SHIMAN BROS.-COLONIAL, INC. 
475 Tenth Ave., New York, N.Y. 10018 


Where-To-Buy-It? Use REACTS Card — Page 219. 


that prurience must be tolerated to make 
room for frankness. That clears the a 
Film makers have always had the alibi 
that neither frankness nor honesty was 
possible under the old dispensation. If, 
now, honesty does not appear, and pruri- 
ence continues, we will know why. 

Richard Griffith 

Winchester, Virginia 

A longtime film critic and former as- 

sistant curator of the Museum of Modern 
Art's film library, Griffith is co-author of 
“The Film Till Now: A Survey of World 
Cinema” and “The Movies.” 


STREET GAMES 
Incident in the Streets. of the 
Robert Coover's January short stor 
chilling piece of black humor with a 
theme that is, unfortunately, too relevant 
these days. The antics of the bizarre 
crowd that gathers when Paul is run over 
by the truck demonstrate how grotesquely 
self-centered and lacking in true human- 
ity people have become. 
Ruth A. Hoffman 
Rochester, New York 


Goover’s story ranks as an absurd piece 
of writing and an insult to your readers 
intelligence. Nothing in it is credible. 

C. Donald Janus 
Richardson, Texas 


ART FOR ART'S SAKE 
In reference to Art Buchwald's arti- 

cle How Playboy Changed America 
(rLayuoy, January) I think he should 
either visit the рілувоү publishing com- 
pany or check with some printer on his 
statement about rLAYmoY's first being 
printed by mimeography, then by offset 
and finally by eightcolor presses. If 
printed by mimeography, гтлупоу would 
have lacked any quality printed. photos. 
Beyond this, cight-color presses must bc 
а new secret machine mot generally 
known to industry. Most color printing 
today is produced by four-unit machines 
(yellow, red, blue and black ink) to pro- 
duce an all-color image. 

Arv Vogel 

Assistant Professor of Graphic Arts 

Georgia Southern College 

Statesboro, Georgia 

Sativists like Buchwald have a nasty 

habit of twisting the truth to suit their 
humorous ends. In fact, we'll bet Buch- 
wald knew the truth all along and was 
simply trying to put you on, Ато. 


FATHERS AND SONS 

On many occasions did I envy Ernest 
Hemingway, the man as well as the nov- 
. I have now а new reason to envy 
him: the article by Patrick Hemingway 
(My Papa, Papa) that I just read in the 
December рілувоү. I have three sons 
and one daughter. I hope that one of 
them will, someday, draw with as much 
lucid affection such a moving portrait of 
me as Hemingway's son did of 


his 


her. I didn't have the luck to know 
him, but I was delighted to learn that 
he used to read my books—with less fer- 
vor, certainly, than 1 read him, and still 
reread him now. 


Georges Simenon 
Vaud, Switzerland 
As lovers of the modern novel know, 
Simenon is the prolific creator of Inspec- 
tor Maigret—a classic sleuth in the tradi- 
tion of Sherlock Holmes—whose exploits 
have made him an international hero. 


EDITORS’ CHOICE 
You cin imagine how dismayed 1 
to learn that an с raight 
reporting—How I Became a Renaissance 
Man in My Spare Time (pLaynoy, June 
1968)—was voted the year's best humor 
piece by the editors of pLaynoy. In all 
good conscience, 1 cannot accept the cash 
award—but will donate it to my favorite 
charity. This is the Famous Humori 
School, of which I am founder. Please 
advise all PLayeoy readers that there are 
a few openings kft for promising stu- 
dents. Only serious humorists need apply 
Marvin Kitman 
Humorist of the Year 
Leonia, New Jersey 


Thank you all very much, indced. In 
some ways. I prefer this award to getting. 
say, an honorary degree from Harvard. I 
am most touched, and trust that my 
future writings will continue to live up 
to your expectations. 

Alan Watts 
Sausalito, California 

Scholar-philosopher Watts earned our 
editors’ award for the best PLAYBOY 
article of 1968 with his unique and 
thought-provoking economic analysis, 
“Wealth Versus Money,” which appeared 
in our December issue. 


My relationships with rLaysor have 
always been so relaxed and practical that 
it is pleasant to have a chance to say so. 
The excellence of the fiction you publish 
makes my award an honor, and I am 
very grateful to PLAYBOY. 

John Cheever 

Ossining, New York 

Cheever's “The Yellow Room,” which 

appeared in these pages in January 1968, 
was voted the best PLAYBOY fiction of the 
year. The story is now part of Gheever's 
latest novel, “Bullet Park,” reviewed on 
page 40 of this issue. 


To say that I am honored is an under- 
statement; to say, also, that 1 am sur- 
prised is a greater one. However, since I 
have not yet been able to collect myself 
long enough to analyze my feelings with. 
any kind of objectivity, I must for now 
depend on understatement. Quite sin- 
cerely, it is both a surprise and a warm 
honor to have my story, Gamma Cam 
ma Gamma (рілувоү, June 1968), chosen 


The Matchless Suit. 


Who says a pair of pants and 

а jacket have to be exactly the 
same to be called a suit? Not us. 
Our trim, tapered slacks and 
smashing window pane jacket 
are perfectly coordinated. So if 
you say it's a suit and we say 
it's a suit, who's going to argue? 
$55. Shoes $19.95. Higher in 
the West. For retailers' names, 
write h.i.s, 16 E. 34 Street, N.Y. 
10016. Available in Canada. 
Comes in boys' sizes, too. 
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JACK 
NICKLAUS 


SPRING 
SPECIAL 


from Machen OT 


3 Woods, 8 е 
FREE GOLF BAG ff Ji | 


$125.00 Value 


TOE Ae REA TEST) NAME@IN: 99 


Div. « ERUNSHICK CORP. - OEP: 
ТУРАТ SUN ROAD стат OHIO 45215 


Available from participating MacGregor Dealers 


Where-To-Buy-It? Use REACTS Card — Page 219. 


for rınysoy's  best-work-by-i-new-writer 
d. In an era when magazines are 
y from fiction as a genre 
capable of making valid life judgments, 
PLAYBOY is a rare magazine. And it is 
one of the very few that will take the 
time to encourage new writers. That it 
is the largest such magazine in the world. 
not rc dependent on new talent. 
speaks even more for its greatness. 
Richard Duggin 
Millard, Nebraska 


THE PEPSI GENERATION 

to believe your report in the 
January Playboy After Hours column 
that Hugh Hefne: consumed 131,400 
bottles of Pepsi-Cola in the past 15 years. 
Assuming that Mr. Hefner has the 
Pepsi оп a regular basis, my slide rule 
says that this comes to 24 bortles per 
eight-hour day, or three bottles an hou 
By actual experiment, I have found tha 
there are an average of 14.5 gulps per 
12-ounce bottle. Using some keen reason- 
ing, I calculated this to be 43.5 gulps per 
hour, or .725 gulps per minute, It would 
scem that all Mr. Hefner has time for is 
nd run for the head. As 
eresting side light. the de, posit 
on 131,400 bottles amounts to 
ЕГ to buy a new Mustang and have 


bee 
Jim Palmer 
Seal Beach, C: 
Editor-Publisher Hefner doesn't be- 
lieve in the eight-hour doy—which went 
out with the 12-ounce bottle. 


KEYNOTE 

I've always been one of P. С. Wode 
house's fans—and his The Lost Art of 
Domestic Service (rrAvmov, January) 
didn't disappoint me. I asked Hazel if 


she'd care to comment on his article but 
didn't get much satisfaction. In facr, all 
she did was grunt. Too deeply involved 
with another section of the magazine. 
Tel Key 
Wayne, Pennsylvania 


If you wear the right clothes, 
don't wear the wrong shoes. 


You ought to be in h.i.s Shoes. 

If your clothes are “in” and your 

shoes are “‘out!’ then you're out. 

Which is where h.i.s Shoes come in 
They're as “with it” as the clothes you wear. 
You can select the shoe with the 

look you want. 

Casuals, Contemporaries, Dress Shoes, 
Ivy and designs so far out, 

we haven't even named them yet 

From $12 to $20 

That's very little for a lot of shoe. 


h.s 


A shoe your father would never wear. 


SHOWN ABOVE: GRAND PRIX. FCR THE NAME OF THE STORE NEAREST YOU, WRITE DEPT.S-9,h.1,S SHOES, BELOIT, WISCONSIN 53511. 
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Ready for 
№ the man 

whos man 

enough. 


р BSA's revolutionary 3 cylinder 
750cc Rocket 3 is for the special 
man 

The guy who thrives on 
adventure. Who loves beautiful 
machinery. And who can handle 
the hottest thing on two wheels. 

Start it upand you'll know there's 
nothing else like it. 

It sounds more like an Indy 
Special than a motorcycle. 

Settle down on the big saddle. 
Rev it. Feel the smooth pulse of 
power purring under you. 

Power that hurtles you to 60 
mph in 5 seconds. Power that gives 
you a top end of nearly 130. 

Which means you can gobble up 
everything on the road. Even 
with a friend behind you. 

In fact, its performance is so hot 
we had Dunlop develop special 
tires for it. 

Best of all, the Rocket 3 handles. 
It's agile in traffic. Solid through 
corners. And something else 
in smoothness on the open road. 

It's ready if you are. 


J 


See all 7 bold ways to make time 

at your BSA dealer, or write: BSA/ EAST, 
639 Passaic Ave., Nutley, New Jersey 
07110; BSA/ WEST, P.O. Box 337, Duarte, 
California 91010. 


PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS 


alftime performances during foot- 

ball games are usually a noisy wed 
ding of chanvinism and sousaphones, but 
we're deeply regretful that we missed 
the Harvard-Princeton football game last 
autumn—not so much for the contest 
(Harvard won, 9-7) as for the tourde- 
forc performance of the inestimable 
Harvard band. Word of this event, which 
was witnessed by thousands but perhaps 
understandably not reported in the mass 
media, is just now leaking out. Here's 
the background: Early in the season, ac- 
cording to The Harvard Crimson, the 
120-piece band had garnered accolades 
during а football match with Holy Cross, 
a predominantly Catholic college. During 
half time the band announcer, speaking 
over the publicaddress system to packed 
grandstands, bestowed “the Spiro T. 
Agnew inguished achieve- 
ment” on Pope Paul, “for his contribu- 
tion to the population explosion,” while 
the Crimson band formed the word 
“BanG” and played With a Little Bit of 
Luck. 

During the tilt with Princeton's Tigers, 
however, the subject of musical discus- 
sion was not population but coeducation, 
a happy experiment that Princeton has 
undertaken. So help us, here's a partial 
transcript of the Harvard band's half- 
time show at Princeton, as recorded in 
the Crimson (we didn't really believe it 
until we received confirmation from 
several reliable informants, who were 
fortunate enough 1 have been in 
attendance): 


ward for di: 


Announcer: “A handful of girls 
are already enrolled in the ‘critical’ 
language program, and many hope 

at these cunning linguists are a 
hint of things to com 

(The band formed the word 
“FRENCH” and played A Taste of 
Honey.) 


Announcer: 
howevei 


“One can foresee, 
that discrimination by the 
eating clubs [an old and exclusive 
Princeton institution] may force new 


women students to turn elsewhere 
for their meals," 

(The band formed “rat ovr" and 
played Ain’t She Sweet?) 

Announcer; “We do hope that the 
new female students will finally be 
ble to whip that inpetuous ‘Tiger 
spirit into submission.” 

(The band spelled “tice” and 
then changed to “pussy,” playing 
Tiger Rag and What's New, Pussy- 
cat?) 


the Harvard band has the 
aw spirit. 

Honor Among Thieves Department: 
The Chicago Sun-Times reported that a 
Riverdale, Illinois, man had the hubcaps 
stolen from his automobile. They were 
subsequently returned, along with the 
following neatly penned note: “Dear sir: 
We are terribly sorry that we had to 
inconvenience you by absconding with 
your wheel covers; but at the time, we 
needed them, Unfortunately, we discov- 
ered Tater that we did not need them 
as previously expected. So with sincere 
apologies, we are returning them to you. 
Thank you for your complete coope 
tion. Sincerely yours, The Boys from 
Midnight Auto.” 


Obviously 
proper raw 


The Dayton Daily News headlined an 
item "Оксу SCHEDULED ON FARM." We 
learned with mixed feelings that “овсу" 
stands for a local Lutheran church's 
Organized Recreation and Games for 
Youth. 


We suspect, but haven't yet been 
able to confirm, that the New York 
judge who recently set a new record in 
an alimony decision is really an embit- 
tered divorcée. The Wall Street Journal 
noted that the woman in the case was 
awarded 105 percent of her ex-husband's 
income. 

From London comes this touching 
technique for putting off one’s creditors: 
In reply to а strongly worded collection 
letter, a debtor related a long series of 


calamities he had suffered and concluded, 
“It surprised me very much when you 
said in your letter that you would cause 
me much trouble if I didn’t pay up. If 
you cin think of any trouble I have 
missed, I should like to know about it.” 


An Atlantic City Press profile on the 
new commanding officer at a Coast 
Guard base in the area summarized the 
С.О. sporting accomplishments as fol- 
lows: “An avid athlete, he was а mem- 
ber o[ both the swimming and track 
team at the Academy and qualifies as an 
expert with both the .45-caliber pistol 
and M-l Service wife.” 

Alcoholics Unanimous: According to 

A. P. report from New Delhi, liquor 
consumption has become so fashionable 
in India since independence that even 
tectotalers are posing as drunkards to 
gain status. 

An ad in the UCLA newspaper offered 
“Modeling & charm for girls. Basic 
course $35, Inter. course $85. 


We knew the Trench were making 
an all-out effort to welcome American 
tourists when we heard of a sign over a 
sidewalk café in Paris’ eighth arrondisse- 
ment that proclaimed: шен SCHOOL 
FRENCH SPOKEN HERE. 


Our annual award to the capitalist 
who best exemplifies the 19th Century 
principles of benighted self-interest goes 
this year to Paul Lazarus, а 40-year-old 
commodity speculator who was convict- 
ed, in a New York court, of conspiring 
to blow up a vital railway bridge in 
Zambia, in the hope of driving up the 
price of copper on the London Metal 
Exchange. 


He Said It, We Didn't: A teletype 
message received at Da Nang from Gen- 
eral Creighton W. Abrams, Jr., read, 
“AMBASSADOR BUNKER CLEARLY STATED OUR 
GOVERNMENT'S NOVEMBER 
wires IN CLOSE 
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MORE POWER 
TOYOU. 


20 watts of music power in 
the newest stereo cassette 
system around for really good 
Stereo sound. 


The Ampex Micro 86 slereo 
cassette player/recorder fea- 
tures push-button controls, 
matched speakers, stereo 


mikes, and more. Not to men- 
ticn greal stereo sound. 


Hear for yourself at your near- 
by Ampex Stereo Hear-In. 
And hear how lo save over 
50% on an Ampex stereo tape 
starter library. Do it today. 
And more power to you 


Pick up your Ampex "Head- 
start to Better Tape Record- 
ing” booklet free at Ampex 
dealers everywhere. just for 
listening. 


T-Square. | 


Tortoise-Shell-finished Tables—the celebrated 
zes, dining included! The “finds” 
for which Drexel is noted. For style booklet 
set, send 50¢ to Drexel-38, Drexel, N.C. 28619. 
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MOST TRUSTED NAME IN FURNITURE 


AMPEX CORPORATION, OEPT. 590. 


Where-To-Buy-It?. Use 


REACTS Card — Page 219 


AND FRIENDLY RELATIONS WITH OUR VIET- 
NAMESE ALLIES, I ASK EACH OF YOU TO BE 
UNDERSTANDING OF THEIR CONCERNS. OUR 
SUPPORT OF THE PEOPLE OF SOUTH VIET- 
NAM, AND OUR COMMON DETERMINATION, 
HAS GAINED FOR THEM MANY MILITARY 
SUCCESSES AND MAJOR ADVANCES IN BAT- 
TERING THEIR LIFE," 


One of the more provocative entries in 
the Manhattan telephone directory is the 
Randy Tool Company. 


п a curious attempt to combat the 
alarming decline of the railroads, re- 
ports The Journal of Commerce, a plan 
has been adopted that provides for ex- 
panded service from Albany to Buffalo 
between 8:30 A.M. and 10:30 r.M.—a 
train "every four years." 

In an apparent effort to live up to 
his name, aptly yclept Hastie Love has 
been convicted of rape by a Tennessee 
circuit court. 


This month's Good Citizenship trophy 
goes to the San Diego housewife who, 
according to a police report set down in 
that city's Evening Tribune, called the 
station house—just like the scandalized 
spinster in the old Party Joke—"to re- 
port a case of indecent exposure. . . . She 
told officers that she saw a man partially 
undressed in the window of a home 
across the street. She said she checked 
with a pair of binoculars to make sure." 

The student newspaper at the Univer- 
sity of Denver conducted а poll of mari- 
tal status among freshmen and got these 
unsettling results: single—1568; married 
—16; undecided—11. 

To Whom It May Concern: It is 
against the law in Oklahoma to get a fish 
drunk. 


Unreliable rumor from The National 
Catholic Reporter: “The projected new 
encyclical on papal authority will be 
entitled Soc et Tuum.” 

The thanks of a grateful nation go out 
to Los Angeles city councilman Arthur 
Snyder, who saved the only working 
privy in L.A, from destruction, declaring 
that the outhouse was “not to be scorned 
as a cultural heritage monument.” 

Rule Britannia; Australia’s Sydney Sun 
revealed that а large poster photograph, 
depicting the virtues of the British 
coastal resort town of Exmouth, was ac- 
tually taken in Tunis. The sun-bronzed, 
bikinied girl in the photo was an Ameri- 
can model and the photo was purchased 
from an Italian agency. Exmouth's 
deputy town clerk, who prepared the 
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THE BIG CHANGE 
IN STEREO. 


Today the Big Change in 
stereo is lo cassettes. 


And now Ampex offers an 
automatic changer on the new 
Micro 95 stereo cassette 
player/recorder system. Load 
up to 6 cassettes and you've 
programmed an evening's 
stereo entertainment. 


Here's the big plus, you can 
make your own recorcings 
with the two stereo micro- 
phones included. 


Listen to the Micro 95 at “The 
Ampex Stereo Hear-In" now 
а! а store near you. Save over 
50% on an Ampex Stereo 
Tape Starter Library. 


Pick up your Ampex "Head- 
start 10 Better Tape Record- 
ing" booklet free at Ampex 
dealers everywhere... just for 
listening. 


AMPEX 


You put on handsomer looks 


and a new confident feeling 
when you put on a Bardstown. 
Purist Traditional lines. New 
tastefully bold colors. Urbane- 
ly virile patterns, and new de- 
signer-inspired details. In new 
richly surfaced comfort-weight 
fabrics, with Bardstown's flaw- 
less collarline fit for the 
natural touch of perfection, At 
better stores. 

Preview of the years best look: 


“1969 Traditional Style Forecast" 
by Bardstown. For your copy, 


BARDSTOWN CLOTHES 
A Division of Merit Clothing Co. 
Mayfield, Kentucky 


Where-To-Buy-It?_ Use REACTS Card— Page 219. 


poster, explained that he "wanted to 
give Exmouth the best possible image.” 
Incidental Literary Intelligence: The 
Poetry Society of Texas is offering a $100 
prize “for the best poem of not over 100 
lines on the constitutional right of Amer- 
icans to own protective weapons.” 


We congratulate the make-up man of 
The Modesto (California) Bee for his 
page-one listing of news inside: “One of 
six U.S. brides is pregnant,” followed by 
“Sweating Cuban highjacker tells why.” 


BOOKS 


In Teaching As а Subversive Activity 
(Delacorte), Neil Postman and Charles 
Weingartner, who have long and varied 
experience as teacher, go beyond the 
now-familiar indictments of American 
education to propose basic ways of liber- 
ating both teachers and students from 
becoming personnel rather than people. 
Building on their own observations and 
on the insights of a wide range of other 
explorers into the nature of learning and 
language, from Whitehead to McLuhan, 
the authors have created what may be- 
come a primer of "the new education." 
The core of their approach is that the 
student must be central in any meaning: 
ful curriculum. For the teacher and the 
taught to be free to grow, schools will 
have to discard the traditional concept 
of distinct units of information that have 
to be stuffed into all students at the 
same rate of speed. Instead, learning will 
be a continuum of questions, том of 
them asked by the students, to which 
answers will be found by transcending 
the convention: boxes into which 
knowledge is now separated. Divisions 
between subjects, as if they were self- 
contained entities, would be dissolved; 
mass testing would disappear (bccausc 
individual, not mass resulis would be the 
goal; and the learning environment 
would extend to anywhere answers could 
be found, including the streets. The 
result, the authors promise, would be 
teachers and students with greatly i 
creased capacities for spontaneity, inven- 
tiveness and individuality. Their book is 

tended for anyone, teacher or not, who 
is concerned with sanity and survival in 
a world of precipitously rapid change, 
and it's worth your reading. 

"Expatriation in this century," be- 
lieves John Bainbridge, "is simply an 
expression of the old American pioneer- 
ing spirit.” And in Another Way of Living 
(Holt, Rinehart & Winston), he offers a 
group portrait of "Ameropeans," Ameri- 
cans who haye chosen to make their 
homes on the European range. His sub. 
jects include businessmen, artists, Negroes 
and formerly black-listed film makers—in 
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Bacardi. rum -the S m one 


"Mixable" because it's light bodied, smooth and бгу. Send for free Bacardi Party Kit and leam how to use 
Light Bacardi for Dark Bacardi for more flavor, Bacardi Anejo for ultimate smoothness, Bacardi 
151 for exotic drinks RDI IMPORTS, INC., 2100 BISCAYNE BLVD., MIAMI, FLA., RUM 80 & 151 PF. 
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TAKEIT. 


OR LEAVE! 


For people on the go, Ampex 
offers the new Micro 88 por- 
table stereo cassette player/ 
recorder system. For true 
stereo sound you can take 
with you. 

This compact unit features 
slide-on speakers, Samsonite 


ELK Geo} 


carrying case, big 20 watts 
music power, VU meter, ste- 
reo record/playback and more. 
Listen to the Micro 88 at “The 
Ampex Stereo Неаг-1п now 
at a store near you. Save over 
50% on an Ampex Stereo 
Tape Starter Library. 
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Јадџаг® for Меп. Women like it. Be- 
cause it isn’t like the stuff they wear. Men like it. Because it 
comes on stronger. Stays on longer. Jaguar Cologne, After- 
Shave,and a complete group of groomers. Quite above the 
ordinary spices and tangs. Try them. Jaguar by Yardley. 
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Pick up your Ampex “Head- 
start to Better Tape Record- 
ing” booklet free at Ampex 
dealers everywhere ...just for 
listening. 


AMPEX 


short, all manner of political, social, cul- 
tural and economic refugees and sojourn- 
стз. Most claim that in Europe they can 
live better, more civilized lives for less 
money. Some, such as Grace Kelly, ob- 
viously don’t have to worry about their 
tabs. But almost all, including the prin- 
cess, profess that they have been made 
more profoundly American by their ex- 
perience of Europe. Among the bargain 
advantages in material terms are $12. 
year golf dues in England and $50-a- 
month villas in Italy. Unbalancing the 
ledgers in Italy, however, are such costs 
as 80 cents for a gallon of gasoline, $600 
annual road taxes for American cars and 
heating bills of $125 a month. Generally, 
Bainbridge observes, Europe is harder on 
American women than it is on 
men, because they have to put up with 
the nitty-gritty of daily living. Moreover, 
he points out, the odds are against any 
American who starts a business in a 
country, and there is no crying 
need for unskilled Americans anywhere 
beyond their own borders. Composer- 
writer Paul Bowles, who makes his home 
‘Tangier, sums things up on the ground 
rules for living anywhere abroad: “I 
would never advise anybody to leave his 
country and live somewhere else, nor 
would I advise against it. Who knows? 
Everyone is different. I don't think there 
are any rules that can apply to anybody 
about anything. I have never believed 
there was any one way of doing anything. 
Or that anyone should do anything. Or 
believe anything. It wouldn't be very 
easy to live according to that philosophy 
in America.” 


Is the world mushing along at an 
infinitesimal fraction of its potential? Is 
most everyone, everywhere, including 
you, a bungling incompetent? But of 
course: As we do our work well, we are 
promoted to work we probably can't do 
well, because it's quite different from the 
work we had been doing so well. Under 
ard-into-failure system, it is inevi- 
le that almost everybody eventually 
rives at his pinnacle, which is to say, 
his level of incompetence. And, there- 
fore, most leaders lead only in the sense 
that the wooden figurehead leads the 
ship. Well, if that thesis confirms your 
own unmentionable suspicions as you 
look around the oflice or into the mirror, 
you may pursue the idea in The Perer 
Principle (Morrow), by Laurence J. Peter 
and Raymond Hull. With determinedly 
frozen faces, educator Peter and writer 
Hull amusingly document their notion 
that “competence” regularly results in 
bridges collapsing, factory-fresh autos 
breaking down, governments employing 
homosexuals as marriage counselors, 
buildings being built without electrical 
wiring, students being baflled by their 
textbooks because no one taught them to 
read and nursing supervisors waking pa- 
tients to give them sleeping pills. All this 


For great suit collectors: 
the Luxurata Collection 


from The-Mens-Store. 


e in The 
Tn luxurious shades like 
Springgreen, gray-t 
nd new dr 
ntempor » shown 
here in Springgreen. It has slightly 
suppre t, deep side 


ain front and 

slimming. гус blended the 
fabric from 90% worsted wool and 
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an Francisco Playboy Club 
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Start making 


MUSIC 


with this 


Garrard 


Build your component music sys- 
tem around a Garrard SL95 automatic 
transcription turntable. 

The SL95 provides music without 
rumble, resonance or distortion, exactly 
as recorded. The brilliant new, ultra- 
quiet Synchro-Lab Motor ™ affords ab- 
solutely constant synchronous speed to 
preserve correct musical pitch. The 
magnificent tonearm floats, virtually 
friction free, on needle pivots within a 
gyroscopically gimballed mounting— 
tracks with featherweight precision for 
flawless record reproduction. Cueing 
and anti-skating controls provide con- 
venience and record protection. 

Advancements such as these are 
why more people build their fine home 
music systems around a Garrard than 
all other record playing components. 

For literature, write Garrard, 
Dept. AD369, Westbury, N.Y. 11590 


British Industries Co., a division of Avnet, Inc. 


and worse happens, the Peter Principle 
maintains, because cream rises until it 
sours, How, then, does anything ever 
get done right? "Work is accomplished 
by those employees who have not yet 
reached their level of incompetence.” In 

ifications, the principle also holds 
competence is not in itself 
cause for dismissal, supercompetence of- 
ten is; it disrupts the hicrarchic structure 
under which all this cream souring tikes 
place. When the architect of this theory 
finally advances his cure. howe the 
curtain collapses on the comedy in a 
way reminiscent of the aforementioned 
bridges. Individual solution: Before seek- 
ing promotion, look at your boss’ boss; 
and if he's a heel, take your happiness 
and let the cash go. Societal solution: 
Let competents do the work and send 
the bunglers out to write and lecture 
about the work they can't do. It's not.so 
much that the Peter Principle fails to 
solve all the problems of life but that, in 
the end, it promotes itself to its own 
lofty level of incompetence. 


When reason sleeps, according “to 
Goya, monsters come forth. and we_of 
the 20th Century will readily agree; but 
to track the monsters of unbridled ïn- 
stinct to their lair in the psyche is a task 
beyond the novelistic powers of gentle, 
worldly-wise, reflective C. Р. Snow. Half- 
way through The Sleep of Reason (Scrib- 
пег), a gruesome murder rears its head 
to disturb and question the even tenor 
of life's ways (as эссп through the eyes 
of Snow's favo torhero, Lewis 
Eliot); it raises crucial problems of re- 
sponsibility, freedom and corruptibility. 
But unfortunately, Eliot (Snow) zelis 
too much and creates too little, and he 
hamstrings his telling with imprecision 
of language and overqualification. Two 
young Lesbians in Eliot's home town, 
apparently inspired by an older man’s 
philosophy of sexual laisse: faire, abduct, 
torture and finally murder a little boy, 
just for their special version of the hell 
of it. In the rather exciting trial scenes, 
the questions before the court are: Why? 
And were they in the fullest sense re- 
sponsible? It's not what the lawyers, the 
psychologists or even the jury decides 
about these questions that matters, how- 
ever, so much as the resonances they 
should set up in the minds of Lewis 
iot, the other characters and the read- 
er. Yet resonance is what The Sleep of 
Reason most conspicuously lacks; through 
characterization slightly too faint, thought 
slightly too turgid, insight slightly too 
limited, the tale dies upon the page. 
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"The thrashings of dinosaurs in Beverly 
Hills can still be heard loud and clear, 
according to the evidence collected by 
John Gregory Dunne. an enterprising 
reporter who was allowed to eavesdrop 
on the high and low councils inside 20th 
Century-Fox for a year or so, beginning 


carly in 1967. He went in like a lamb 
and came out swinging with The Studio 
(Farrar, Straus & Giroux), the deepest 
flesh wound inflicted on Hollywood 
since The New Yorkers Lillian Ross 
took up her scalpel to carve out a book 
called Picture. Dunne lets his victims 
strangle on the feedback of their own 
words as overheard at story conferences, 
stockholders’ meetings, sneak previews, 
location sites and press briefings. Leading 
the cast of characters аге Fox president 
Darryl Е. Zanuck and his son, Rich- 
ard D., vicepresident in charge of pro- 
duction, the two big-time spenders mestly 
responsible for a fantasy factory that 
appears to be kept in business by periodic 
infusions of chutzpah. Deftly organ- 
ized in а series of quasi-cinematic, anec- 
dotal scenes, The Studio explains, among 
other things, why Star! and Planet of 
the Apes turned out the way they did, 
and how Tony Curtis—against all odds 
—got himself cast as The Boston Stran- 
gler. The book discovers no heroes, God 
Knows, but boasts a roster of colorful 
supporting players who sound hell-bent 
on self-parody. Amid a treasure-trove of 
quotable quotes, the mind bogglers in. 
clude fast takes of producer Pandro S. 
Berman discussing a projected filmiza- 
tion of John Brown's Body (“I think 
Lincoln is a hell of a part") and Dr. 
Dolittle producer Arthur P. Jacobs tell- 
ing his minions why the Joey Bishop 
show should jump at the chance to cover 
the film's Hollywood premiere: "Where 
the hell else is hc going to get a chimp 
arriving in а Cadillac wearing white tie 
and tails?" That sort of thing. Though 
the tycoons aren't flying quite so high as 
they used to, both film buffs and gossip- 
mongers will find that the satirist’s sport 
retains its fascination when a writer's 
angle of vision is acute. 


The Voices (Doubleday) that Joseph 
Wechsberg heard last August were those 
of the Czechoslovakian underground ra- 
dio during the first week of Soviet occu- 
pation. They are unforgettable. In effect, 
these brave voices governed. the country 
while the country’s popular leaders— 
Dubgek, Svoboda and others—were pris- 
oners in Moscow “bargaining” for a few 
crumbs of national freedom from their 
“socialist brothers" in the Kremlin. 
Wechsberg. who lived his first 32 years in 
Czechoslovakia, before coming to Ameri- 
ca, happened to be in Vienna at the 
X лм. on Wednesday, August 
21, I turned on the radii +. I was still 
half asleep. There was a weather fore- 
cast, and then the announcer said, in his 
unperturbed and soft Viennese dialect, 
“At eleven o'clock last night, troops of 
the five Warsaw Pact states im 
Czechoslovakia brutally violating all 
fundamen international and hun 
rights. . . / I was no longer asleep." 
Within hours, most of the official io 
stations were in the hands of invaders; 
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She's advancing, 
so keep cool! 


Mennen Bath Talc keeps a guy calm and cool— 
even when he runs into a sticky problem like 
Miss Меппеп. Soft, soothing... Mennen Bath Talc 
protects you all over. Helps prevent chafing 
and irritation. Don't let her advances get you all hot 
and bothered. Cover yourself—with Mennen. 


MENNEN BATH TALC 
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222 | 
bath 
tes Send for f, 
tale | za. 
photo cf Miss Mennen 


WI DEGGORART 


М | THE MENNEN COMPANY 
| BOX 7 
| FORT ІЕЕ, N.J. 07024 


An unfair comparison between 


The comparison is mostly unfair because 
the M-60A1 looks exactly like what itis, while 
the Javelin looks exactly like what it is. 

However, there are a few other compar- 
isons that are not quite so unreasonable. 

For instance, both the Javelin and the 
M-60A1 weld the body and frame into one 
unit. 

Which is unfair, because the Javelin has 
less body than the M-60A1, yet carries more 
passengers. 

The Javelin gives you greater ease of 
entrance and exit, while the M-60A1 offers 


more hiproom, headroom and legroom. 

Unfair, because whose hiproom, head- 
room and legroom would you rather be in? 

Ours, or theirs? 

The Javelin features comfortable bucket 
seats and molded acoustical ceilings to keep 
out annoying noises. 

Unfair, because the M-60A1 has only 
canvas padded steel seats and no padding at 
all on the ceiling. 

The Javelin gets almost 20 miles to the 
gallon. Unfair, because the M-60A1 gets only 
e mile to the gallon. 


the M-60A1 and the Javelin. 


The Javelin SST's optional 315 HP V-8 is 
dwarfed by the M-60A1’s 750 HP twelve, yet 
the Javelin’s acceleration is much faster. 

Unfair. 

The Javelin has a bigger trunk and vent- 
less side windows. 

Unfair. 

The Javelin offers you the option of a 
vinyl top, plus mag style wheels and a stereo 
tape deck. 

Areas in which the M-60A1 cannot even 
compete. 3 

And unfairest of all, the Javelin lists for 


only $2,095 +. Or about $250,000 less than the 
M-60A1. 


American Motors 


American Motors Military Sales 
Automotive International Division 
American Motors Corporation 
5626 25th Avenue 

Kenosha, Wisconsin 53140. 


Box 1003 


Send me details on special military prices on the Javelin and other 1969 
AM cars and name of representative authorized to handle American 
Motors' products. 

Name. 
Military address. 


Quarters address. 


Phone. Rotation date. 


1 Basic Military special Sales Price of Javelin for world wide MS.TS. shipment. 
Special military prices are available only to permanent duly personnel stationed 
outside the USA 
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Keeps underarms dry. 
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Chances are you'd rather be somewhere else 
right now. Somewhere dry. Who can blame you? 
One very small consolation is that if you used 
new Right Guard Anti-perspirant this morning 
and didn't get in too deep, you're still dry from 
the waterline Hp One very big consolation is that 
Right Guard Anti-perspirant protection is just 
as great when you really need it. Say, on a date. 
_Of course, if wetness isn't your problem, 

Right Guard Regular’s for you. Right Guard 
Regular gives you 24-hour protection against 
odor. That's why it’s America’s No. 1 deodorant. 
Right Guard is up to any challenge you are. 
Remember that after your next shower. 


©The Gillette Company, Boston, Massachusetts 


You can judge a beer 
by its cover! 


This is one best seller that “tells all” right on the label. 
Read it and you'll appreciate the inside story even more. 


(But you know that.) á 
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even when 
you forget 
to use it 


Say you forget your deodorant one 
morning. If you've been using Mennen 
Speed Stick regularly, don't worry. 
You'll still have protection left over from 
yesterday to help you through today. 
Speed Stick's the deodorant that builds 
protection day after day. With regular. 
use it actually builds up a resistance to 
odor. Enough to help keep you safe 
even if you're occasionally forgetful. 


but new, clandestine stations began to be 
heard from all over Czechoslovakia. For 
a week, they held the nation together. It 
was largely through their efforts, accord. 
ing to Wechsberg, that the Russians were 
unable to set up a quisling government 
in Prague (a government that quite like- 
ly would have shot Dubgek and his 
friends). The voices seldom lost their 
cool or their sense of humor. From 
Prague: “Friends, there seems to be a 
little confusion in the air; but relax, 
things could be worse. The general strike 
begins in cleven minutes. We will not 
broadcast. but we are still here." From 
Brno: “Young people, get off the streets, 
the situation is serious. Don't give them 
a chance to destroy public property 
(In the end, the invaders destroyed one 
billion dollars" worth of property.) From 
Plzeň, an announcer urged factory work- 
ers to remain at their posts: “As long as 
we stay in the factories, our ‘dear friends’ 
will not пу to take them away from us. 
WI be a general strike in reverse.” The 
Russian soldiers reminded one commen- 
tator of the robots in Capek's play 
К.О. R. Many of them seemed to believe 
they were in West Germany fighting 
Nazi aggression. Someday the full story 
of Czech heroism may be told; mean- 
while, we have these remarkable voices. 
One wonders why other voices—the 
United Nations, the United States, the 
New Left throughout the West—were so 
quiet. 


If Ponce de León were a modern 
American, he would be in Californ 
not Florida, and he'd be searching not 
for a miraculous Fountain of Youth but 
for a Fountain of Life. To judge by 
much that has been published in recent 
years—including reporter Rasa Gustaitis 
new book, Tuming On (Macmillan) 
considerable number of Americans feel 
that they are zombies, and are scouring 
the country for a magic source that will 
restore their deadened senses and thaw 
their frozen emotions. Gustaitis herself 
s, so she says, one such member of the 
living dead (as well as a newspaper and 
magazine writer), and she жї out to 
explore all the places where new life is 
being rediscovered: the Esalen Institute 
at Big Sur, a hippie commune outside 


Springs, the Western Behav- 
ioral Sciences Institute at Li Jolla and 
an assortment of individual workshops 
ruled over by such gurus as Fritz Perls, 
William Schutz, Ann Halpren, Joe Kami- 
а and Charlotte Selver. In her 
ip across the turn-on scene,” R; 
pled as much as she could, including 
LSD, "encounters," gypsy life, Zen, 
“truth labs" and “hate labs." There is no 
reason to doubt that at the end of her 
voyage of discovery, she may have found 
herself more genuinely alive than at the 
outset—but for the reader, the opposite 
is likely to be true. Repetition vitiates 


CRICKETER. 


IT WILL HELP YOU SLAY YOUR DRAGON. 


Your dragon. 

Tt couldn't look worse to 
you if it were dredged out of 
your worst nightmare. When 
the wind was howling like an 
vitch, And the skies 
were black with threaten- 
ings. 

And even though it’s 
only a dressed-up weekend 
you're facing, to you, it’s the 
weekend dragon. 

To lighten the skies of 
this ominous event, we've 
come up with this coordi- 
nated outfit. The jacket is 
traditional, natural shoulder 
and bold. The vest is a match. 
The pants are color-coordi- 
nated with the jacket, 

With this outfit and your 
baby face, you should literal- 
ly banish the weekend 
dragon. 


Sportcoat, vest and slacks of 
55% Dacron* polyester and 45% 
Avril rayon, $80. Sportcoat only, 
$50. For the name of the store 
nearest you, write: Cricketer, 
1290 Avenue of the Americas, N.Y., 
N.Y. 10019. 


CRICKETEER WITH DACRON” 


CRICKETEER, A DIVISION OF PHILLIPS.VAN Ht 


ЕН CORPORATION. "REG. TM OF DUPONT. 


Where-To-Buy-Il? Use REACTS Card— Page 219. 
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NOW, COLOR POWER 


IN TAPERED UNDERWEAR 
by N REIS SAN 


Precisely color-mated in 


SKY BLUE 
FERN GREEN 
MELON 

and WHITE 


fine 
quality 
cotton 
TORSO T-SHIRT 
$1.75 each, 3 for $5.00 
Side vents. Perma-Sized?*. 
S-M-L. XL in white only. 
SHORTI-SHORT™ 
$1.50 each 28-40. 
Reinforced side-vents. 
Lustrous broadcloth. 
TAPERED-BRIEF 
Hip-hugging fit. 

$1.50 each. S-M-L-XL. 


SHORT MOCK-TURTLE 


$2.50 each. Side-vents. 
S-M-L-XL 
SHORT TURTLENECK 


$3.00 each. Side-vents. 
S-M-L-XL 
at your favorite store, or write 
ROBERT REIS & CO. 
350 Fifth Ave., New York 10001 
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initial interest; for all the s 
ferences among them, these diverse ap 
proaches to the expansion of human 


a ss are fundamentally alike. More- 
over, the use of the written word to 
describe the nonverbal and the indescrib- 
able achieves a nadir of noncommunica- 
“АП the c problems—greed, 
ger, pride—flew apart and I rose up 
мо beautiful reds and oranges and 
came down green and blue.” The reader 
is likely to come down purple. 


Harlem on My Mind (Random House) 


arer 


is a tutely chosen and 
smartly assembled pictures and newspa- 
per and magazine clips—of the "cultural 


1 of Black America from 1900 to. 
1968." Edited by Allon Schoener, it was 
originally designed to supplement the 
Metropolitan Museum of Ап» muli- 
media exhibition of the same title. which 
the talented Schoener coordinated; but it 
is much more than an exhibition catalog. 
‘This handsome book begins with the 


change from white to black Harlem that 
took place between the turn of the cen- 


on the urban black culture that began 
to develop around Lenox Avenue and 
125th Street during the Twenties and 
took some remarkable forms in the De- 
pression years. And it ends with the 
hopes of black citizens in the Forties, 

i and the 
m big story, 
100 big to be told in shorthand form; yet 
the accomplishment of this book is sul 
th its sharp sense of immed 
єз a niche for itself in the 
on the black man 
changing place in America. 


s 


John Cheever is one of the most origi 
nal fiction writers practicing the form. 
His insights. combined with a superbly 
unplatitudinous style, have often taken 
on the force of ion. None of these 
fts fails him in Buller Park (Knopl). his 
latest novel; bur, despite the excellence of 
certain segments such as the one that ran 
PLAYHOY а year аро last January un- 
the tile The Yellow Room—and to 
which we gave our bestfiction 
for 1968—the book as a whole 
ambitious disappointment, This latest 
saga of the suburbs is evidence di: 
guised as enigma that Cheever 
stay 
of the abr 
sense that c 
Bullet Pa 
In it live people who have 
and-up homes, like Eliot Naill 
nounced “natils”), who has a wile, } 
and а 17-year-old son, Tony. Nailles, Sr 
takes Tony out to the miniature poll 
course for a friendly talk and almost 
brains his son when the boy reveals 
how he feels about everything, includ- 
ing his father's job of selling mouth- 
wash. Thereupon, young Tony takes lo 


has 
too long and lost some 


ed there 


ve sense and graceful non 
acterized his first fine fu 


in which he stays for many 
until a guru coaxes him back to 
ver life. The second part of the 
novel concerns Paul Hammer (Get it? 
Hammer? Nailles?). also a resident of 
Bullet Park and the illegitimate offspring. 
of a wealthy. visionary young man and 
his secretary, one Gretchen Oxencroft. It 
is in Bullet Park that Paul decides to 
act out one of his balmy mother's 
icr notions about crucifying a 
Paul decides to kill Tony 
Whether he succeeds is neither here nor 
there: the problem is that the cu 
novel is neither here nor there. Cheever's 
sense of human absurdity has always 
operated on the tenuous but vital sense 
of cause and effect. Paying off the mort- 
ed theme of suburbia seems to have 
тип down the value of this promising 
literary property. 


DINING-DRINKING 


"There aren't 100 many Chicagoans 
certainly few outof-towners who 
about Mama Lena's Italian Kitchen (24 Е. Chi- 
cago Avenue), which has proved a blessing 
for the cognoscenti still able to get reser- 
ations at one of the most delightful, least 
pretentious cating places around. Its di- 
be among the smallest in 
y (there are only 30 
but the scope of the superb Sicilian cook. 
ing transcends the restau 
Mama Lena's is strictly а 
there is the sı 
there is Тепа Madonna), who 
comes in y 10 work her gustatory 
wonders in the kitchen; her son Salvino, 
who takes care of the final preparation 
of the food, manages the place and sand- 
wiches in voice lessons when off duty 
(the restaurant was opened to finance 
s contemplated musical carcer); and 
ebullient Uncle Chico, the resident mu: 
and Sal's mentor, whose guit 
-powerful voice (along with Sal's) 
much a part of the warm, person 
ambiance of Mama Lena's. Then ther 
Frank, along with assorted 
nd daughters, all of whom have 
contributed in some way to the cause. 
‘The dining arrangement itself un- 
usual. There а two dinner shifts, а 
6 and 8:30. Monday through Saturday, 
nd no menu; the dinner consists of 
piquant anlipasto/salad, an appetizer 
that might be а pasta or ап eggplant 
and-ground-beef amalgam (опе of Papa 
Frank’s culinary contributions), and 
single main course of veal, tenderloin tips, 
chicken or seafood, cach enhanced by 
Mama Lena's magic ingredient—onc of 
her II tantalizingly subtle sauces. (The 
accompanying tomato bread rates its own 
bravissimo.) The dessert will most likely 
be cannol flaky pastry stulfed with ri- 
cotta cheese and merely sensational. If 
you're not the adventurous sort, it would 
be wise to check with Sal, when making 
your reservation, as to what the main 


Firestone’s new Tirepower 
gives you double mileage 
with new Radial Wide Oval. 


Announcing the all-new Firestone Supreme . . . combines 
radial tire performance with Wide Oval looks and ride. 


Write in your 
usual tire mileage. 


Now double it. 


Radial tires aren't new. But the new 
Firestone Supreme Radialis. That's be- 
cause it's a Wide Oval. 

We started by making a six-ply tire. 
Four belt plies that circle the tire. Two 
more that run from bead to bead. Then 
we put on an extra-wide tread. Result: 

Much better ride than conventional 
radials. Even better control and steadi- 
ness than our original Wide Oval. 


Use REACTS Card— Page 219. 


Phenomenal adhesion, wet or dry. 

Pius double the mileage of our best- 
selling tire. Right! Double! 

Also, we built in greater resistance to 
punctures. With a safety-sealant inner- 
liner. 

Firestone Supreme Radial Wide Oval. 
Best tire we know how to make. 

New. ower. Only from Firestone. 


Super tone TM Tbe Firestone Tire & Rusher Company 1008 
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course might be that evening: but what- 
ever it is, the top-quality cooking remains 
constant. You'll have to bring your own 


valpolicella, as Mama Lena's has no liq- 

and the irrepressible Ma- 
donnas are always thinking of ways to 
improve on a good thing. so the hours 
and days they are open may change. Be 
sure to make a reservation (3 0) and 
rive at the appointed how 


uor license: 


CROSBY SQUARE. The shoe that is uniquely 1969. 
With bold colors men want Masculine hardware 
that's chunky, but light. Textured leathers crafted 
in a century-plus tradition. CROSBY SQUARE 
Authentic fashions. Priced from $16.00. In fine 
stores. Something great's afoot 


MOVIES 


British producer-director Lindsay An- 
derson's last memorable movie, This 
Sporting Life, appeared 


way back in 
1903. Eminently worth the wait in prom- 
ises fulfilled, Anderson's If. . with a 


id Sherwin, 
ls to be considered. one of the most 
portant films of this tumultuous dec 
ade. As with a score of other movies 
stceped in English social traditions, 
Hf... . exposes lile within а hidebound 
provincial boys’ schonl. but resembles its 
predecessors only superficially and only 
for a time. while the audience gets ac 
quainted with a cast of u i 
actors that. portrays the E 
body. The atmosphere recks of Eto 
reserve. though—in faciı—herional Col- 
lege Hall nur riplings sprang from 
the same seeds that have produced cam- 
pus disruptions in this country. After a 
slow start, in which the ritual scenes of 
consin 53212. Also in Canada. sadistic hazing and casual homosexuality 
are touched upon as though nothing 
very special were afoot, the film begins 
closing in on a trio of upperclassmen 
(Malcolm McDowell, David Wood and 
Richard Warwick) whose tutelage is left 
to a ludicrous pack of old-school eccen: 
tics, one of whom rides into c 
bicycle, singing at the top of his v 
In the subsequent lunacy, bit by bit 
Anderson demolishes many а beloved 
myth about the substance of British edu 
ion, whose advocates include а dhap- 
in noted for exhortations to his young 
wards that, short of striking the queen, 
deserting one's post in battle is the most 
heinous of human crimes, With such 
minds to guide them, the lads find plenty 
of time for pinching motorbikes. guz- 


D ing vodka. indulging in sensual fante- 
he-Mens- to ies and sexual rough-and-tumble with a 
| е girl (Christine Noonan) at a village café 


or dre dreams of allout war 
against the establishment, which at last 
become palpable when they stumble 
is. But recapping 
the details of his indictment docs Ander- 
son a disservice, 


smashing screenplay Бу 


square 


Fine Shoemakers Since 1867 


Milwaukee, V 


For men who refuse to let just f 
anything come between them | (=; 
and smashing new clothing inl | | | 
The-Men's-Store—especially | нз 
| 
d 


the Kings Road Collection. 
Sleeveless V-neck shirts and | 
vented shoris from under $1.65. order, too scathi 
Charge them on but so subtle th 
Sears Revolving Charge. ness is subliminally primed to accept a 
jolt when student fun and games sudden- 
ly take a turn. toward bloody revolt, in 
опе of the most stunning film finales 
ever to shake ап audience out of its 
comfortable habits of thought. Exqui 
The store within a store at Sears, Roebuck and Co. color photography by Czechoslovakia's 


о be wholly funny 
viewer's conscio 


For a printed facsimile of this sentimental message send 30¢ to 
M & A Co., Dept. PL69, P.O. Box 333, Milwaukee, Wisconsin. Offer void in states where prohibited by law. 43 


Campus is 


for stalkers, 


stompers, 
lopets an 
lovers. 


CAMPUS IS AMERICA’S BIGGEST SELLING SPORTSWEAR. 
Sapp Whatever your game, do it in style. Example A above: Cam 
22 slacks, tailored from exclusive “Wear- Dated” 50% Monsanto Blue"C" polyes: 
50% cotton poplin. In 13 brave new colors. At stores all over. 


44 All garments with the Wear- Dated label are guaranteed f -refund or replacement by Monsanto « Campus Sweater & Sportswear Co... Cleveland, Ohio 44115 


Beat Stateside prices! 


Since 1916 the Nemet organization has been meeting the needs 
of Americans throughout the world. For U.S. servicemen now 
overseas, working with Nemet means Total Service and Total 
Security — your car is where you want it, when you want it, 
serviced and ready to go. 

Over 50,000 trouble-free deliveries to Americans throughout 
the world! Just ask your buddy — the odds are that either he 
Ог someone he knows has purchased a car through Мете! 


Nemet Auto International, 153-03 Hillside Avenue 
Jamaica, New York 11432 (near J.F.K. 
World's Largest Distributor of European Cars at Factory Prices 


Nemet Auto International РВ22 
153-03 Hillside Ave., Jamaica, N.Y. 11432 
Please send me a FREE copy of your 60 
page Master catalog. 1 am interested 
Пушуо (JAGUAR АРА 
VOLKSWAGEN [7] SUNBEAM] MG 


Nemet Auto International РВ22 
153-03 Hillside Ave., Jamaica, N.Y. 11432 


Please send me а FREE copy of your 60 
Fage Master catalog. 1 am interested in: 
VOLVO [JAGUAR {ALFA 
| VOLKSWAGEN [C] SUNBEAM MG 
| MERCEDES H Simca 


MERCECES [AUSTIN [SIMCA 


t [JPeuceor [> PORSCHE C RENAULT PEUGEOT 'ORSCHE [7 RENAULT 
(TRIUMPH — [jROVER BNW TRIUMPH Henw 
Mame Rank fame. Rank. Н 
Adress Faaress 


Auto International and saved up to 30% over U.S. prices. 


Your confidence is rewarded since Nemet protects your order 
and your money — we've been doing it for over 52 years so 
that you know we are no johnny-come-lately. But remember, 
you are only eligible if you order while outside the U.S. Write 
or mail a coupon today to Nemet Auto International for your 
FREE 60 page Master Catalog, giving all the facts about buy- 
ing a European car at factory prices. 


International Airport) 


Nemet Auto International PB22 
15303 Hillside Ave., Jamaica, N.Y, 11432 


Please send me a FREE copy of your 60 
page Master catalog. | am interested in: 


Nemet Auto International 
153-03 Hillside Ave., Jamaica, N.Y, 11432 
Please send me a FREE copy of your €0 
page Master catalog. | am interested in 


VOLVO GUAR [ALFA VOL gen H GUAR АНА 
Хі илсем H SUNBEAM МЕ | VOLKSWAGEN [7] SUNBEAM MG 

| MERCEDES [AUSTIN [O SIMCA MERCEDES (AUSTIN Û SIMCA 
PEUGEOT” Û PORSCHE [RENAULT PEUGEOT J PORSCHE Û RENAULT 
TRIUMPH (ROVER CBMW TRIUMPH [ROVER O BNW 

Name Rank Name Rank 

Aadress Ашгезз 


Approx. Date & Place of Delivery Approx. Date Е Place of Delivery 


Approx, Date & Place of ‘Approx. Date & Place of Delivery 


PLAYBOY 


What's the most important point in Karate? 
It’s the eye. 


The eye is more eloquent than lips. By closely watching one eye of your 
opponent, in Karate, you will be able to see his eye telegraph his next move. 
Therefore, the eye is all important. кран 
In the case of a camera the lens, or the eye of the camera, is also very im- 
portant. The PETRI 7S has a super-fast 45mm f/1.8 or f/2.8 lens that gives 
you superb color results! That's why it is so popular. Other outstanding 
features are a built-in fully-coupled electric exposure meter with Circle-Eye 
system, Green-O-Matic viewfinder, feather-touch shutter release and built-in 


self-timer. Available at your Post Exchanges. 
PETRI 7S 


PETRI CAMERA CO., INC. 25-12, Umeda 7-chome, Adachi:ku. Tokyo, Japan / PETRI CAMERA N.V. Piet Heinstraat 106A, The Hague, Holland / PETRI INTERNATIONAL (USA) CORP. 432 
Park Ave. South, New York, N.Y. 10016, U.S.A. / (West Coast Service Station) 7407% Melrose Ave., Los Angeles, Calif. 90046, U.S.A. / PETRI CAMERA CORP. OF OKINAWA 25, I-chome, 
Matoushita-che, Naha, Okinawa / Singapore: RUBY PHOTO CO., LTD. 103, North Bridge Кова, Singapore / Hong Korg: ROXY ELECTRIC CO., LTD. 1625-1629, Prince's Building, Hong Kong 
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Three issues of 
High Fidelity magazine, 
a $3.00 value 


MEL The Fisher Handbook, 
esa 1969 edition, a $2.00 value 


FREE! 


By mailing the coupon you get $5.00 worth of fact-filled litera- 
ture, absolutely free. S 

High Fidelity is the most authoritative magazine in the hi-fi field. 
It reviews records and tapes, reports on new hi-fi equipment, and 
offers articles of interest to music lovers and audiophiles. It's a must 
for anyone planning to buy hi-fi equipment. 

The Fisher Handbook, 1969 edition, is an authoritative 72-page 
guide to hi-fi and stereo, which also includes detailed information on 
all Fisher components, from amplifiers to speakers. 

You'll also get information about how you can buy a receiver like 
the Fisher 800-T (left) at tremendous savings while you're overseas. 

And you'll learn about Fisher's unique tour-of-duty warranty (up 
to 3 years) that assures you trouble-free service on whatever you buy, 
wherever you're stationed. Plus an additional 90-day warranty after 
you return to the states. 


Mail this coupon for your free 3-month subscription to High Fidelity magazine, plus a free 
copy of The Fisher Handbook, 1969 edition, and for complete details about the new Fisher 
800-T. You'll also get the full story on Fisher's overseas sales program that offers tremen- 
dous savings on Fisher stereo components. 


Fisher Radio International, Inc. 
11-41 45th Road, Long Island City New York 11101 


Name 


Address 


If air mail reply desired, please enclose $1.00. 


For information on a special program for personnel serving in Vietnam 
contact Getz Bros. & Co., Inc. (Vietnam) P.O. Box 43, Saigon. Tel. 21002. 
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Now 


your PX buy from Ford 
is better... 


Now ... save more than ever before on Ford's most 
popular compact and intermediate series. See your Ford 
Base Exchange Representative for a price that includes 
your full discount with no hidden figures. Have 
confidence. He has the authorization of Ford Motor 
Company and the Military Exchange Services to handle 
your purchase. And your contract will be confirmed 

in writing by the Ford Motor Company. Take advantage 
of your increased buying power. Save now. 


BIG DEAL. (YOU BETCHA!) 


Torino GT SportsRoof—one of 89 great models by Ford 


FORD «zz» 


Miroslav Ondricek may be a due to a 
qualitative change in Anderson himself, 
whose familiarity with the work of cast- 
ern European film makers has mellowed 
his style, adding looseness and spontaneity 
to that everreliable British craftsman. 
ship. Resonating with authority, one vi 
Шу silent slowmotion scene reads 
lyricism into an encounter 
a junior boy and a senior gym- 
пам cutting а manly figure on the paral- 
lel bars. From a work so timely in theme, 
chnically adroit and brim full of crea- 
able scenes 


ity, a dozen other remar 
remain in the memory. Suffice it to say 
that Jf. . . . is a masterpi 

On the moral premise that war is a 
criminal activity best suited to crimi 
types, Ploy Ріпу has а devilish good 
the thrills of violence. Its 
are seven ne'er-do-well merce- 
es in three Jeeps, every man jack of 
hem plainly expendable and n ly 
commanded by a British officer (Michacl 
) who has to get his crew of 
thieves, drug addicts and Arab faggots 
across hundreds of miles of desert, be- 
hind enemy lines, during the Af 
campaign of 1942-1943. Blowing up 
of Rommel's fuel dumps is the objective, 
and action (manipulated by director 
Andre De Toth) spurts in the conven- 
tional sequence of one damn-thing-alter- 
another. The scenario, though short on 
words and ideas, offers abundant oppor 
tunities for massacre, exploding mines, 
spilled guts and nose-to-nose showdow 
between Caine and his rugged aide (Nigel 
Davenport), a ruthless soldier of fortune 
who has been promised a large cash 
bonus for bringing the captain back 
alive. According to the dialog overheard 
g an occasional lull, the story 
thing to do with the mo 
survival, but such matters, fortu 
don't get in the way of the cold-blooded 
murders and corpse robbings t i 
tute the ies raison d'etre 
the black-comedy reliel—that bearded 
Arab couple whose job specialty seems to 
be hand hold i 
sequence in which a thug is shot 
rump while trying to rape a captive 
German nurse—you're api to come out 
of Play Dirty thinking you've sweated 
through it at least twice before, 


While the advance praise seems some- 
what excessive, a vibrant collage of re- 
cent history called Monterey Pop simmers 
with audio-visual excitement, thanks to 
Richard Leacock, D. A. Pennebaker, Al- 
bert Maysles and other documentarists 
who made the scene at Monterey 
Pop Festival with their eyes and ears 
opened wide. If you weren't there and 
wish you had been, this is it—a joyous 
convention for the young in heart, 
crawling out of midget cars and sleep- 
ing bags to get an electrifying musi- 
cal fix from Otis Redding, to hear Janis 


Four great excuses for having a beer 


May we suggest the Continental beer glass, pilsner, traditional 
mug and footed goblet. The handcrafted crystal looks 

sinfully extravagant. Actually, it's quite inexpensive. Cheers. 
Probst. Or whatever. For where to buy and Party Smarty booklet, 
send 25¢ to Dept. P., Box 187, Parkersburg, W. Va. 26101 


i 
West Virginia Glass Company. Ww 
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Purcell 


The serious 

players’ choice. 

Exclusive Posture Foundation 
support lets you play harder, 
longer. Game-forcing traction. 
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Playboy's Cuff 56 апа Тіе 
Tack—handsome accessories 
in black on gleaming rhodium 
with debonair Rabbit. The 
set, JY100, $9; Cuff Links, 
ЈҮ102, $6; Tie Tack, JY101, 
$3.50. Please order by prod- 
uct number and add 50€ for 
handling. 


Shall we send a gift card in your name? 
Please send check or money order to: 
Playboy Products, Department JYO101, 
ing, 919 N. Michigan Ave., 
Ш. 60611. Playboy Club credit 
keyholders may charge to their Key-Cards. 


talking turtle 


Fashion is at the top with the full 
turtle look. Flat knit of the finest 
zephyr wool, Playboy's Turtleneck 
Classic is double knit for twice 
the good looks. White, black, 
gold, medium charcoal gray, ma- 
rine blue or brown, crested with 
subtly stitched Rabbit. Comes with 
snap-shut storage bag. S, M, L, 
XL sizes, WY1080 $30. Please use 
product number and add 50¢ for 
handling. 

Shall we send а gilt cord in your name? 
Flease send check or money order to: 
Playboy Products, The Playboy Building, 


919 N. Michigan Avo., Chicago, Ш. 60611. 
Playboy Club credit keyholders may chargo. 


Joplin’s white-soul sound and Simon and 
Garfunkel's Feeling Groovy. or to gaw 
at Jimi Hendrix wreaking sex and vio- 
lence on his raped guitar. Some of the 
participants are obviously opportunists; 
yet Pop's creators approach the occasion 
with sympathy. intelligence and усту 
using fast, clever editing to let each 
performer deliver his message for him- 
self, instead of relying on psychedelic 
camera gimmickry to do the job, as so 
oft pens when a moviemaker lines 
up his sights on a rock group. Most 
groovy and glorious is the climactic se- 
quence featuring an act that no sensible 
pop artist would dare follow—Indian 
sitarist Ravi Shank: d his tabla player 
thrumming out a scintillating love raga, 
while the turned-on thousands cheer. 
MGM's remake of Mayerling is а large 
creamy dollop of Viennese schmaltz. 
which Omar Sharil's ripeolive eyes feast 
wanly on the cool beauty of Catherine 
Deneuve. For comparable sexual excite- 
теш, one might study a couple of after- 
dinner mints nestled together on a tray. 
Sharif, as Crown Prince Rudolf of Aus- 
iria, and Deneuve, as his ill-fated mis- 
tress, the Baroness Maria Vetsera, are not 
entirely to blame for the lackluster tone 
of their love affair, since writerdireaor 
Terence Young clearly believes that a 
idgen of illicit passi 
shake the fading Hapsburg епу 
by the Emperor Josef (James Ma- 
son) and Empress eth (would you 
believe Ava Gardner). “If only you 
weren't a Hapsburg prince,” sighs Cath- 
erine in one of those reckless moments 
prior to the couple's making a suicide 
pact at the royal hunting lodge from 
which the picture takes its name. Head- 
long desire, to them, means listening to 
n on the roof and discussing the beau- 
ty of snowflakes. It’s all very sad and 
remarkably long-winded (two hours or 
so, loaded with opportunities for a movie- 
goer to consult his watch with disbe- 
lief that it isn’t four hours) for a story 
based on a reallife tragedy g back 
to January 30, 1889. In when 
arles Boyer and Danielle Darrieux 
ed the star parts without benefit of 
avision and Technicolor, stolid ma- 
Irons were moved lo tears. Young's new 
version somehow manages to look years 
older than the ori 


1937, 


A lusty private detective declares that 
to make love is 10 compensate for dea 
articulating a theme that recurs 
and again in Stolen Kisses, а 
showpiece by France's Fi 
Returning to the loose improvisat 
style that made his name a synonym for 
creative cinema at the time of The 400 
uses the same hero, 
|, now grown to rebel- 
of several 
recent films by Godard). Kisses begins 
with its sound track cooing a ballad 


called I Wish You Love and proceeds to 
blueprint Leaud's escape from the sti- 
fling discipline of army service to an 
hour of freedom with a prostitute in 
Pigalle. He subsequently tries another 
girl, a job, another job and another girl 
—one linen-crisp bourgeois girl in part 
ular (Claude Jade). As night watchma 
in a small hotel, Leaud finds ample time 
for romance. As an apprentice private 
сус, he is assigned to a kinky shoestore 
owner who whine lobody loves me, 
and I want to know why," and ends 
up with the client's beautiful blonde 
wife (Delphine Seyrig, dreamy but unrec- 
ognizable as the star of Last Year at 
Marienbad) slipping briefly into his bed. 
It all sounds rather simplistic, and cer- 
tainly might be, except for Truffaut's 
filmic fluidity combined with a quirky 
tendresse that keeps the stalest of pla 
tudes popping up like sun-struck daisies. 
Only Truffaut, we suspect. could cope 
with a hero who sits in front of a mirror 
тару vocalizing an arpeggio of three 
names (his, hers and hers) that sum up 
the state of his triangular sex life. And 
who else would even attempt an affecting 
underground ode to love, played entirely 
by a sealed letter as it moves from boule. 
vard to boulevard through the pneum; 
tubes of the Paris postal system? 


With some of the chips ked agai 
her, ley MacLaine delivers her best 
perlormance ever as Sweet Charity, wee 
ing copious tears but also singing, da 
ing, clowning and crowing like 
between Sadie Thompson and 
Nell. Hcr title role, of course, originated 
in an underrated Broadway musical that 
began life as Nights of Cabiria, 
Fellini's 1957 masterpiece pa- 
thetically vulnerable whore, and became 
a lucrative Charity case in the hands of 
Neil Simon, composer Cy Coleman and 
lyricist Dorothy Fields. Shirley, subbing 
for Broadway's Gwen Verdon. is pluper- 
fect as the dance-hall hostess who runs 
er heart like a motel, with “guys check- 
ii and ош all the time." Shi 
brass-plated marshmallow whose 
cent notion of an all-purpose drinking 
toast is "Up yours.” So far, so good. 
Shirley guzzling cold beer while con- 
ccaled in thc closet of an Italian movic 
idol (Ricordo Montalban) or wooing a 
phobiaridden square (fine comedy by 
John McMartin) leaves little to be de 
sired—even on an elephantine screen 
that occasionally makes her gamine face 
as intimidating as Mount Rushmore. But 
the overblown show that’s puffed around 
her often proves a handicap just where a 
girl could use a helping hand. Director- 
choreographer Bob Fosse, in a repeat of. 
his Broadway assignment, falls into the 
common error of letting the mo 
era usurp his own chores as principal 
choreographer. The filming is a mélange 
of cinema tricks that time after time 
destroy the continuity of otherwise 


а cross 


Gilheys Vodka 
Martinski Hit 


(It makes you Czar of the Bar) 


2. Bartender's apron, 
$1.00. Gives that 
professional finesse to 
your Martinski mixing. 
1. Free recipe book. \ Useful for whipping 
Illustrated in full color. ; up Beef Stroganoff 
Try all 25 ways to. and Chicken Kiev, too. 
make a Mortinski. 
3. Gilbey’s Vodka. The 
soul of the Martinski. 
You can't buy a better 
vodka for love nor 
rubles. 


4. Four exclusive 
Martinski glasses, 
$2.00, The only 
proper way to serve 
а Martinski. Please 
don't smash them in 
the fireplace. Supply 
limited. 


4 } ta’ 1 А 
For your free recipe book, visit Gilbey's Vodko Mortinski Center ot your liquor store. For seporole 
orders on opron ond/or glosses, send check to Mortinski, P.O. Box 166V, Woll Street Station, New York, N.Y. 10005 
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Are you man enough? Sure you are! 

Take the Datsun 2000. Go with 135 horses! 

Stop with front discs. More acceleration, better handling, 
more trouble-free running. Plus driving’s 

silkiest 5-speed and $300 worth of no-cost extras. 

The look-alike Datsun 1600 comes on with 

96 HP and a 4-speed. Parts and service coast to coast. 
Even with their tops up, these honeys 

make other sports cars obsolete... 


and overpriced! 


TOPLESS NIGHTLY AT YOUR DEALER 


showstopping numbers, as when 
and two tarnished t hita 
and Paula Kelly, movie newcomers who 
come on strong) thrash out their hopes 
and kick up their hecls in an alley. Fosse 
—or the Hollywood dunderheads who 
persuaded him that every moment of a 
multimillion-dollar musical ought to be a 
volley of neon lights, fireworks, sequins, 
vs, balloons, confeti and all land- 


marks visible between Lincoln Center 
and Wall Street—might profitably spend 
several weeks watching and rewatching 
Singin’ in the Rain 

Make love, not war is the approxi 
mate theme of Ingmar Bergman's Shame, 
set in a county resembling Sweden 
that appears to be torn by civil strife 
at some time in the foreseeable future. 
Bergman's psalm of love is a tender 
scene at the beginning of the picture 
between a man and wife (Max Von 
Sydow and Liv Ullman), both musicians, 
who have fled for refuge to an offshore 
island, still hopeful that they may sal- 
vage some scraps of human happiness for 
themselves, and perhaps even have a 
child. Then the bombing begins. At the 
end, months or years later, the loving 
couple are nomin: 


ly survivors, but 
weighed down with the dead souls of 
zombies as they set forth in a frail 
boat to seek a new horizon, and find it 
—on а vast, cold, gray sea littered with 
floating corpses. There is no place to 
hide from the horror that has scoured 
all humanity out of them, for by now the 
man is a thief, coward and murderer, his 
wife an embittered slattern who shared 
her bed with a collaborator (the Bergman, 
favorite, Gunnar Bjornstrand, in his us 
al top form). Thus, in its key scenes, 
Shame is a spare, powerful metaphor that 
any film maker might be proud to ac- 
knowledge. And if Bergman were just any 
film maker, it would be unreasonable to 
demand more. But Bergman is Bergman, 
and his painful polemic against war adds 
nothing, at last, to what has been said on 
the subject dozens of times before (and 
said better, for example. in his own The 
Silence). As his grim story progresses, he 
succumbs to moralizing, manipulating 
symbols, insisting that two initially be 
lievable characters. be regarded as АП 
Men and All Wome 
АП Wars. But he isn't persuasive. In 
neutral Sweden, so seldom touched by 
war, the subject scems little more than 
an exercise for a restless genius. 


in the context of 


RECORDINGS 


With releases such as Richard Bar 
bary's Sou! Machine and Tamiko Jones’ (f 
Be Anything for You (both also able 
on stereo tape), A&M is apparently 
developing a new soul style. Both sets 
are attractively understated; Barbary 


How to see the world in 23 exciting ways 


The concept of taking a longer or shorter view of the 
world is not new. Man has been doing that for as long 
as glass has been around. 

Until the Canon FT QL, however, no one saw it іп so 
many different ways with as much accuracy and 
convenience. 

Behind this versatile SLR camera stands a line of no 
fewer than 23 Canon FL interchangeable lenses. Wide- 
angle and standard lenses. Telephoto and zoom lenses. 
A special Macro lens for close-up photography. And even 


CANON CAMERA CO., INC.: 9-9, Ginza 5-chome, Chuo-ku, Tokyo 104, Japan CANON U.S.A. INC.: 64-10 Queens Blvd., Woodside, N.Y, 11377, U.S.A. 
CANON AMSTERDAM N.V.: Gebouw 70, Schiphol Oost, Amsterdam, Holland CANON LATIN AMERICA, INC.: Apartado 7022, Panama 5, Panama 


a giant 1000mm super telephoto lens. 

Each is a masterpiece of the world's foremost optical 
equipment maker. Each comes equipped with change- 
in-a-second bayonet mountings. Each has been designed 
to get the most from the FT QL's advanced TTL exposure 
measuring and center spot-reading systems. 
Together, they combine to make the FT QL at home 
in every field of photography. Mount one or all, and the 
world never looked better or more exciting. 


Canon 


Introducing 


the under-the-wrist 
start-and-stop watch: 
Omega Chronostop 


Now also with colored dials and matching bracelets. And calendar feature. 


See what happened to 12 o'clock 
on the dial of the Omega Chro- 
nostop shown on the facing 
page? We moved it to where 
3 o'clock is on your present 
watch. That's so you can read 
the time more rapidly when you 
wear your watch the discreet 
way — under the wrist. 


Other Chronostop models are 
designed for on-the-wrist wear, 
with 12 o'clock where you'd 
expect to find it. 


What all Chronostop models 
have in commonis the start-and- 
stop sweep second hand. You 
operate it — starting, stopping 
and resetting — by means of the 
control button next to the wind- 
ing crown. The Fhair-line cali- 
bration of the dial lets you read 
elapsed time to 1/5th second. 


If, in addition to the 1/5th sec- 
ond, you also want to know the 
date, choose a Chronostop mo- 
del with automatic calendar fea- 
ture. 


The buckle of the Chronostop 
strap can double as an identifi- 
cation bracelet. Just tell your 
Omega jeweler what you want 
him to inscribe on the grained 
steel surface (name, address, 
blood group, etc), and he'll 
oblige. 


Chronostop 
strap buckle can doubh 


as identification bracelet. 


As for strap length, it is adjusted 
within a matter of seconds to 
the exact size of your wrist. 


Chronostop dials come in a wide 
range of colors, each with match- 
ing strap. 


As a first step toward a life 
of Chronostopping, visit your 
Omega jeweler and ask him to 
showyouthecompletecollection. 


Chronostop models with colored dials each have matching strap. 


У Mail to: Omega, Chronestop Dept. 2500 Bienne. 
^w, Switzerland. 


1 like the idea of Chronostopping and 
N, want to read the full story. Send tree 
booklet to 
À, 


N 
\ Name 
Sreet 
^. „= و‎ 
V Сау 


Mount 


Notice the outer dial of this 
Chronostop model for 
engineers. It is designed for 
the immediate reading of an 
object's speed and for 
simplified production-rate 
calculations. Other special 
Chronostop models, each 
with its own computing scale, 
were designed for doctors, 
pilots, TV producers, and 
many other professions. 


О 
ОМЕСА 


Road traffic is increasing 


Must unsafety increase 
with it ? 


Many a good driver is an 
unsafe driver. 


That sounds paradoxical, but it is 
true. A typical example is the motor. 
way. The tendency to drive on the right 
is unmistakable, And the consequen: 
ces are incalculable: an endless line of 
cars on the right, obstructing and en 
dengering each other. The right hand 
lane becomes a slow lane, and overta- 
king on the left is not permitted. 

This situation will not change so 
long as cars are being built which do 
not comply with traffic demands. How 
can a responsible driver make a quick 
lanechangewhenhiscartendsto skid? 
And how can he pull out of the рар 


again when his car does not possess 
the necessary acceleration reserves? 


Adrivercanonly 

be as good as his car- or 
as bad. 

Cars which do nol comply with the 


demands of today's road traffic turn 
good drivers into unsafe drivers. 


Agoodcar 

turns a good driver into 
a safe driver. 

А good car has the safety reserves 


which permit itsdriver to make full use 
of all the possibilities offered by flow- 


ing traffic. A good driver avoids acci 
dents. Because his car has a chassis 
which truly holds the road during 
Agooddriver overtakes 
rily Because his car's eng. 


ine has superior pulling power. The 
overtaking manoeuvre is reduced to 
seconds. 


Foaghotoieg is the mest important istie 
of а car. Itis decisively influenced by tne con- 
Siructon el the roar axte. Evory BMW has semi 
failing spring siruls at the roar. 


A 


For sheer driving pleasure - BMW. 


Confidence in a technically perfect 
car makes your safety a matter of self- 
confidence. 


Such cars 
are built by BMW. 


‘Cars which turn good drivers into safe 
drivers. 


ne basis ot every single BMW rs en up-to-date 
technclogical conception: exceptional perlor- 
manco, eutetanding road behaviour and а Hinaly 
Balanced relationship batween performance and 


There's no such thing 

as "too much of a good thing." 

Especially when it's playsoy — the magazine 

created for a taste as imaginative as yours. 
For a hearty slice of the good life 

the best in fiction, fashion, food, 

interviews, travel, sports, humor and 

a profusion of lovelies unfolding month 

after month . . . subscribe to PLAYBOY now 

for twelve courses of the finest 

print and pictorial entertainment going. 

A one-year subscription at $10 saves 

you $3.00 off the $13 single-copy price and 

you have delivered-to-your-door convenience. 

Go ahead. Indulge yourself. You deserve it! 
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First name for 


the martini 


Enjoy the 
identifiably 
excellent martini. 
It has a first name: 


BEEFEATER" 


FROM ENGLAND BY KOBRAND, NY « 94 PRDDF «100% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS 


proves himself a facile singer on Like 
You, Babe, Nothin’ in This World and 
Nature Boy (which gets a samba treat- 
ment), while Miss Jones benefits from 
the assistance of super soul man Solo- 
mon Burke as writer (Suddenly), arrang- 
er (Goodnight, My Love) and singing 
partner (on Try It Baby and Please Re- 
turn Your Love to Me), 

It's been a long time since we've 
heard anything on vinyl by that redoubt- 
able reed man Lee Konitz, Happily, 
The Lee Konitz Duets (Milestone) makes 
up for much lost time. On it, he cx- 
changes ideas with such jazz luminaries 
as guitarist Jim Hall, violinist Ray 
Nance, trombonist Marshall Brown and 
several others of equal rank. Each man 
shares а track with Konitz, who scems to 
have lost none of the tasteful creativity 
that made him a leader in the bop 
movement. 


Jerry Butler and The Impressions, 
one of the top pop groups of the Filtics, 
have long since parted and reached star- 
dom separately. Deftly charted strings 
support Butler on The Ice Man Cometh 
(Mercury; also available on stereo 
tape), and the veteran soul balladeer 
comes up with some of his most energet- 
ic readings ever on Hey Western Union 
Man and Only the Strong Survive. This 
Is My Country (Curtom; also available on 
sterco tape), The Impressions’ first re- 
lease on their own label, is a well-modu 
lated program of romantic ballads, plus 
a pair of eloquent message songs, They 
Don't Know and the title tune. Curtis 
Mayfield is one of the best songwriters 
extant: and his sinewy. high-pitched de- 
livery makes him a standout vocalist 
well. 


n Carmen McRae get any better? 
Judging from The Sound of Silence (At- 
lantic; also available on stereo tape), we 
doubt it. The charts are by Shorty Rog- 
стэ (ight) and. Jimmy Jones (four), and 
the songs have been chosen with tasteful 
catholicity—Gloomy Sunday, Poor But- 
teifly, Watch What Happens, the Paul 
Simon title ode and Kern and Hammer- 
stein's lovely The Folks Who Live on 
the Hill give some indication of the 
goodies on hand. Miss McRae is aston- 
ishingly good 


Taking his cue from the world of 
sports, producer Andrew Kazdin has had 
the happy i 
ensemble of virtuoso brass instrumental 
ists for a zestful romp through the 
Antiphonal Music of Gabrieli (Columbia 
also available on stereo тарс). His 19 
players bail from the Chicago, Cleveland 
and Philadelphia Orchestras, and their 
combined expertise on trumpets, trom- 
hones, horns and tubas borders on the 
miraculous. Never belore have Gabricli’s 


of assembling an allstar 


And why not? It is о Volkswogen. 

The Volkswogen Karmonn Ghio. 

With its Ghio designed body, it looks 
like something more exotic, 

And with its independent four-wheel 
suspension, solex corburetion, ond front 
wheel disc brokes, it handles like something 
more exotic, 


But it's still o Volkswogen. 

So if something does break, you don't 
have to start searching for a special sports 
car mechanic. Or foce o six-month woit for 
а port to arrive from some for corner of 
the earth. 

Even if you're tooling through some re- 
mote ploce like Ottumwa, lowa ond your fon 


The sports car that's just as reliable as a Volkswagen. 


belt goes, there's а Volkswagen dealer 
there who con fix it. 
So when you buy o Kormonn Ghio, you 
соп forget oll those bod things you've heord 
obout exotic sports cors. 
And remember all those 
good things you've heard 
about Volkswagens. 
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<A€SAR$ PALA<€ 


in Vegas 


WHERE IT’S AT* 


*пот the movie of the same name а 


For reservations, rates, color brochures — see апу travel agent 
or write Caesars Palace, Las Vegas, Nevada 89109 
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| ONE OFA KIND: ROBERTS 778X 


THE ONLY TAPE RECORDER 
THAT RECOROS "Stereo 8” 
CARTRIOGES FOR YOUR CAR 


With the ROBERTS 778X you 

can record cartridges from reels, 

LP records, FM broadcasts, or mikes, 
and play them back, too. On 
reel-to-reel, it offers the ROBERTS 
exclusive Cross Field Head and 
other professional features. 


At home or in your car, you'll find 
hours of listening pleasure ahead 
for you and your family . . 


The Pro Line 


ROBERTS 


Div. of Rheem Manufacturing Co. 
Los Angeles, California 90016 


Where-To-Buy-It? Use REACTS Card — Раде 219 


majestic, mysterious canzoni and sona- 
tas been polished up to this state of 
gleaming perfection, High marks also go 
to the engineers for capturing the old 
Venetian’s leftright spatial effects in 
such splendidly vivid stereo. A useful 
color-coded chart on the jacket tells who 
plays what and where. 

Run, do not walk, to your nearest 
record dealer and pick up your copy of 
W. С. fields /The Original Voice Tracks from 
His Greatest Movies (Decca; also a 
on stereo tape), It is, egad, a vi 
verbal cornucopia of multitudinous de- 
lights, gleaned with obviously loving 
are from the master's flicks. The Fields: 
n putdown has never been equaled, 
the braggadocio is still unsurpassed, the 
outrageous iconoclasm remains without 
peer. A delightful breath of hot ай. 


A number of skilled guitarists—Herb 
Ellis and Luiz Henrique among them— 
help make Noel Harrison a big winner 
On The Great Electric Experiment Is Over 
(Reprise; also available on sterco tape). 
Harrison delivers his country-accented 
material with eflective British understate- 
ment, focusing attention on the tunes— 
by Dylan, Donovan, Fred Neil, Joni 
Mitchell and Bufly Sainte-Marie—and 
his slick but restr 93 


ed accomp 
‘The Swingle Singers have gone Back to 
Bech (Philips; also available on stereo 
tape), where it all happened for them in 
the first place. Four of their efforts are 
from The Well Tempered Clavier: the 
rest are from a wide spectrum of Bach's 
works. The Swingles have lost none of 
their feeling for the joys of J. S. B. over 
the years; if anything, their arrangements 
have become even more imaginative. 


Bassist Ray Brown and drummer Shel- 
ly Manne have long been associated with 
firstrank jazz combos. On Michel Legrand 
ot Shelly's Manne-Hole (Verve; also avail 
able on stereo tape), they team up 
with the renowned composer, who flashes 
impeccable pianistic credenti, 
trio takes in tow a flock of ori 
evergreens, The standout standards are 
My Funny Valentine and Willow Weep 
for Me and they prove that at least one 
Frenchman can't be wrong. 

Driving, unpretentious hard-rock, sof- 
tened by smooth vocal harmonies, is the 
fare offered by The Abstracts (Pompeii). 
Good rhythm plus tasteful colorings 
make The Rich Young Heir, Summer- 
time Time to Understand well 
worth a listen. 


as the 


‘The Rolling Stones, after a brief flirta- 
tion with montages, etc, are back in 
their funky, snarling bump-andgrind 
bag оп Beggors’ Banquet (London; also 
available on sterco tape). On Parachute 


Is your mother 
still dressing you? 


Mother started it all. 

She only wanted you to 
dress your best. 

But then, a million other 
people began to tell you how to 
dress. 

And, after a while, it be- 
comes hard for you to remember 
that you have any choice in the 
matter at all, 

Broomsticks would like to 
remind you that you havea choice. 
That you should dress to please 
yourself. 

Somewhere in our collec- 
tion of plaids, checks, stripes and 
solids (in blends of Fortrel), 
you'll find that choice. 

And find the real you. 


Slacks in blends of CELANESE FORTREL®/ Wool, Fortrel®/Cotton. From $11-15. Glen Oaks, 16 E. 34 St. NYC 


JADE EAST 


if she doesn’t 
give it to you, 
get it yourself! 
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Jade East Alter Stave trom $3.00, Cologne trom $3.40, and a complete collection of masculine grooming essen- 
als. As an alternate fragrance, Iry Jade East Coral and Jade East Golden Lime. SWANK, INC. Sole Distributor 


uppers like Ilsa Steins stay 
alive and lively with Buco safety 
helmets and cycle accessories. Buco 
helmet standards begin where 
others leave off. Buco cycle accessories 
begin with handlebars and don't 
quit. See your dealer, or send 50¢ for 
color catalog, helmet research 
folder, and decal. Buco—the 
live-it-up line. 


Say it like “beautiful 
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Woman and Prodigal Son, the Stones 
show themselves to be excellent re- 
creators of American country mus 
Sympathy for the Devil and Street Fight- 
ing Man both establish uncompromising 
grooves; Factory Girl makes profitable 
use of an Indian motif. Our only com- 
plaint is with the absence of printed 
lyrics. 


THEATER 


Frederick Rolfe, a miserable, embit- 
tered, cynical reject from holy orders, 
suddenly is called to the priesthood, and 
scarcely weeks later, he finds himself in 
Rome for the choosing of a new Pope by 
the college of cardinals. As in The Shoes 
of the Fisherman, the college deadlocks 
and, amazingly, offers the Popeship to 
Rolfe. He can respond either "Nolo" or 
“Volo.” For the briefest instant, he is 
stunned—he never counted on bei 
Pope, at least not so soon after makir 
priest. Then he crosses his arms over his 
chest and shouts in ecstasy, “Volo!” It 
is a cry of outrageous confidence and 
absolute conviction. As played by Alec 
McCowen, it is a thrilling theatrical mo- 
ment, the kind that can send even bored 
ushers into nightly shivers. McCowen is 
an astounding actor and, thanks to him, 
Hedrien УП is an exciting play. Drama- 
tist Peter Luke has wrenched it from the 
life and work of the real Rolfe, better 
known as Baron Corvo, who, around the 
turn of the century (under a variety of 
aliases), wrote novels, painted, swindled 
the public, corrupted youth and lusted 
after the priesthood; he was bounced out 
of a series of seminaries, His major work 
was a novel called Hadrian VII, an auto- 
biographical fantasy in which a man very 
much like uself is made Pope. From 
this complex, bizarre life, Luke has struc- 
tured a mystery play, a character study. 
It is not the complete word on Rolfe 
(for which one must go back to his 
biography. The Quest for Coro, by 
A. J. Symons) nor even a great play. But 
it is a great evening of theater. Luke's 
contribution is not so much as a play- 
wright but as a pipeline to an actor's 
imagination. He turns McCowen on to 
Rolfe. and McCowen turns into Rolfe 
with all his genius, cheekiness, compul- 
siveness and perversity. At the Helen 
Hayes, 210 West 46th Street. 

When tittle Murders, Jules Feiller's 
comedy about the random violence of 
everyday life, opened on Broadway two 
seasons ago, it seemed timel 
screwball—and unfinished. As ha 
with most timely, savage, screwba 
particularly if they are unfinished, Feil 
fers was shot down by most of the 
critics and abandoned by its producer 
after only one week. Now Little Murders 
is back in New York and firmly estab. 
lished as an off-Broadway hit. What 


Suggested price р. о. c, New York. 


Fiat 124 Spider $3240. Я 


Traditional clothes for 
contemporary men 


There's a quiet kind of fashion 
excitement in suits and sport coats 
by Canterfield. We still think skillful 
tatloring, flattering fit and quality 
fabrics are more important than 
passing fads. Apparently. there are a 
lot of men who agree with us. 


For name of nearest dealer, write 
Canterfield, Div. of Curlee Clothing 
Co., St. Louis, Mo. 63101 


ante 


pened ‘twixt flop and smash? Except 
for one extrancous scene in the original 
script that was cut for Broadway and has 
been unwisely reinserted into the present 
production, this is basically the same 
play. But it has been almost entirely 


recast and redirected. With only опе 
is the passivist pho- 
Elliott 


notable exception 
tographer in the old version, 
Gould was cloddishly funny. 
Fred Willard in the new one 
dloddish), the cast is an astonishing im- 
provement, particularly Linda Lavin as a 
sort of city supergirl who offers her lov- 
ers security, assurance and even physical 
protection; Elizabeth Wilson and 
cent Gardenia as her Feifferish parents; 
Paul Benedict as a hippie minister who 
indily corrects, and practically revokes, 
the wedding ceremony as he reads it; 
and Andrew Duncan as а lunatic police 
lieutenant. On Broadway, the first half 
of Little Murders was played straight; 
the family responded to violence 


rent director, Alan Arkin, secs the play 


as all of a come piece. In his con- 
fidem hands, it builds rather than 
es into the outlandish. The new 
Little Murders loses a sense of menace 
by being played in the round: within 
the confines of a Broadway proscenium, 
the rifle shots cracking against win- 
dows, the mysterious knocks at the door 
made it seem as if Harold Pinter were 
just off stage waiting to get in. But on 
the whole, the play is now funnier and 
sharper. This Feiffer play is still not 
finished. but it clearly has an inventive 
wit and fresh theatrical sensibility be- 
hind. At Cirde in the Square, 159 
Bleecker Street, 


Can a 40-year-old double divorcee find 
love and happiness married to а 22- 
arold boy whom everyone thinks is 
terested in her daughter? Can the 17- 
year-old daughter find love and happiness 
married to a rich 45-year-old business- 
man whom everyone tl terested 
in her mother? Why this hokey 
little comedy called Forty Carats is actually 

i and- 


ibly Ama - 
ized by Jay Allen from a French play by 
Barillet and Gredy (the premier drawing- 
room-comedy writers of the Paris stage) 
d has no r foundation to stand on. 
One keeps expecting it to fall on its face, 
but through some very minor miracle, 
director Abe Burrows and a classy cast 
manage to churn it into the 
meringue. Mostly, Forly Carats is Julie 
ris as the divorcee. 
id surprisingly attractive (considering 
that she used to play homely teenagers), 
she makes it easy to understand why any 
adolescent or adult would be delighted 
by her. Murray Hamilton as Miss Harris’ 
second husband (a failing movie star), 
Glenda Farrell as a gogo granny, Polly 


Rowles as Miss Harris’ sweetly sardonic 
office nt, Marco St. John as the boy 
lover—all are fincly tuned comic instru 
ments. The trouble starts with thei 
characters. Who аге they? St. John’s is, 
for example, young, aggressive, wears 
Bill Blass suits, likes older women, and 
that's about all one ever knows about 
him. These are real actors but not very 
real people. At the Могоѕсо, 217 West 
45th Street. 


The dewy, wide-eyed little girl from 
Utah bursts into the theater and as she 
spots the spotlights, she turns on, At the 
top of her enthusiasm, she announces, 
“My name is Ruby and I'm a dancer and 
I just got off the bus and I want to be 
in а Broadway show.” Remember the 
scene? And the one that came next— 
when the seemingly callow sailor (Dick 
Powell) runs in carrying the suitcase 
(containing her dancing shoes) that 
Ruby left on the bus, and makes it clear 
that he is not really a sailor but a 
singing-dancing-songwriting star of the 
future. As Dick stands at the piano m: 
ing up a song hit, who should appcar 
but the star, Mona Kent, her body in a 
perpetual arch, like a frozen John Held 
cartoon. And what about the world. 
weary producer who's always telling Ruby 
she'll never make the big time, the wise- 
cracking chorus girl who's in love with 

i named Lucky, 
who just happens to be Dick Powell's 
best friend and a singing-dancing fool 
his own right? The stunning coinci 
denas, the stupefying credibility gaps. 
the monumental clichés, the outrageous 
sentimentality—they don't make movies 
like that anymore. But they once did, 
God bless them, over and over aga 
And the creators of Dames at Sea have 
scen them all, over and over again, and 
from them have distilled a remarkable 
show that works as spoof, pastiche, high 
camp, puton and nostalgia. The key is 
that everyonc—including the audience 
—is in on the gag; and for that, director 
Neal Kenyon probably deserves most of 
the credit. The book and lyrics of George 
Haimsohn and Robin Miller capture the 
giddy sappiness of those simple plots (why 
didn’t Dick just once ditch the di 
little hopeful and run off with the 
ing lady). Jim Wise's music, as pl. 
by two pianos and assorted tinkles, has 
just the right corny cadence. His best, 
Raining in My Heart, pays mock hom- 
age to the immortal Busby Berkeley. In- 
stead of 60,000 chorines clattering up 
and down cyclopean staircases, there аге 
two girls, three guys, five twirling trans 
parent umbrellas and the all-heart hero- 
ine tattooing her tap shoes through the 
floor boards. Did anyone ever watch 
those Thirties musicals with а straight 
face? If so. never again. At the Bouwerie 
Lane, 330 The Bowery. 


The Smirnoff Brunch: Worth dropping by for. 
Nothing makes brunch take off like Smirnoff. Real Smirnoff. It’s what revs up the 
Screwdrivers and gets your soufllé off the ground. And only a Smirnoff Bloody 
Marycan make Eggs Benedict sprout wings. Brunch without Smirnoff? A crashing bore. 


Vodka 


You dont have 
vour fathers head. 


Its younger than his. So it’s different from his. 
Whats inside of it and what's on top of it. 

To control your somewhat larger supply of 
hair, you may have developed a liking for a hair 
groom that comes in a tube. 

Which is the reason for son THES 
of Vitalis. кос 

Son of Vitalis holds your hair 
through a full day without getting | 
sticky or looking phony. 

And 15 the only greaseless 
hair groom that comes in a tube. 

Naturally, your father has his 
own way of looking at things. And 
you have your way of looking at 
things. But theres one thing you'll 
agree on. 

You want to look good. 


à Sonof Vitalis 


S The only greaseless hair groom in a tube. 


г 
GROOMS 


GREASE | 


€ 1969 Bristol-Myers Co. 
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E WATERPROOF 
~ $4, BOURBON 


Antique has a lot going for it. Rare, 

` rewarding aroma you can't drown by 
mixing. Rich, nutty flavor that 

I won't be watered down. That's why 
The Waterproof Bourbon is a source 
ч so much pleasure compared to the 
by others. You ought to tap it. 


IEF ANTIQUE... undiluted pleasure 
ШЫ, s 


IGHÝ BQUREON WHISKEY + 86 PROOF + 6 YEARS OLD 
prt d DISTILLII 2 LOUISVILLE, KENTUCKY: 
4 NT ^ 
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ММ... someone does something that 
hurts me, I find that—in spite of myself 
1 immediately see the other side of the 
story and forgive the opposite party. 
Some of my friends tell me Pin harming 
myself by being so open-minded, but I 
feel that this is in accord with the teach- 
ings of all the great religions. What isyour 
opinion?—]. B., New York, New York. 

To forgive is divine, but you'd better 
not Jorget you're human, Repressed an 
ger can manifest itself in symptoms a lot 
less desirable than an occasional outburst 
of temper—ulcers, for example. 


ММ. can 1 get information on how 
to buy Army-surplus items, such as used 
jeeps in good condition?—M. B., Boise, 
Idaho. 

Иге to the Defense Logistics Services 
Center, Attention DLSG—MSB. (XVI) 
Federal Center, Batlle Creek, Michigan 
49016. They'll snd you the necessary 
forms to fill out and, after you've returned 
them, you'll be notified when the type of 
items you're looking for ате placed on 
sale. At the present tme, na serviceable 
jecps ае being offered to the public, 
although, occasionally, stripped hulks— 
often minus engine, transmission, elc— 
are sold by sealed bids. 


Playing the common hang-up about hy- 
gicne, I often miss my toothbrush and 
razor when I wake up in the morning in 
some nice young lady's apartment. I've 
been tempted to drop these items in my 
pocket before going out on a date, but 
Im worried about the impresion it 
would make. I want girls to feel that 
sex is a spontancous expression of joie 
de vivre, and I fear that this evidence of 
preparation and calculation will spoil 
the romantic illusion. What do you 
think about this ticklish subject?—A. E.. 
Chicago. Illinois. 

Don't worry about the loss of sponta- 
пейу; morning mouth and a stubbly 
chin ате even rougher on romantic illu- 
sions. But, better yet, why not take her 
to your apartment? Every gentleman has 
an extra toothbrush available for guests, 
expected or otherwise. 


A bout two years ago, 1 met a fantastic 
y who makes me happier—but. often 
more m le—than anyone Гуе ever 
known. We live together for brief per 
ods, but it always ends with his walking 
out, saying he doesn’t want to see me 
again, When he leaves me, I'm terribly 
unhappy and don't go out, because I 
can’t get interested in anyone else. 1 
don't want him to marry mc; I don't 
want to put any strings on him; I'm a 
modern-minded girl who is willing to 


give a man complete freedom. Is there 
any way I can get our relationsh 
stop fluctuating like a high-amplitude 
wave2—M С. Т, New Orleans, 
Louisiana. 

By staying alone when he isn't avail- 
able, and by assuring him that he’s free, 
you demonstrate to him that he's respon- 
sible [ох your happiness. This puts a bur- 
den on him that drives him away. Be less 
of a satellite by finding things of your own 
10 do when he's not around; cultivate an 
interest in other men and begin to de- 
velop an independent life of your oum. 
In the words of Socrates, “Be what you 
wish to seem.” 


ММ... 1 ty to tip in restaurants and 
night clubs according to the old adage 
that thanks are for favors received, not 
for favors expected. I run into trouble. 
I would like to give something extra to 
he wine steward, the cap- 
б they've extended the 
selves for me. But they don't know what's 
in my mind, and 1 don't always get the 
red-carpet treatment Im ng to pay 
for. After the meal, I can't. always find 
the people І want to reward, and it’s 
often awkward to keep my date waiting 
while I fumble with bills. What's the 
correct drillP—C. S. Rochester, New 
York. 

In a deluxe restaurant where you're 
new, have a five-dollay bill folded and 
ready to slip into the palm oj the maitre 
de when you give him your name. Then 
tell him what kind of table you'd like. 
There'll be no fumbling—his hand will 
be ready. Tip a new wine steward when 
he's poured a sip of wine into your glass 
Jor you to sample and you've approved it. 
Again, have the folding money (two dol- 
lars to five dollars) ready. Your captain 
should be tipped [ше to ten percent of 
the check (but. no less than five dollars). 
Take cave of this after you've patd your 
check and tipped the waiter, when the 
captain is pulling out the table for you, 
helping your date with her coat or other- 
wise hovering helpfully. Once you've be- 
come a familiar face in a yestaurant— 
and the fastest route to that is tipping 
well and in front—the liming of your 
lipping can follow the old adage men- 
tioned in your letter, 


Ic medical science thi 
for an illness or а traumatic expe 
10 turn а person's hair white overnight? 
L. M., Burlington, Vermont. 

The theory of hair pigmentation con- 
tradicts tales of overnight graying. The 
melanin responsible for hair color is 
formed by the cells of the hair's roots. 
These cells continuously die and are 
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KEEP YOUR COOL 
— UNDERSTANDING COMES FASTER 
WITH CLIFF'S NOTES! 


OVER 175 TITLES 


Д ов. 


LINCOLN. NEBRASKA 68501 


$1 АТ YOUR BOOKSELLERS 


the score 
trimmers 


Improve your game with either of 
Playboy's great putters. Choose 
the original mallet head or the 
new, left -and- right-handed blade- 
style longhorn. Both boast non- 
slip custom grip, steel shaft, Rab- 
bit-crested solid-brass head and 
black leather club cover. 
Mallet head, $25; Blade-style, $22. 
Use order No. МҮОВО 

Please add 50€ for handling. 


Shall we send a gilt card in your name? 
Please send check or money order to: 
Playboy Products, The Playboy Building, 
319 N. Michigan Ave.. Chicago, Ill. 60611. 
Playboy Club credit keyholders may charge. 


pushed out of the skin by new cells, a 
chain of such defunct cells forming a 
strand of hair. Because it consists of dead 
cells far removed from any living tissues, 
hair receives no nourishment from the 
body. Something that happens to the body 
after the hair is formed, therefore, can 
no more remove pigment already pres- 
ent than it can change the color of a 
bald man's toupee. 

There is much legend, some of it in 
old medical volumes, indicating “ree- 
ords” of overnight graying. Marie Antoi- 
netle’s hair, for exam ple, was said to have 
turned gray the night before she was 
guillotined. This can be explained, how. 
ever, by the local custom of washing a 
prisoner's hair prior to execution, sug- 
gesting that the change may have been 
more apparent than real. In any case, the 
medical histories of all such examples 
were recorded prior to the existence of 
what are considered reliable 
scientific methods of study. 


now 


Tie girl who lives across the street from 
me has been my friend since childhood. 
Now that we've both reached maturity. 1 
ee our relationship in a new light: She's 
а woman, and a very attractive one, and 
I'm a man, and very attracted to her. 
The trouble is, to her I'm still the kid 
she used to play stickball with, and I 
can't get off a just-friends basis with 
her. Can you suggest any way I could 
doff my boy-next-door image in this girl's 
eyesi—L. W.. Seattle, Washington. 

Your difficulty is similar to that of an 
actor suffering from typecasting. If you 
сап imagine your reaction to a movie in 
which John Wayne plays a C. P. A., you 
have some notion of what you're up 
against. Yowll have to change her per- 
ception of you (and perhaps your own 
concept of yourself). First, we suggest 
that you avoid being too casual and begin 
10 treat her as something special. Invite 
her to unusual events that are outside 
your past history together, Treat her as a 
special girl—as if you've just met—show- 
ing her courtesies, dressing carefully for 
dates and forging ahead to new interests. 
Let your previous friendship be not a 
foundation for but only a background to 
your new romantic interest. 


В have noticed the word "Florida" on 
the cap of a bottle of "imported" Lówen- 
brau beer. Now I wonder if I've been 
to paying an inflated price 
ic suds. Is the brew really im- 
ported from Germany, or made here un- 
der license?—R. B. Pensacola, Florida. 

Never fear. Léwenbrau is, indeed, 
brewed and bottled in Germany. The cap 
is а “tax clown,” indicating that the 
Florida state tax has been paid. These 
crowns are made Stateside and sent to 
Germany, where they are used for bottles 
allocated to various sections of the United 
States. 


Arter an hour or so of heavy pert 
often find myself in substantial pain in 
the area of my testicles and lower abdo. 
men. I have tried, with no succes, to 
correct this by using different types of 
undershorts. Can you tell me what this 
is. how common it is and—most impor- 
what can be done about it— 
Ithaca, New York. 
ve been told by medical authori- 
ties that there is no scientific name for 
the pain you mention, but it is fairly 
common and is called “blueballs” in 
slang. Dr. William Masters said, in his 
“Playboy Interview” (May 1968), “When 
the male is sexually excited and ap. 
proaching ejaculation, the testicles in- 
crease in size; the average size increase 
may be as much as 50 percent owr the 
unstimulated norm. A young male who 
is forced 10 maintain this degree of local 
vasocongestion for a period of lime- 
without release—may well develop some 
pain and tenderness” The poblem, 
therefore, comes not from your shorts 
but from your longings, and can be 
prevented or eliminated by ejaculation. 


È recently heard an old man of right- 
wing views—a friend of my grandparents 
—assert that the current wave of assassi- 
nations in America is the work of a 
secret society called the Illuminati. He 
said that the Illuminati have existed 
throughout history. own the international 
banking. tels, have all been. 32nd- 
degree Masons and were known to 1 
Fleming. who portrayed them as sercizr 
in his James Bond books—for which the 
Illuminati did away with Mr. Fleming 


At first. this all seemed like a paranoid 
ion to те. Then I read in The 
Yorker that Allan Chapma one 

of Jim Garrison's investigators in the 


Jew Orleans probe of the John Kenne- 
dy assassi believes that the Ilumi- 
nati really exist. The next step in my 
galloping descent into credulity occurred 
when J mentioned this subject to a fr 
who is maj 


ad 
ng in Middle Eastern 
affair t the Illuminati 
were actually of Arabic origin and that 
their founder was the legendary “old man 
of the mountains," who used marijuana 
10 work up a murderous frenzy and who 
fought against both the Crusaders and 
the orthodox Moslems, adding that their 
present ruler is the Aga Khan; but, he 
said, it is now merely a harmless religious 
order known as Ismailianism. 

I then began to wonder seriously 
about all this. I mentioned it to a friend 
from Berkeley. He immediately told me 


that there is a group on campus that 
calls itself the Illuminati and boasts 
that secretly controls international 


finance and the mass media. Now (if 
PLAYBOY isn't part of the Illuminati con 
spiracy), can you tell me: Are the 
Illuminati part of the Masons? Is Aga 


TRIAL BY JURY 


Race drivers are a most critical jury. Valvoline” Motor Oil proves 
its ability in racing: delivering the toughest defense against 
wear at high engine temperatures. Put Valvoline in your car 
and then you be the judge. 


Race proved for your car 


—_ 
VALVOLINE OIL COMPANY, Ashland, Ky. Ashland. Division of Ashland Oil & Refining Company 
= 


VALVOLINE 


моток OIL 
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Khan their leader? Do they really own 
all the banks and TV stations? And who 
have they killed lately?—R. S, Kansas 
City, Missouri. 

First, your informants have confused 
three historical entities: the Ismailian 
sect of Islam, the Hashishim and ihe 
Illuminati. The Ismailian sect is almost 
as old as the Moslem religion and the 
Aga Khan is, indeed, its leader. In the 
past, however, its members were perse. 
cuted for heresy; and around 1090 its 
leader, Hassan i Sabbah, the “old man 
of the mountains,” formed a secret inner 
society within the [smailian. community 
that became known ах Hashishim. This 


other 


camera inner group turned on regularly with a 

has this marijuana-based concoction (nol to “work 

5 up a murderous frenzy,” as you were told, 

switch. but to experience religious visions from 

which they believed they drew their 

Look at the photographer's lighting you need a “spot” strength). The Hashishim are believed to 

left index finger. It’s on a switch meter system to read the most impor- have lost all fear of death and, for almost 

which allows him to make a choice tant part of the picture. Almost three centuries, they fought a successful 

between two separate exposure meter all fine 35mm SLR cameras have one battle on two fronts, against both the 

systems. The Mamiya/Sekor DTL of these Seen ane Christian Crusaders and the orthodox 

is the world’s first 35mm, single lens Mamiya/Sekor DTL has both. The up us E 23 ШУ 

reflex camera with two separate DTL with every important SLR ороло оошо 
quest in the Bth Century. 

through the lens exposure feature is priced from less than $180, The Illuminati began in Germany in 

reading systems. Why two? Because plus case. Ask for a demonstration at 1776. Based loosely оп the Hashishim, 

subjects with front lighting are your photo dealer or write for folder they consisted of an outer circle of reli- 

measured easiest with an “averaged” to Ponder&Best ‚ 11201 West Pico. gious believers and an inner core of revo- 

meter system. With back or side Blvd., Los Angeles, Calif. 90064. lutionists, but with a new feature. Their 


secrel leaching then was that all religions 
are false (including the outer religion of 
the Hluminali). that all men are equal 
and that monarchy should be overthrown. 
As part of their revolutionary conspiracy, 
the Illuminati attempted to infiltrate 
and take over the Masons; but they 
never succeeded. They were crushed by 
the Bavarian government in 1785. 

lan Fleming never told any of his 
friends that sercire was based on a real 
organization. He died of natural causes, 
suffering a heart attack in the presence 
of his wife. 

The belief that the Illuminati survive 
in the modern. world and are vesponsi- 
ble for most of our evils is about the 
fourth most common form of organized 
paranoia extant (its three more popular 
rivals are the Elders of Zion conspiracy, 
the Jesuit conspiracy and the notion 
that we have already been invaded by 
outer space, our governments being in 
the hands of Martians). 

As for the Illuminati of Berkeley, this 
is a puLon by local anarchists. 


All reasonable questions—from fash- 
ion, food and drink, hi-fi and sports cars 


У à , LM | to. dating dile ‚ ази d etiquette 
УЯ 


Ааа | viter includes a stamped, self-addressed 
У NEN EC EE pan envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy 


black or muted brown. You'll find the Edwardian and ((  S'TETSON; Advisor, Playboy Building, 919 №. Michi- 
other Stetsons, for every fashion feeling, at better gan Ave. Chicago. Illinois 60611. The 
stores. $35. to $150. All inimitably crafted of course. || most provocative, pertinent queries will 

E №. be presented on these pages cach month. 


Stetson Shoe Company, South Weymouth, Massachusetts 02190 


And one for all is this 
wonderful one piece stereo 
combination. 
It's Panasonic's model SE-9000HG 
which plugs-you-in to the very finest 
in stereo sound. All components, in- 
cluding record player, tape recorder, 
radio and speakers, are perfectly matched 
to produce a distinctive blend of advanced 
technology and contemporary design. 

Here is super stereo sound and it’s available all 
in one piece. When you buy this you buy quality 
stereo once and for all. A perfect product from 
Panasonic—check it out at your Military Exchange. 


SE-SOOOHG 


Record Player. Latest type automatic record changer with 12" turn- 
table plays 6 records in succession including different sizes if all have 
the same speed. 

Tape Recorder. High fidelity 4-track. 3-speed Panasonic stereo tape 
recording system includes 4-digit tape courter, two precision VU meters, 
and automatic stop at tape end. 

Radio. Both AM and FM bands give clear, undistorted sound through 
special OTL system. AFC for FM and FM stereo adaptor with stereo light 
provide amazing reception of stereo programs. 

Speakers. A superb 6-speaker system (2 woclers and 4 tweeters) with 
special MFB ( Motional Feedback ) circuit produces fully 60W at peak 
music power for some of the finest sound you'll ever hear. 


Complete after-service available throughout the U.S.A. 


PANASONIC 


NATIONAL and PANASONIC are the brandnames of Matsushita Electric. 


Fie on your old hi-fi — 
SONY offers its highest flyer yet 


SONY's new all-solid-state stereo tape recorder TC-630 is 
tremely professional in appearance, it has every professional 


you couldn't. 


four-digit tape index counter—, 


instant stop button — 


SOS direction switch- 
input selector: 


heart of your old hi-fi system. 


NAME. 


SONY CORPORATION 
Int'l Sales Div., Р.О. Box 10, Tokyo Airport Post Office, Japan 
Please send me your complete tape recorder/deck catalog. 


To list a few: 
Versatile three-head system for such 
professional-type recording tech- 
niques as on-the-spot tape- and 
source-monitoring. Also special echo- 
effect recording capabilities. And 
easier sound-cn-sound, or sound-on- 
sound-on-sound, or sound-on-sound- 
on-sound-on-sound, and so on in- 
definitely 


OIF swich playback head. 


vet ae ee ace 


tape speed Е) 


АСЕ 


Ge microphone input jacks 


no amateur with professional pretensions. Ex- 
feature you could imagine. And probably several 


TC-630 functions as a tape recorder, 
an amplifier, or a tape deck. Built-in 
stereo "music control center" with 
multiple inputs for phono, tuner, 
microphone, and auxiliary. The power 
amplifier section operates together 
with but completely separate from 
the tape deck section. You don't have 
to buy a separate integrated amp 
with all that unsightly wiring 


40 watt total power output, 20 per 
channel. for room-filling (or if you 
prefer, ear-splitting) sound. 


— treble tone 
control 


bass tone 
control 


‘balance 
control 


volume. 
control 


speaker 
selector 


mode lever 


bise suppressor 
itch 


г on ‘off switch 
power amplifier 
on/off switch 


-type recording 
e controls 


eadphone jack 
for listening 


headphone jack for 
monitoring 


monitor switch 
Your local exchange has just received stock of this magnificent piece of audio equipment. Ask for a demonst- 
ration soon. You'll be pleased with the performance. And surprised at the reasonable price. Make it the new 
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Research Makes the Difference 
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ka-Seltzer & Stomachs: 
the bare facts. 


Alka- 
Oh, brother. A night out. Seltzer 1 

A lot'a food and drink, and then, stava "m 
Pow! Upset stomach on the morning after. д > 
Well, cool it. 

Take Alka-Seltzer before you goto bed, 
and again when you gct up. = 

You'll be surprised at the good it does. 


Like c free photo of our model? Write: A/S Photo, Р.О. Bex 5450, New Yerk, N.Y., 10017 
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Hey, Mister...come clean with me! 


Discover the clean wdy to hold your hairl Groom & Clean— 
the world's first cleansing hairdressing. It cleans your 
hair every time you groom with water. Cleans away the 
\ grease-..dirt...and dandruff most hairdressings leave 
‘behind. Groom & Clean prevents greasy build-up. 
Your hair feels cleaner...looks cleaner. 


Prove Groom & Clear's cleansing action to your- 
self, Pura dab of axle grease on your hand, Try 
rinsing it off. See.. -you can't! Now add Groom & 
Clean, Rinse again, and see its cleansing actian 
work. It cuts through even axle grease—leaves 
your hand clean. Thot's Groom & Clean's 
cleansing action for you. 


She’s holding on 
to a good thing. 
It’s cotton. 


choice variety. In the style 


department, the cut i 


long 


outside your trousers. 

Like all good things, this Gant 
Ticino knit washes beautifull 
Once you wear it, you'll 
never let it go. In a great 
choice of colors. At discerning 
stores. $3.50. 


` DISCOVER THE WILD LIFE ^ 
Out there, 40 miles from nowhere, that's 
you really start to appreciate. - _ 
Appreciate our Endure forks. Ours-speed, 
ission. Ow pute 


YAMAHA 


Its a better 
machine 


THE PLAYBOY FORUM 


an interchange of ideas between reader and editor 
on subjects raised by “the playboy philosophy” 


WHEN ADULTERY IS HELPFUL 

In view of the many letters in The 
Playboy Forum from swingers, housewife- 
prostitutes, “other women,” people whose 
marriages were wrecked by adultery, 
etc, you might be interested in a pro- 
i nal’s oj n of extramarital re- 
tions. The following is from an artide 
by Alfred Aucrback, M. D., in Medical 
Aspects of Human Sexuality: 


Positive effects of adultery: In 
some instances, an extramarital rela- 
tionship may actually strengthen a 
ing marriage. The wife, becom- 
ing aware of the husband's infi- 
delity, may reevaluate her role in 
the marriage and realize that. per- 
haps, she has become neglectful of 
her husband and his needs. The 
husband may find that, beyond the 
initial excitement of a new con- 
quest, the sexual act itself is no 
more satisfying than with his wife, 
to whom he is, moreover, drawn by 
years of marriage, their children 
and the numerous interests in com- 
mon. Having had his fling. he is. 
їп most cass, willing to resume 
married life. 


‘This suggests that it is possible, at 
least, for marital partners to view an 
episode of adultery not as a calamity, a 
l or an irreparable breach of 


and marital revitalizing. Such a positive 
attitude would, in my opinion, relieve a 
great deal of misery. 

John Hearty 
Pensacola, Florida 


EXTRAMARITAL FREEDOM 

‘The October Playboy Forum contained 
а letter from а woman who allowed her- 
self extramarital affairs because when she 
was pregnant, her husband didn't want 
her and stepped out on her. Her atti- 
tude is a classic example of a perso 
who still thinks in Victorian terms. Since 
her upbringing has taught her that 
extramarital sex is a negative thing, she 
thinks her husband has wronged her and 
sets about wronging him in return, If 
she and her husband could say to each 
other, “Look, I like you in bed, but I 
like others also,” possibly a better marital 
relationship could ensue. 

It has been the experience of the 
Sexual Freedom League that the only 


damaging results from extramarital sex 
occur when there aking and secre- 
су. L realize that t mot a. popular 
belief, but many members of the League 
can attest that honesty with each other 
while indulging normal sexual desires 
has led to better m 

"Thomas W. Palmer, Executive Director 

Sexual Freedom League 

Berkeley, California 

Commentary by social scientists and 
individual observations are contained in 
Richard Warren Lewis “The Swingers” 
(see page 149), a perceptive report on 
current trends in spouse swapping and 
other nontraditional forms of sexual 
behavior, 


CORRESPONDENCE-CLUB CODE 
Your August Playboy Forum answer 
concerning the code words used im cor- 
pondence-club ads was quite enlight- 
Could you define a few more 
of the terms used regularly in these 
ad? Whi meant by “ ded,” 
"A. C/D. C. interested in Frer 
art,” “interested in Greek art" and “ 
terested in English art? 
(Name withheld by request) 
Woodbridge, Virginia 
Both “bi-minded” and "A. C.[D. C? 
mean bisexual. “French art" refers to 
oral sex, “Greek art". to anal sex and 
“English art” to sadism. 


AN UNUSUAL SPECIMEN? 

After reading in The Playboy Forum 
the many letters from people unhappy in 
marriage and in love, I feel like an 
unusual specimen. I still get thrilled just 
knowing my husband will soon be home 
from work. Oh, we have our disagree- 
ments, but we just can't stay angry long. 
And we never take our problems to bed, 
which is neutral territory and no place 
for unhappiness. Who needs LSD, STP 
and other drugs? АШ I need is my man 
and we can take a trip together that 
out and beautiful from start to finish. 

Mrs. R. Metter 
Patchogue, New York 


DOUBLE LIFE 

I am playing the roles of wife and 
“other мота ultancously and I 
think the latter is most deserving of sym- 
pathy, since all she has is an aesthetic, 
unreal and superficial relationship com- 
pared with the security and stability that 
the wife has. 


I do not condone a man's 


If it’s action you want, go where the 
action’s non-stop. Go to the Stardust, 
the world’s largest resort-hotel. Take 
in the spectacular all-new Lido Revue. 
Catch famous acts at our Lounge. 
When you want a break in the action, 
try a gourmet dinner at Aku-Aku, 
our famed Polynesian restaurant. Or 
take on our championship golf course. 
Play tennis. Swim. It’s all here. The 
action you want. And excitement you 
won't forget. Get in on it. Call us or 
your travel agent for reservations. 
You'll get action—fast! 


Hotel & Country Club, Las Vegas, Nevade 
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philandering, a wife can rarely offer the 
1 of excitement he gets from rela 
tionships outside marriage. This is a sad 
commentary on what a woman becomes 
when she marries, and I am exhibit A. 
I пу much harder as a lover than as a 
wife to be lovely, witty, sparkling and 
exciting. When it comes to making love 
with my husband, I conform to the 
stereotype. finding such excuses as f 
tigue, new hairdo, a headache or simply 
not being in the mood, since I know 
tomorrow. night will do just as well. As 


a girlfriend, I am always at my best, 
making a terrific eflort to be lovely. 
sweet, enticing and understanding at all 


times. There are reputed to be wiser 
wives than. I who work hard daily to 
ain the level of excitement they 
offered during the early years of m 
riage, but that level, in my opinion, is 
almost impossible to sustain. 

(Name withheld by request) 

Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 


ANOTHER OTHER WOMAN 

Being am "other woman" is supposed 
to be much easier than being a wife. 
True: I don't have to wash his dothes 
or pick up his socks; I don't have to be 
friends with his friends; I don't have to 
prepare three meals a day; 1 don't have 
to look after his children when they are 
ill or cranky. 

I don't have to . . . but, God, 1 wish 
I did. 


(Name withheld by request) 
Cincinnati, Ohio 


CONTRACT MARRIAGE 

Recently, I heard a proposal to 
change our marriage laws that made a 
good deal of sense to me. The idea is to 
ange marriage laws into contract Iaws. 
Under this system, two people wanting 
to get married could draw up 
contract with certain fundament 
ments (common to all та 
шасі), adding their own p: 
clauses, also. The contracts themselves 
would be of two types: One would be 
renewable after one year (convenient in 
cases where the bride is pregnant at the 
time of the wedding) and the other 
would be renewable after five years, 
upon consent of both partners. If cither 
partner does not want to renew his side 
of the contract, the marriage is dissolved 
at the end of the given period of time. 

This puts marriage where it’s at, as 
far as I'm concerned. No individual 
can presume so much as to speak in 
terms of “forever,” when it comes to the 
elusive, undefined, emotional reaction 
called love. Calling in the church and 
the state to sanctify, legalize and finalize 
an act of declaring love is not going to 
make it any less unpredictable than it is. 
Declaring marriage to be an agreement 
that may or may not last foreyer is 
putting the responsibility for the success 


SEXUAL EVOLUTION 
Today's college students are “consider: 
ably more sexual" than those of 20 years 
ago, but this reflects a tendency to begin 
dating and courting at a younger age 
rather than a sweepingly promiscuous 
trend, according to Dr. William Simon, 
one of the authors of a forthcoming 
study of college behavior by the Institute 
for Sex Research at Indiana University. 
Addressing a meeting of psychoanalysts 
in New Orleans, Dr. Simon said that the 
percentage of American students who 
have engaged in premarital sex is signifi- 
cantly higher now than it was in the 
generation studied by Alfred Kinsey. 
"But" Simon told Pravuov, “this does 


not necessarily reflect a sweeping change 
in life styles or courting customs. The 
statistics may only mean that Americans 
ате marrying earlier. Among college stu- 
dents, sexual intercourse has been tradi- 


tionally acceptable as part of courtship. 
With sex a matter of course in the lisi 
of many college students, they have be- 
come less preoccupied with it. John Ga- 
gnon, co-author of the forthcoming study, 
told The New York Times: “Sex means 
less and less to this generation. There's a 
kind of cooling off of sex as an impor- 
tant organizing tendency in life.” Simon 
and Gagnon scoff at the phrase “Sexual 
Revolution"—an event that occurred, 
they maintain, in the 1920s. Both sociolo- 
gists prefer to label the current trend 
toward permissiveness in expression and 
behavior a "sexual evolution.” (Sec the 
following item.) 


REPORT ON HOMOSEXUALS 

BLOOMINGTON, INDIANA—The Institute 
for Sex Research at Indiana University is 
following up Alfred Kinsey's classic re- 
ports on the American male and female 
with a major study of homosexuals. Dr. 
Alan Bell, senior research psychologist 
and principal investigator, has been 
granted S280.000 by the National Insti- 
tute for Mental Health to conduct the 
research—the most extensive, complete 
and relevant ever undertaken.” Investi- 
gation will be made into the lives of 
1100 San Francisco inverts of both sexes. 
“We plan to focus on the family experi- 
ence of homosexuals,” says Dr. Bell. “We 
want to test all the theories about how 
homosexuality develops, and study the 
types of homosexual commitment and 
experience.” A preliminary investigation 
has already been made in Chicago and is 
being analyzed. The project is to be com- 
pleted in three years. 


POST OFFICE RENEWS CENSORSHIP 
WASHINGTON, D.c.—For the first time 
since 1961, the U.S. Post Office has de- 


FORUM NEWSFRONT 


а survey of events related to issues raised by “the playboy philosophy” 


clared certain magazines obscene and 
taken action against their publisher. The 
Post Office will stamp UNLAWFUL on mail 
to the publisher containing payments 
and orders and will return it to the 
senders; postmasters will refuse to cash 
money orders received by the firm. Pre- 
sented with a case alleging the obscenity 
of the publications, a Federal District 
judge issued an order authorizing the 
impounding of the publisher's mail. Sub- 
sequently, a Post Office judicial office 
held a hearing at which he declared the 
magazines obscene and authorized con- 
tinuation of action against the publisher. 
Outgoing Postmaster General W. Marvin 
Watson said he hoped the move “would 
bring about further clarification of the 
department's authority to administrative- 
ly curb obscene materials.” 

Ina classic case of the left hand ignor- 
ing the right hand, however, the Post 
Office had announced within the past 
few months that it would no longer 
censor the mails. Ап October 1968 
Associated Press dispatch vead: “The 
Post Office has abandoned censorship as 
a weapon in the war against smut and is 
training its guns only on dealers who 
mail pornography to people who com- 
plain.” The source for this intelligence 
was Chief Postal Inspector Н. B. Mon- 
lague. The story went on to explain the 
new pandering law, which allows recipi- 
ents of offensive advertising to initiate a 
cease-and-desist order against the sender. 
The A.P. story continued, “Because of 
limitations placed on them by the courts 
or by administrative decisions, Montague 
emphasizes that the Post Office is no 
longer in the censorship business. 

This may have been the shortestlived 
policy сист announced by the depart- 
ment. 


FILTHY FILMS IN NEW JERSEY 
CAMDEN, NEW. JERsEY— "Filis arc filth. 
At least the majority are down here in 
South Jersey,” said the spokeswoman for 
а drive to establish movie censorship in 
New Jersey. Mrs. Patricia McCosker, a 
member of the Sterling High School Dis- 
trict Board of Education, has been urg- 
ing the State Federation of District 
Boards of Education to pass a resolution 
calling for a state censorship law. The 
federation has not voted on the resolu- 
tion on the grounds that the matter is 
outside the organization's jurisdiction. 
“No one will see the dirty movies in 
New Jersey if our law passes," Mrs. Mc- 
Cosker said. She gave this capsule review 
of “The Graduate”: “Children lose re- 
spect for the adult world when a mar- 
ried woman seduces a teenager.” The 


resolution she sponsored stated that the 
“motion-picture industry today portiays 
obscenity, nudity, lewdness, horror, bru- 
lalily, violence, sadism, juvenile delin- 
quency, drug addiction and sexual 
conduct or relationships in а manner 
contrary to the mental, ethical and moral 
development of our youth. 


ADULTERY AND THE AIR FORCE 
SACRAMENTO, CALIFORNIA—A U.S. Dis- 
trict Court judge has upheld the Air 
Force's right to court-martial а noncom- 
missioned officer for committing adul- 
ter 


The accused staff sergeant is being 
tried under Article 134 of the Uniform 
Code of Military Justice, a catchall regu- 
lation that forbids conduct “prejudicial 
to the good order and discipline of the 
Armed Services.” The sergeant argued 
that the military had no jurisdiction to 
try him for adultery, but the judge vuled 
ihat й was up to the court-martial tri- 
bunal to decide whether or not adultery 
is a crime under Article 134. The court 
also dismissed the sergeant’s contention 
that he had been denied due process 
because he was not permitted to have 
character witnesses testify in his behalf. 

The сазе came lo the attention of the 
military authorities when the woman's 
husband lodged a complaint with the 
base commander, who then brought 
charges against (he accused. 


DRUGS AND THE CONSTITUTION 

A U.S. Appeals Court has ruled that 
sentencing a known drug offender to years 
in prison for simple possession of nar- 
colics is “a cruel and unusual punishment 
in violation of the Eighth Amendment.” 
Until this decision, a ten-year sentence 
had been mandatory for those convicted 
as second offenders under the Harrison 
Narcotics Act. The appeal was made by 
Albert Watson, Jr.. who became addicted 
lo narcotics in an Army hospital in Ja- 
pan while recovering from wounds sus 
tained in Korea. “Mere possession of 
narcotics is not in itself a grave offense,” 
said Chief Judge David L. Bazclon, “Its 
principal victim is the possessor, and a 
severe jail sentence is hardly defensible 
as an act of benevolence toward him.” 
On the other hand, the Massachusetts 
Supreme Court has upheld the state's 
ban on the изе of marijuana. Testimony 
by experts “fully justifies the conclusion 
that marijuana is а mind-altering drug,” 
said the court, nevertheless admitting 
that no “absolute, statistical апа scien- 
tific proof" exists that marijuana is 
harmful. The decision, believed to be 
the fist of its kind in the nation, will 
permit the state to bring to trial two 
men arrested on charges of possession of 
marijuana. 


GOD 15 А LIVE ISSUE 

AUSTIN, rexAS— Mrs. Madalyn Murray 
O'Hair, whose lawsuit resulted їп the 
banning of public school prayers, has 
opened a “Center of Atheism" that will 
be directed by her husband, Richard. The 
first institution of its kind in the U.S., 
it will produce radio shows, newsletters 
“and other educational material.” It will 
also be headquarters for the Sociely of 
Sepurationists, which advocates complete 
separation of church and state, including 
removal of church-property-tax exemp- 
tions. Mrs. O'Hair also protested against 
the televised Bible readings by the Apol- 
lo astronauts. “It’s just incredible,” she 
said; "men who are supposed to be scien- 
lists reading from “Genesis” like that. Рт 
just amazed that nobody has had the 
guts 10 do anything about it, Atheists 
have been so cowed by Christians, they 
let them get away with anything.” 


PROGRESSIVE DUTCH CATHOLICS 
NOORDWIJK, NETHERLANDS—The Dutch 
Pastoral Council, made up of clerical 
and lay leaders of the Dutch Roman 
Catholic Church, has passed а resolution 
challenging Pope Paul's argument that 
artificial birth control is immoral as 
“not convincing.” The declaration was a 
victory for the moderate wing of the 
Duich Church, which as а whole is the 
most liberal branch of Roman Catholicism 
rope. Another resolution, proposed 
by the progressives bul not passed, rejected 
the Pope's encyclical on birth control as 
“unacceplable.” Debate was marked. by 
outspokenness, one young man demand- 
ing, "Who are we to represent. youth? 
Where азе the marijuana smokers, the 
kids who leave home and live together?" 


in 


ABORTION DOCTOR ARRESTED 
Nathan Rappaport has 
heen arrested and may be tied for 
first-degree manslaughter for allegedly 
performing an abortion on a girl who 
subsequently died. In а letter to the 
November 1967 "Playboy Forum." Dr. 
Rappaport admitted to having performed 
30,000 abortions during his medical ca- 
reer and to having spent a total of 
over nine years in prison on abortion 
convictions. Recently, he became a pub- 
lic crusader for repeal of all abortion 
laws. Dr. Rappaport was arrested. outside 
the hospital where the girl was initially 
taken by friends. James А. Wechsler com- 
mented in the New York Post: “Guilty 
or innocent, Nathan Rappaport did go 
to the hospital and expose himself to 
arrest. That is not the style of a ‘butch- 
er; whatever the law may decide about 
him, he knows that he did not slip into 
the shadows when he realized that a girl 
was dying.” 


NEW YORK—D1 


of that agreement into tangible. reasor 
ble terms. It allows for the changes 
manifest in two human beings. For the 
church and the state to expect two people 
to live up to all those elevated concepts 


stated in today’s marriage vows is to 
ignore the one permanent quality inher- 
ent man's nature—the inevitable 


desire for change 
Mrs. Abbie Alvin Duarte 
Hyannis, Massachusetts 


LAISSEZ FAIRE 

As one of the higher paid callgirls in 
I think I сап speak about the 
ion with more authority than can 
the Reverend Robert W. Cromey (The 
Playboy Forum, December k 
ly, I ат utterly opposed to the Rev 
end Cromeys argum in favor of 
legalizing prostitution 
sons | entered this occupation was to 
avoid Government controls, red tape, bu- 
reaucracy and the entire paraphernalia 
of our authoritarian society. Thats my 
temperament: Some can travel docilely 
with the herd, but others such as me pre- 
fer to be free-lance operators. outlaws and 
self-determiners. I am college-educated, 
having maintained a three-point average 
and graduating with honors. I have never 
felt underprivileged or considered. my- 
self forced into a dehumanizing profes 
sion. My dients are quite human and 
there is nothing inhuman about their 
desire for me. Sure, the police rake-olf is 
a nuisance, but it's a hell of a lot less of a 
nuisance than the tax I would have to 
pay if my work came under Uncle Sam's 
fulltime scrutiny—his raids, at present, 
are sporadic and he has no way of pro 
ing a girl earned more per year than she 
will admit, lll take things as they are, 
Reverend, 


(Name and address 
withheld by request) 


GUTTER CRAWLING 
The crime of gute 
ice of men cruising down 
in their cars looking for a prostitute. I 
don’t know who gave it this colorful 
name, but I suspect jt was one of our 
more e politicians. A recent article 
in the Melbourne Sun describes 35 men. 
being convicted and fined 510 each on 
this charge, as part of a crusade by the 
Victorian government. (Ше government. 
of the state of Victoria, which lives up 
to its name) to do h prosi 
tion by getting the clients, as well as 
the girls. olf the strecis. One man was 
stopped by police after a disguised po- 
licewom offered herself то him for ten 
dollars and he accepred. He pleaded 
not guilty but was convicted with the 
others. The Sun article thoughtfully 
printed the names and addresses of all 
the convicted men so Melbourne society 
would know at whom to cast stone: 
Australia is а great country, probably 
the best place in the world in which to 


gods the 


craw! 


street 
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live and to work, but it is mismanaged by 


government officials with a holier-tha 
thou 


attitude, which is carried to the 
me in Victoria, "This makes Aw 
а laughingstock to the outside 
world and to tourists, and embitters the 
people who live here. 

Frank J. Hussey 
Melbourne, Australia 


GOD AND SEX 
Nancy Campbell, in her letter attack- 
ing premarital sex (The Playboy Forum, 
December), uses the expresion "God 
intended." This phrase, with its sugges 
tion that the letter writer has a direct 
line to the Deity, reminds me of the 
comic desk sign that reads, MY MIND 15 
MADE UP; DONT ME WHH THE 


CONFUSE 
PACS. 

Without attempting to tell су 
Campbell what God intended, I would 
like to call her attention to a passage 
from Situation Ethics, by Joseph Fletch- 


er, prolessor of social ethics at the Epis- 
copal Theological School in Cambridge, 
Massachusetts, Dr. Fletcher says: 
Moving over fom law to love 
(Раш! called it grace) ful 


tening step to take. 

The situationalist, cutting himself 

loose from the dead hand of un- 

‚+. can only deter- 
man of good will he 

a free man, with all the 
that go along with 


mine that as 
will live 


freedom, 
We find nothing in the teachings 


of Jesus about the ethics of sex, ex 
cept adultery and an absolute con- 


demnation of divorce. correlative 
matter. He said nothing about birth 
pon Maca p СЕЙ EENS 


childlessness, homosexuality, mastur- 
bation, fornication or premarital 
intercourse, sterilization uficial in- 


semination, abortion, sexplay, pei 
ting and courtship. Whether any 
form of sex (hetero, homo or auto) 


is good or evil depends on whether 
love is fully served. 


The idea 1 ex within 
annot be selfish, while sex oui 
ge must be, is strongly implied 
Campbell's letter: but in real life, 
opposite is often the case. A marri 
license does not create love ог unself- 
ishness, and absence ol the license does. 
not extinguish these virtues. 


marriage 
ide mar- 


abridge, Massachusetts 


DEATH FOR FORNICATION 

When Nancy Campbell shrilly asserts 
that “The Bible says repeatedly that 
fornication is wrong, a sin punishable 
by death,” she, li ons who try 
to prop up м ntisexual arguments 
with Scriptural authority, speaks out of 
ignorance and error. 


In the Old Testament, fornication, as 
long it did not involve intercourse 
with pagans or with persons who were 
off limits for reasons of consanguinity, 
was treated rather lightly and was def- 
initely not a capital offense, For exam- 
ple, Exodus (22:16-17) states “If а man 
seduces a virgin who is not betrothed, 
nd lies with her, he shall give the 
marriage present for her, and make her 
his wife. If her father utterly refuses to 
give her to him, he shall pay money 
equi lent to the marriage present for 
virgins.” Nowhere is death mentioned. 

Nor was prostitution subject to capi- 
tal punishment In fact, the prophet 
married a prostitute and the pa- 
arch Judah had intercourse with what. 
he thought was a prostitute with impu- 
nity. Is true that Genesis (38:24) sug- 
gests that the harlot was to be put to 
death, but she was engaged at the time, 
which made her an adulteress under the 
w of that time. Adultery was sometimes 
punishable by death, but the root of the 
offense lay nor in the sexual activity itself 
but in the fact that one man had violated. 
the property rights of another by taking 
his wife or fiancée. 

As for the New Testament, it simply 
does not contain any suggestion tl 
fornicators ought to die for their offense, 
not even in the writings of Saint Paul, 
who was reluctant to approve of sex even 
in marriage. 

I'm not attempting to defend fornica- 
tion: I'm suggesting that people such as 
Miss Campbell should read the Bible 
before using it as a club against persons 
whose actions they don't like. 

The Rev. H. L. Wipprecht 
The United Church of Canada 
Cobalt, Ontari 


TORMENT OF ADOLESCENCE 
Sexuality naturally arrives early, far 
ahead of intellectual maturity. The ado- 
lescent. suddenly possessed by desires 
that he or she ouly dimly understands, is 
full of ambivalence, “a young adult one 
day and a big child the next.” At this 
point, he or she needs intelligent advice 
and counsel—from parents, from society, 
from school, from the church. Instead, 
what does the adolescent get? Repre 
fear, guilt, blame, shame, prohibi 
tions, inhibitions, pressures, punishmer 
mythology, superstition, ignorance and 
downright di 
It is no surprise that many adolescents 
get fouled up sexually. It is virtually a 
miracle 0 any of them manage to 
grow up into sane and healthy adults. 
The Rev. Р. E. Roll 
Massillon, Ohio 
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CREATORS OF CHAOS 

My last place of residence was a small 
ng house, and in th 
ing room, the landlady al 
azines available for the tenants—two 
h periodicals and rrvso. 1 had 


room 


never looked at your magazine before 
this, and I must say 1 was shocked and 
disturbed by what Í read in your pages 
I was even more upset when I discov- 
ered that the landlady was having an 
affair with a male tenant, the girl wha 
lived down the hall from me often “еп. 
tertained" male guess all night long, 
and two college students who shared a 
room on the floor above me were having 
a homosexual affair. When 1 confronted 
the landlady with my suspicions, she re- 
plied brazenly, “You must be some kind 
of nut—there's nothing wrong with sex 
As а 35-year-old bachelor who has always 
tried to live up to the Bib 
n which 1 was raised, I immediately 
moved out of that place. 

Tm sure the landlady and the ten: 
didn't get their standards from the 
church periodicals they read, so I с 
only assume they got them from your 
pages. Are you proud of the chaos you 
have created? 

(Name withheld by request) 
Dayton, Ohio 


DR. STRANGELOVE 
old cardiac patient liv- 
I recently asked our 
lamily doctor if he could give my wife 
information on the tri 
ity described by Masters 
the May 1968 Playboy Interview. I felt 
that a more satisfactory sex life would 
help relieve the tensions present in our 
marriage. prolong my physical hei 
improve my wife's and my own emotio 
al attitude. The doctor, father of two 
daughters, disclaimed any knowledge of 
Masters and Johnson's research or its 
importance and went on to say that se: 
ual love should not interest a man over 
30 and that it certainly had no place in 
own marriage. He said that he and 
wile had never varied lovemak- 
ing positions or kissed or touched cach 
other in any way not prescribed by the 
Jaws of our state (which are rather restric 
tive). The doctor then said that anybody 
expressing an interest in "such activities” 
should seek psychiatric help. Finally, he 
left me with the admonition that I was 
not giving my heart the best possible care 
by concerning myself with sex. I would 
say that my doctor might benefit from the 
psychiatric help he recommended for me 
(Name and address 
withheld by request) 
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COMMUNIST SEX PLOT 

PLAYBOY influence is among those 
America down the primrose path, 
cording to a gentleman from the ollice 
of Max Rafferty, California supe 
tendent of public education, Dr. Edwin 
Kloz, an assistant to the State Board 
of Education recently delivered а speech 
Lodi. California, that was reported 
the Stockton Record. He lumped “the 
public relations man for PLAYBOY mag: 
zine” (whoever that is) with such unsavory 
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fellow travelers as secular huma 
intellectuals, Communist the Eastern 
establishment, Dr. Spock and Abe Fortas 
Here are some choice bits from the 
Record: 


Dr. Klotz said these "secular hu- 
manists” are teaching “immoral and 
amoral” sex in schools—as part of 
a Communist conspiracy—instead of 
“purity, chastity, virginity 
other beliefs found in the Holy 
Bible... 

Dr. Klotz .. . said he spoke as a 
“neutral report 

He called for a return to the 
“theological premise (divine law)" 
under which the entire world lives, 
noting that “anarchists” ignore the 
Ten Commandments. 


and 


Klotz declared that one sex educator 
"has a long history of Communist 
connections" and, in another bit of innu- 
endo said, “You may have read" that a 
certain organization that furnishes sex- 
education materials on request “is a 
Communist sex plot to corrupt young 
America.” Of course, I may also have 
read that the moon is made of red her- 
rings. 

The paper also reported Dr. Klotz’ 
suggestion that "sex education is perhaps 
best left to adult school.” You might 
think that for adults such education 
would be a bit belated, but in Lodi, the 
Tokay-grape capital of California, the 
motto is BETTER LATE THAN EARLY, Out 
there in the grape fields, there arcn't сусп 
any animals to watch. 

Don Grubbs 


whoever youare. Uniesy tthe Fae 
1 а Stockton, California 
whatever kind of music 
turns you on. of sex on the screen, I once saw a woman 
cover her little daughter's eyes with her 


ampex hasitallonstereo tape! hand. The child did not try to peek: in 


fact, she cooperated with her mother's 


Be it pop, rock, folk, jazz or classical .. апа whatever efforts. I offer this as an example of the 
your tape player/recorder handles . . . 4-track car- ideal censorship: The genuine concern 
uds dE ce ER O By EE o of the judge and the total submissiveness 


Ampex Stereo Tapes has it all! of the subject. ө 4 Ре 
This particularly disturbing incident 

And talk about selections! All your favorite artists makes me conclude that the essence of 

from over 65 different recording labels are available censorship is not an assault on freedom 


now, everywhere. of expression but on freedom of absorp- 
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à АП My recent picture, Rosemary's Baby, 
EGO (Mts p greatly increased my stock of examples of 


this form of activity. In some arcas it has 
aroused not only anger and vituperation 
STEREO TAPES but more direct action, suck as closing 


the theaters, sheriff's raids, cancellation 
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phenomena of suppression. 
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Tn a theater during a fictional moment 
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Here are some excerpts from newspa 
per clippings in areas where attacks were 
launched upon the film. Each is a sepa- 
te statement made by a person who 
advocated censoring Rosemary's Baby. 1 
believe they make fascinating reading: 


Rosemary's. Baby was a direct 
mockery on the birth of Jesus Christ, 
nd you tell me that isn't commu- 
nism! 

Anyone who would advertise or 
put on a show like Rosemary's Baby 
is promoting the worst filth. . . . 
"The swearing and other evil sugges- 
tions were beyond imagination. 

How long will Meridian officials 
and churches continue to condone 
such rot before making a serious 
effort to do somethi about them? 
-.. Have the Christian people in 
Me n become so Communist in- 
doctrinated that they cannot sce the 
truth? 

I would like to thank Mr. Glen 
Barlow and Sheriff Navarette for the 
fine way they handled closing the 
movie Rosemary's Baby. 
jo while the censors are at work 
on Rosemary's Baby suppose they 
investigate the left-wing Comm 
inspired moving picture business. 

If there is any way possible I can 
help keep these movies out of our 
town, 1 will do so. [This statement 
was made by a chief of police.] 


Roman Polanski 
Hollywood, California 
Polish film maker Roman Polanshi’s 
“Knife in the Water” was judged best 
film at the Venice Film Festival. Polanski 
(See “On the Scene,” October 1966) has 
since directed “Repulsion,” “Cul de 
Sac,” “The Fearless Vampire Killers" 
"Cherchez la Femme” and “Rosemary's 
Baby.” His photographs of his actress-wife 
Sharon Tate appeared in vLaynoy, March 
1967. In December 1968, he received the 
Raoul Lévy Film Makers Award, 


PORNOGRAPHY AND THE DRIVER 

‘The following item is taken from the 
newsletter of the American Civil Liber 
tics Union of Washington: 


Freelance photographer Robert 
M. Livingston of Buckley, Washing- 
ton, appeared in the A. C.L. U. of- 
fice one afternoon with a letter from 
Allstate Insurance Company that 
gave the following reasons for non- 
renewal of auto policy: 

‘Our information shows you dis- 
play pornographic drawings and a 
statue unusual to the average home 
and not reflecting the attitudes of 
the above-average unmarried for 
which our market is priced. The 
decision to not renew your policy 


nore: Besides all other infur 
aspects of this complaint about wh 


is proper for the "average G 
Mr. Livingston's “pornographic” be- 
longings consisted of two Picasso 
prints and one Michelangelo statue 
of David, sans fig leaf. In addition, 
Mr. Livingston's driving record has 
been perfect for the five years he has 
been insured by Allstate. 


Sylvia Parker 
Seattle, Washington 


“CONSCIENTIOUS OBJECTION” 


It is with great interest that I have 
followed the discussion of the draft in 
The Playboy Forum. Your readers might 
find it significant that “Conscientious 
Objection,” a recent social statement of 
the 3,000,000-member Lutheran Church 
in America, recognizes not only con- 
scientious objection to war but also to a 
particular war. The statement says: 


This church stands by and up- 
holds those of its members who 
conscientiously object to military 
service as well as those who in con- 
science choose to serve in the mil 
tary. This church further affirms that 
who, for reasons of 
conscience, objects to participati 
in а particular war is acting in har- 
mony with Lutheran teaching. . . . 

In the best interest of the civil 
community, conscientious objectors 
to particular wars, as well as con- 
scientious objectors to all wars, 
ought to be granted exemption 
from military duty and opportunity 
should be provided them for alter- 
native service, and until such time 
as these exemptions are so pro- 
vided, persons who conscientiously 
object to a particular war are re- 
minded that they must be willing 
to accept applicable civil or a 
nal penalties for their action. 

All conscientious objectors should 
be accorded equal treatment before 
the Jaw, whether the basis of their 
stand is specifically religious ог 
жей „е 


‘The Rev. William M. Munson 
Rock City, Illinois 


DRAFT VS. INDIVIDUAL RIGHTS 

When the draft is objectively exam- 
ined, it stands indicted as an abridg- 
ment of the rights for which гілувоу 
has been fighting. Government is the 
servant of the people, instituted to pro- 
tect and defend the individual's right to 
“life, liberty and the pursuit of happi- 
’ The draft is a flagrant violation of 
all three. When a draftee is felled on the 
field of battle, he has been forcefully 
denied life, When a draftee is compelled 
to report for military duty, he is denied 
liberty, When a man longer free 
to choose and act according to own 
volition, he is deprived of his right to 
happiness. 

Advocates of the draft deny that it is 


ical to a free nation. They ma 
that a drafted army is all that stands be- 
tween the free world and servitude to 
the Communist bloc. They are quick 
to point out that only the draft keeps an 
army at full strength and ready to meet 
any contingency or emergency, Have 
they so little faith that in time of need a 
truly free people will arise of their own 
free will to defend their country? If free 
men fail to act in defense of their coun- 
try, they have forfeited their right to a 
free society. 

Our founding fathers did make provi- 
sion in the Constitution that Congress 
shall have the right to raise and main- 
ta army. They didn't state how, but 
surely they didn't have in mind a quota 
system based on a human lottery. 

Many young men are driven to acts 
of desperation by their inability to either 
understand or to determine their mili- 
tary obligation. The cases of a few of 
my clients illustrate the problem. One 
young man, alter impulsively enlisting 
in the Marine Corps at the age of 18, 
recently deserted and chained himself 
along with eight other Servicemen to a 
group of clergymen in a San Francisco 
church. This young man now faces 
courtmartial and а possible shanghaiing 
to Vietnam by Marine authorities. A 
second young man 1 represent reported 
recently to his induction center with a 
Tage bucket of animal blood in an 
attempt to convey to the authorities his 
distaste for war and killing. And 1 am 
currently representing a young man who 
hired an artist to create an antiwar "col- 
that included, along with mag: 
zime photographs, 50 Selective Service 
cards and notices of classification. con- 
tributed by resisters in the community. 

These apparently bizarre acts reflect 
not isolated incidents of eccentric indi- 
viduals but the frustrated actions of hon- 
est young men of conscience, unable to 
cope with the uncertainties of the draft 
ct and unable to comprehend how a 
Government of free men can coerce 
them to participate in a war in which 
they do not believe. 

The danger of the draft transcends 
the question of whether or not ће Gov- 
ernment has a right to impose military 
service on civilians. 1f the Government 
continues to exercise this right undhak 
lenged, it follows that it can assert the 
right to manipulate the individual's life 
any manner it chooses, without the 
slightest regard for his consent. The is- 
sue of the draft is the place to make a 
stand. The price of liberty will always 
be eternal. vigilance. 

Michael Greene 
Attorney at Law 
Santa Monica, 


fornia 


VIOLENCE IN AMERICA 

It is becoming trite to remark that the 
Vietnamese is one of the many 
causes of the ever escalating violence i 
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Text from "The Log of the Сину Sark” reprinted with 


Permission of Brown, Son & Ferguson, Ltd., Publishers. 


Pi uty Sark 
firt..the rest 


(250 Log records victory after vc- 
tory. Of all the magnificent ships of 
the clipper fleet, she alone carned the 
right to be called Number One. The best. 
That proud tradition is carried 
on by the Scotch that took her name. 
Cutty Sark is America's best: -selling 
Scotch. The reason: Cutty's consist- 
ently distinguished taste. The taste 
to be savored, The taste ofexceptional 
Scotch. 
Cutty Sark. Number One. The best. 


veer ror |) 
SUDO 


A selling 
Scotch 


DISTILLED ANO BOTTLED IN SCOTLAND - BLENDED B6 PROOF 
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America’s own cities, but I would like to 
offer a new perspective on the issue, 
One of the worst aspects of TV cover- 
age of the Vietnam blood bath is our 
typically American infatuation with size 
and magnitude, which in this case is 
relleced in ihe nightly body counts 
broadcast on television. Lt. Col. К. A. 
McMahon complained about this in 


Some U. S, units in Vietnam rcally 
count bodies; others probably nev- 
er do, but under pressure from 
higher up report whatever "body 
count" would be expected. . . . 

If we are trying to convince some- 
one that we are winning the war be- 
cause the enemy is losing more men 
than we are, we are on the wrong 
side of history. If this were true, the 
Confederacy should have won the 
Civil War and the Allies should 
have lost both World W. 

Apart from the impresion we 
are making worldwide that ме 
ghouls obsessed with the gruesome 
stacking and counting of cadavers, 
the danger is very real of falling 
victim to our own inflated statistics. 


This Auschwitz, style of tabulating 
corpses reflects the domination within 
the American power elite of what Freud 
called “sadisticanal” personalities. This 
type of personality never ach 
pathy with other human bein 
ober ac objeto be manipulated and 
is maniacally preoccupied with measure- 
ment. The Marquis de de, who 
rked on the wall the precise number 
of times he had flogged each prostitute 
in the famous Paris brothel incident, is 
a classic example of this pathology. Our 
cheerfully detached newscasters, recit- 

ng the latest body count each night, are 
brainwashing the whole population to 
think and feel in this sociopathic m 
ner. Is it any wonder that a recent mur- 
mented, on arrest, that he hadn't 
led the numerical achievement of 
Charles Whitman, the sniper on the 
Austin tower? 


K. J. MacKenzie 
Cuernavaca, Mexico 


LEARNING ABOUT BIGOTRY 

It w with much amusement and 
gratification that I read the Newsfront 
item in the November Playboy Forum 
tiled “Wretched of the Earth.” The 
experiment of teaching children about 
discrimination by exposing them to un- 
equal treatment based оп the color of 
their cyes was performed by me at the 
Harvard-Lexington summer program in 
1963. I also employed this teaching strat- 
egy in Hawaii during the same academic 
year. Since most of the children in the 
class were of Oricntal extraction, we used 
height as a variable instead of eye color. 
We found the median height in the class 
and divided the children into “big 


people” and “little people.” giving special 
privileges to one group and discriminat- 
ing against the other. The results in both 
experiments, as I wrote in а report in the 
January 1967 issue of Social Education, 
were: 


After further venting of fecling 
and some discussion of their situa- 
tion, the children began to realize 
that they had been suggesting revo- 
Jutionary measures as а means of 

proving their lot for much the 
same reasons that other groups had 
revolted at other times and in other 
places. For the first and. only time 
in their lives, these children. were 
able 10 appreciate how and why 
people can be driven to revolt. 


Melvin Ezer, Ph. D. 
Arizona State University 
Tempe, Arizona 


AGAINST LEGALIZED MURDER 

Your May 1968 Forum Newsfront item 
about the elforts of the NAACP Legal 
Defense and Educational Fund to halt 
all executions in the United States 
serves to keep the issue of capital pun- 
ishment before the public. Ihe fact 
that most executions have been halted 
should not cause those citizens who op- 
pose the death penalty to slacken their 
efforts, for 37 of our 50 states still have 
this barbarity on their statute books. 

In our schools, homes and houses of 
worship, the young are taught that the 
taking of human life is wrong. Yet a 
glance at any newspaper tells us that 
Killing is not frowned upon in our socie- 
ty, because igs are carried ош by 
the state itself. Т believe that I speak for 
my generation in recognizing that this 
conflict between word and deed can only 

ate the alienation of our youth and, 
therefore, broaden the generation р; 

I myself could never pull the switch, 
And since I could not, I consider it im- 
moral for me to sit idly by and allow my 
representative—my employee—to do so 
for me. If the job of executioner were to 
rotate—like that of juror—from citizen 
to citizen, the death penalty would soon 
cease to be an issue, for only a few 
would voluntarily pull the switch, This 
is а faci: The Hanis Poll of July 3, 
1966, reported that only 38 percent of 
the nation supports the death penalty. 

Douglas Lyons 
Citizens Against Legalized Murder 
Berkeley, California 


ON MURDERING THE MURDERER 

In speaking against the death penalty, 
I have had a number of armchair hang- 
men say to me, almost hysterically: “But 
what if you went home and found your 
wife's bloody, mutilated body dead on 
the floor at the hands of a rapist— 
wouldn't you want to sce the murder 
avenged?” Aside from my inclination to 
wonder about the questioner's all-too- 
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my answer has beer 
of course; but what docs this 
prove?” It simply proves that I, like 
most other humans, would probably be 
ruled by blind emotion rather than by 
n in such a situation. This, however, 
has little to do with the rightness or the 
absurdity of the death penalty. 

That one should want to avenge a 
great personal loss has nothing to do with 
the overwhelming arguments against the 
death penalty: viz, there is no evidence 
that it is a deterrent to capital crime; it 
is almost always used against the poor, 
the friendless and members of minority 
groups; and it provides our society with 
à convenient scapegoat mechanism for its 
rejection of outcasts. 

The Rev. Thom: 
Director 

Interfaith Action Council of 
Greater Flint 

Flint, Michigan. 


OLD GOLFERS NEVER KILL... 
Let's outlaw golf clubs. They are a 
lethal weapon; not only can they propel 
а golf ball at speeds sufficient to kill but 
they themselves can ako be used to 
smash a victim's skull. Eisenhower's Se- 
cret Service men were at times armed 
with golf clubs. I would elaborate fur- 
ther, but I'm sure my readers are saying, 
“That's absurd.” 
So is gun control. for the 
Guns don't kill. People kill. 
David Darrow 
Danville, Illinois 
Let's outlaw illogical analogies. 


me reason. 


THE CRIMINAL ARSENAL 

In a Los Angeles County study of 
crimes committed with guns, there were 
58 murders and assaults during the 
study period. Eight defendants had rec 
ords of mental illness teen were 
addicts. Forty-three were cx-felons. 
usly, such people should not have 
guns, Twenty-five of the guns used were 
ad been purchased at 
retail stores, nine had been stolen and 13 
had been purchased from private parties, 

I recently read of а professional armed 
robber who used over 40 guns in his ten- 
year career. He bought them from bur- 
glars, robbers of gunshops, smugglers and 
Army Reservists. The criminal use of guns 
is, indeed, a national problem, bur it docs 
not necessarily follow that legal sales are 
the source of the criminal's arsenal, Most 
of used in crime are stolen, 
sed along 
nal, illegal channels: there- 
tions on legal sales are not 
1 personally have known 
h pistols; they stole the damn 


through inf 
fore, restr 
the 


Brown 
Kingsport, Tennessee 


At the root of the problem is the 
existence of а vast pool of firearms, 
especially handguns, in private hands. 
This, ultimately, is the source of crimi- 
nal weapons and of the weapons in- 
volved in murders among families and 
friends, in suicides and їп deaths by 
accident. Just as, during one period in 
the Vietnamese war, the U.S. was un- 
willingly the largest supplier of arms to 
the Viet Cong (by way of weapons being 
caplured from the South Vietnamese 
forces), so the law-abiding citizen is un- 
willingly the largest supplier of arms to 
the criminal in this country. The essence 
of intelligent gun control is simple: Guns 
ате am unnecessary and dangerous ele- 
ment in our environment. The more 
guns removed from the environment, the 
less dangerous it becomes. 


GUNMEN’S РЕМІЅЕЅ, CONTINUED 

It was predictable that a herd of gun 
collectors would rush to the defense of 
their collective penises (The Playboy 
Forum, February) after Barbara Ru 
pointed out what a gun is a Freudian 
substitute for (The Playboy Forum, No- 
ber). Alas, for all thei 

about their virility, Miss Rurik 
king from the mental-health 
for her thesis that gunmen 
make lousy lovers. Dr. 
ti 


quoted in 
Sexology m aying that gun 
addicts collect the weapons to.“ 

some neurotic psychological need" 


and 
impotence is frequently found in 
this group. 


Herbert Floyd 
New Orleans, Louisiana 


GUNS AND AGGRESSION 
In the September issue of Psychology 
Today, Dr. Leonard Berkowitz, chairman 
of the psychology department at the Uni- 
versity of Wisconsin, has written a re- 
vealing article on “Impulse, Aggression 
and the Gun." Two studics that he and 
colleagues made indicated: (1) "Even 
. the casual sight of à gun can some 
times stimulate aggressive behavior.” 
(This applies especially when one is angry 
and frustrated; and how many of us in 
our unjust, overpopulated technocracy 
can say we don't experience some degree 
of frustration every day?) (2) "Contrary 
to what the so-called catharsis theory pre- 
dicts, the sight of violence can increase 
the chance that viewer will express 
aggression himself.” Dr. Berkowitz sug- 
at if we want less violence in the 
‚ we should reduce frustration, keep 
our inhibitions against violence intact 
and remove immediate cues (guns com- 
sing the largest category) that сап set 
olf aggressive acts. Reducing frustrations 
will be far more difficult than controlling 
the use of guns, but the latter would be 
a practical beginning. 
Mrs. Edwine Hearne 
Largo, Florida 


GUN STATISTICS 

The following question and answer 
appeared in а recent issue of The Ameri- 
can Rifleman: 


Question: Time, Newsweek, Life 
advertising in The New York Times 
and other publications have assert- 
ed that, in effect, private guns in 
private hands have killed 750,000 to 
800,000 Americans since 1900. This 
figure is now being quoted as 
official, Is it correct? 

Answer: It is neither official nor 
correct. It is a fa n. The U.S. 
Department of Health, Education 
and Welfare, to which this figure 
has been attributed, says it knows of 
no such figure nor any legitimate. 
basis for such a figure. Its own sta- 
tistics, the basis for the misrcpiesen- 

include mot only murders 
llings-—involving 
police, guards and self-defense and 
go back nationwide only to 1933. 


is опе of the “other 
publications” that have quoted this 
figure, J wonder if you will have the 
honesty to admit that you were wrong. 
John Selene 
Chicago, Hlinois 
The Ame n Rifleman is correct in 
pointing out that the figure attributed. 
to the Department of Healih, Education 
and Welfare includes justifiable homi- 
cides. (The figure also includes 360,217 
suicides and 138,265 accidental deaths, 
as we pointed oul їп the October 
“Playboy Forum.") Nobody knows how 
many of the homicides ате “justifiable” — 
nol even the Department of Health, Edu- 
cation and Welfare—but a reasonable 
guess would be about 15 percent (based 
on Cook County statistics). Thus, if we 
shave 15 percent off the estimate of 
269,136 homicides, we have a revised 
figure of 229,021. The total gun-death 
figure (including suicides and accidents) 
then becom 27,503. Take another two 
percent (about 14,500) off that for deaths 
caused by explosives, which The Ameri- 
can Rifleman failed to mention. What 
remains is still over 700,000—a rather 
ghoulish statistic, in our opinion. 
Apart from this palpable hit. The 
American Rifleman is firing blanks. The 
figures ave, indeed, “official,” they are 
not “fabrications” and they ave openly 
acknowledged by HEW. The figures for 
the period before 1933 are based on 
mathematical projection, a statistical 
technique used in every field of science. 
with dependable results, No amount of 
quibbling over accuracy to the final dig- 
it is going to alter the fact that a terri- 
bly large number of people die from 
gun wounds in this country every year. 
(continued on page 179) 
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Look at these shoes. 
They have "Europe" written all 


overtheirexquisite antiqued leathers. 


Butthey also have something else 
written all over. 

Made in America. 

Which gives the Fortina collection 
by Freeman some advantages over. 
imported shoes made somewhere 
else. 

Like longer wear. (If ycu've ever 


worn a peir of those fragile foreign 
imports, you know what we mean.) 

Fit. This is where foreign imports 
are hurting. (Not to mention your 
feet.) They try to make several sizes 
on a single mold. Which isn't very 
precise 

But at Freeman, we use aseparate 
mold foreach size. Soyou geta more 
exact, more comfortable fit, 

Price. If you could get a foreign 


FREEMAN SHOE COMPANY, BELOIT, WISCONSIN 53511. 


shoe made this well, it would set 
you back about $50. Fortinas startat 
amere $25. 

With all these advantages, other 
companies may someday come out 
with home-made imports like Fortinas. 

But for nowyou'll find them only at 
stores that sell Freeman Shoes. 
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А OIVISION OF THE UNITEO STATES SHOE CORPORATION. 


If the world is too 
much with you, here’s an idea 
you might cotton to—100% 

Find a serene Mediter- 
ranean port. 

Then, cut the shore 
lines and let the world drift off 
Float free and quiet. 


For this sea-escape, try Majorca. 
Choose your com- 
panions and attire with equal 
care. Both should be carefree, 
enduring, and pleasant to 
look upon. We commend the 
choices—in each category—of 
ship's officers Meredith and 


West. Uniformwise, they've 
chosen Captain's Braid, by 
Jantzen. 100% cotton over and a piped one-piece 

Don's gabardine jacket swim suit from Jantzen of 
and trunks, about $12 and $6. б Switzerland clothe 

Jerry's velour pull- _—=* _ theably-bodied crew 
over in coordinating colors, 7 (Two belles and 
about $7. His bell bottoms Jantzen all's well?) 


about $12 
Another striped pull- 


nono мем: ALLEN GINSBERG 


а candid conversation with the hippie-guru poet laureate of the new left and the flower children 


In a country that understands and 
extols those who dedicate themselves to 
the factual and pragmatic, Allen Gins- 
berg is an eccentric anomaly—and an 
amiable affront to nearly every “respect- 
able” literary, intellectual, religious, po- 
litical and moral convention. A poet, a 
mystic, а homosexual, a psychedelic prose- 
lyte, a revolutionary, a bearded prophet 
of doom for what he considers socie- 
b's “sick” values, he is among the most 
famous and certainly the most contro- 
versial of living poets. Opinion is divid- 
ed about whether he is also a great poet, 
but jan and foe seem to agree with critic 
Robert Hazel that Ginsberg “stands 
alone in the curious dignity of his work. 
He possesses a reckless imagination sus- 
tained бу... the nearly incredible defects 
and almost unsurpassed excellences of 
largeness.” 

His growth to that stature has been 
an incongruous and anguished journey. 
Born in 1926 in Newark, New Jersey, he 
was raised in nearby Paterson, where his 
father, also a poet (and a recent biogra- 
pher of Allen in “My Son, the Poet”), 
was a high school English teacher. At 17, 
he entered Columbia University, where 
he began to experiment with new ways of 
writing, influenced largely by novelists 
Jack Kerouac and William Burroughs, 
whom he met while an undergraduate. 
He also began to experiment with drugs 
and sexual freedom; eventually, he was 
expelled jor association with addicts, 
prostitutes and thieves, and was com- 
mitted jor eight months to a mental in- 
stitution, After release, he returned to 
school, was graduated and spent several 


“Try to break the money-property-power 
men of their habits and they'll act like 
junktes—lie, steal, scream, live in your 


house, cut down forests, raze hills, sell 


the ground [rom under unborn feet.” 


years wandering from one odd job to an- 
other: spot welder, newspaper reporter, 
dishwasher, night porter, book review 
seaman on cargo ships—winding up in 
San Francisco as a clean-shaven, Ivy- 
suited, high-paid consultant in market 
research. Completely out of his element, 
he became increasingly despondent and 
finally underwent а year of psycho- 
analysis that convinced him, he says, “to 
quit the job, my tie and suit, the apart- 
ment on Nob Hill... and do what I 
wanted.” Abandoning the business world 
and all its trappings. he moved to bo- 
hemiam North Beach with his lover, 
Peter Orlovsky (whom he identified as 
his “wije” in the biographical fact sheet 
he was invited some years later to submit 
to "Who's Who"), and began to write 
poetry in camest—which he recited at 
S.R.O. readings in the Bay Area with 
such fellow poets as Gregory Corso. 
Lawrence Ferlinghetti, Kerouac and 
Michael McClur, 

By the mid-Fifties, he was recognized, 
along with his confreres, as a cofounder 
of the Beat Generation—and an oddball 
celebrity of the first order. In the years 
since then, most of the Beats have faded 
into literary history; but Ginsberg con- 
tinues to burn more brightly—and con- 
troverstally—than ever. His protean 
poetic works are still variously rhapso- 
dized as “great,” “strange,” “mad,” “trag- 
ic” “angelic” and “apocalyptic,” and. 
reviled as “blasphemous,” “degenerate,” 
“pretentious,” “incoherent” and “exhibi- 
tionistic" for their uninhibited evocation 
of homosexual desire and metaphysical 
visions. And the poet himself is both 
lionized and vilified as a seminal figure 


“Homosexuality shuts me off from full 
relations with women—though unless a 
chick is really trying to make it with me, 
I'm affectionate and physical enough to 
give oul some happy social cheer.” 


in the revolutionary ferment of changing 
attitudes and institutions. 

In а recent profile, The New Yorker 
described Ginsberg as not merely poet 
but guru of the world-wide “amal- 
gamated hippie-pacificis-activist-visionary- 
orgiastic-anarchist-O rien talist- psychedelic 
underground”—a role that finds him 
less often lecturing in literary salons 
than presiding benignly over “Human 
Be-ins," such as the huge hippie jambo- 
тес he helped organize three years ago in 
San Francisco's Golden Gate Park, or 
demonstrating in the streets against 
everything. from the Vietnam war to 
punitive narcotics laws. When the par- 
ticipants in the Berkeley Free Speech 
movement were sentenced to jail terms 
in 1966, Ginsberg was there—not carry- 
ing а placard, like the other protesters, 
but clanging finger cymbals and droning 
a Hindu chant, in order to “soothe and 
calm the heart of the judge.” But no 
cause commands more of his public and 
private atiention than the expansion of 
consciousness he feels is prerequisite to 
both world peace and personal freedom 
—self-enlargement through such mind- 
altering agents as LSD, through the 
spiritual disciplines of Hinduism and 
Zen Buddhism (the product of а two- 
year pilgrimage to the Far East) and 
through pansexual liberation from re- 
pressive Western moral. codes. 

Jot surprisingly. all this unconven- 


tional advocacy and opposition has been 
seen as “un-American” by many guard- 
ians of the conventional wisdom and has 
made Ginsberg a target for police, aca- 
demic and civil officials wherever he 
travels. One critic, in fact, has wryly 


“Are Americans reduced to regaining 
liberty by violence? I'm convinced there's 
another way: organized chanting, sha- 
manistic magic, ghost-dance rituals, mas- 
sive nakedness, distribution of flowers 
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chayacterized him as “the Rasputin of 
American letters—out to subvert the Stars 
and Stripes, Mom, Home and the boys of 
the 4-H Club.” It's not a description Gins- 
berg bothers to refute, nor one that his 
feral, fiery poems would tend to contra- 
dict, Ever since the publication in 1956 
of “Howl,” the first collection of his 
works, he has been denounced for his 
“frantic defiance,” “single-minded frenzy” 
and “childish obscenity”; the San Fran- 
cisco police even attempted—unsuccess- 
fully—to have the volume banned from 
local bookstores. But such distinguished 
critics as Kenneth Rexroth hailed it as a 
literary milestone of historic proportions; 
"'Howl'" wrote Rexroth, “is the con- 
fession of faith of the generation that is 
going 10 be running the world in 1975.” 

The dark theme of these early writ- 
ings was struck by the famous opening 
lines of the litle poem in “Howl”: “1 
saw the best minds of my generation 
destroyed by madness, starving hysterical 
naked,| dragging themselves through the 
negro streets at dawn looking for an 
angry fix,/angelheaded hipsters burning 
for the ancient heavenly connection to 
the starry dynamo in the machinery of 
night.” It was this theme of psychic and 
physical degradation, and the search for 
solace and love, that inspired William 
Carlos Williams to comment that Gins- 
berg “proves to us, in spite of the most 
debasing experiences that life can offer a 
man, the spivit of love survives to enno- 
ble our lives if we have the wit and 
the courage and the faith—and the art!— 
10 persist.” 

Ginsberg’s poems in succeeding books 
have proved that he has, indced, per- 
sisted; in a long elegy titled “Kaddish” 
he attempted to purge himself of the 
memory of his mother, who went insane, 
and to write about his efforts to “widen 
the area of consciousness." Describing 
his experience with drugs, Ginsberg in- 
sisted in his poems that such chemical 
turn-ons as peyote, marijuana, mescal- 
ine, ether and lysergic acid open up an 
awareness of the supernatural, of the 
godhead whom he “invokes, hates, adores, 
mocks, and with whom he wants to copu- 
late and in front of whom he weeps and 
prays.” But in 1963, after conversations 
in Israel with philosopher Martin Buber 
and in India with various holy men, 
Ginsberg renounced drug-induced visions 
—such as the celebrated mystical experi- 
ence he reported im 1948, when he 
claimed to have heard the voice of Wil- 
liam Blake reciting poetry to him—and 
instead accepted. “the primacy” of his 
own body and cmotions. 

More recent poems, collected in 
"Planet News,” reveal his deepening 
concern with immediate physical experi- 
ence and with political realities—in par- 
ticular, the Vietnam war. In the best 
known of his poems concerning Vietnam 
—the long “Wichita Vortex Sutra"— 
Ginsberg attempted. to assume the role 


called for by Shelley in his dictum that 
“poets ате the unacknowledged legisla- 
tors of the world"; he sought to end 
hostilities in Vietnam by summoning the 
assistance of saints and deities to release 
the “holy and free” in President John- 
son and his fellow Americans. 

Ginsberg’s growing involvement in 
the antiwar movement, as well as his 
“fraternal” empathy with the New Left 
and the hippies, finally took him to 
Chicago last August to observe the Demo- 
cratic National Convention and io par- 
ticipate in the proposed “Festival of 
Life” planned by the Yippies and other 
groups of New Left activists. While in 
Chicago, Ginsberg led several large 
group chantings of Hindu mantras in 
Lincoln Park—the unofficial headquar- 
ters of the New Left—and he demonstrat- 
ed from the gallery of the convention 
hall by chanting “Om,” in an attempt 
to “exorcise” the delegates and Chicago’: 
mayor, Richard J. Daley. Pied Pipe 
like, Ginsberg was followed wherever he 
went during convention week by groups 
of young people asking him for advice 
about everything from what books to 
read and how to pray to where to go for 
help during a bad LSD trip. 

It was in Chicago some time later that 
the poet was interviewed for rLavnoy 
by fellow poet and critic Paul Carroll. 
His beard and hair in luxuriant disarray, 
Ginsberg stretched out on a sofa in Car- 
roll's apartment on the city's North Side 
and talked for seven and а half hours. 
Taking Carroll's questions more as cues 
than as queries, Ginsberg held forth with 
authority, profanity, erudition and often 
lyricism about not only himself and his 
poetry but his passionate concern over 
the issues beleaguering this country and 
the world. “He also seemed amiably con- 
vinced,” reports Carroll, “that only he 
and possibly a few enlightened friend. 
know anything about the subjects he di 
cussed. The fame he's acquired since I 
met him in 1958 secms to have given him 
а little more assurance than he needs. 
But he’s become a happier and merrier 
man. And he has a strong capacity to 
keep growing. But one thing that’s never 
changed—and I doubt if it ever will—is 
that Ginsberg's a росі first and last. 

“When he was in his late 20s and 
early 30s, he'd read his poems on stage, 
often bristling with anger, but with a 
compelling awa of intelligence and 
sweetness, wearing soiled blue jeans, a 
lumberjack shirt or black turtleneck and 
owlish Columbia University intellectual 
glasses. Clutching an endlessly unfolding 
scroll of pocms, he would hunch fo 
ward, thrashing a simian arm, weeping, 
haranguing, caressing, as he built. and 
built the long, locomotive stanzas, his 
oddly boyish, grating New York voice 
hammering away until suddenly, magi- 
cally, something seemed to explode and 
the audience felt transported. Since he's 
become a guru and a world-renowned 


poet, the gentleness and warmth that 
were once counterpoints to vage and in- 
dignation have begun to dominate his 
persona; candor, power and authority are 
still strongly evident; but for all his 
earthy profanity, I sensed about him, im- 
probably enough. something of the holy 
тап. Our conversations began with a 
discussion of his apparent evolution from 
Beat to beatific.” 


PLAYBOY: In the past few years, it’s be- 
come commonplace in newspapers, mag- 
azines and on ТУ programs to describe 
you as the onetime angry beat poet who's 
become the joyous leader, guru and elder 
min of the flower people. What do 
you think about that character 
GINSBERG: It’s stereotyping —objectionable 
because not quite humanc—to take some- 
ngcable and fix one 
robotlike Orwellian image on it, redupli- 
cated to cover all si ms, modes and 
selves. The guru image may fit once or 
twice, but I don't want to be responsible 
for being а "nice man" all of the time. 
It doesn't fit when I'm irritable, bugged, 
busy, want to run the gamut of any 
sexual desire, or when | just want to 
go to the movies and be left alone 
am сопе, or get angry 
afraid ГЇЇ be discovered 
secretly carrying a lot of money so I 
don't have to suffer street-starvation- 
уарг like everybody else, Any 
stereotype image, like paterfamilias, im- 
ireezing the life out of 
ions—just so there'll be a 
ioc guru for the readers 
of The New Yorker or Time. 105 an im- 
age reassuring for them and presumably 
comfortable for me, but such a stereo- 
type assumes that one's real-life situa- 
tion has to be labeled all the time. It's 
the sort of thing that comes through 
electric mass medi 
reducing everything to 
graph terms. "Beat" and "hippie" are all 
yesterday's headline bullshit. 

PLAYBOY: How do you see yourself? 
GINSBERG: Not in a word or 
myself as а being who is being and being 
more and more, Sometimes that looks 
heroic, sometimes fucked-up heroic be- 
cause of having to be at all. Such a bad 
karma! 

PLAYBOY: Some years ago, you wrote, 
“The message is: Widen the area of 
consciousness" Critics such as Leslie 
Fiedler feel that this is the key to both 
your life and your poetry. Would you 
describe what you mean by widening the 
area of consciousness? 

GINSBERG: We are all blocked off from 
our own perceptions. The doors of per- 
ception have been closed, the gates of 
feeling shut, the paths of sensation over- 
grown, the roads of imagination barri- 
caded, the fields of consciousness covered 
with smog. Blake said our five senses 
have been closed in, so that we're "mov. 
ing about in worlds unrcalized," as 
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Wordsworth said. Everybody has momen- 

ary breakthroughs of consciousness—the 
vividness of comradely eyeglances, or 
the sisterliness of plant life, or the iron 
science-fiction enormity of a police van, 
ог a cow in a glass cage standing silently 
being tended by an aluminum milking 
machine, or any crisis between childhood 
nd deathbed, like war, marriage, moun- 
aintop. saved from drowning, got fired, 
walked the streets and shuddered at the 
Wrigley Building, or broke your hip and 
four ribs in а car crash. 

The world that opens up scems 
strange, familiar but forgotten: more 
real than the usual place because of 
deeper fecling—doom icance—but 
t the same time, frightening. We forgot 
it’s been there all along; it means we 
have been mad all along. So people. out 
of shame and fear of exploring the fu- 
ture, and fear of death—fear of life itself. 
—close the doors and go back to their 
old Safety Habit, and call their own 
breakthrough a hallucination ог freak- 
out abnormality. 

PLAYBOY. Why? 

GINSBERG: Average young guys have been 
so heavily conditioned to living in 
the closed circle of night-dub-money- 
machine-airplanc-taxi-office-bank-roll-tele- 
jonfamily that they distrust other 
modes of consciousness and pathways of 
existence—like 
commune-picket-line-strect-high -sign — 
that are viable and real. Here's the danger 
that the moncy man, thinking his sccu- 
rity is dependent on money, afraid his 
supply will be cut off like junk from 
junkie, may entirely reject his own 
unconscious. cutting himself off from his 
own nature and organic perception: 
becoming, as William Burroughs 
g tape machine.” That's а precise 
definition of square, because a limited 
nd therefore defensive social conscious- 
ness is set up which shuts out other 
Ис forms. It causes fear of strange 
experiences and other people—suspicion 
of menace in black power and the yellow 
peril and flowery hippies and the purple 
virus from Venus—conspiracies to in- 
vade our consciousness, Thus riscs the 
whole soci 
па individual in each man, which is 
nown аз the cold war. Now, if it were 
really sale to say inside the shell of the 
white American image—successful, pro- 
tected, “viable,” going up and down office 
buildings in carpeted elevators—it would 
be hard to get people out of that state of 
ind. But it’s not even safe in that shell 
тушот. Limitations of perception im- 
posed by such egotism are 
па evolutionarily selfdefeati 


forms is causing a planetary ccological 
crisis, 

PLAYBOY: You've frequently said that 
LSD is onc of the means whereby we can 
widen the area of consciousness and per- 
ception and break out of whatever shell 


How, 
accomplish this? 
GINSEERG: Dr. Jiri Rubicheck, Czechoslo- 
vakian psychiatrist, in his book Artificial 
Psychosis, wrote: “LSD inhibits condi 
tioned reflexes.” Acid, then, сап bc 
considered a deconditioning catalyst; it 
rechannels reflexes. That's. what's. really 
significant—and so political -—about LSD. 
Thats why there's whats called an 
acid revolution, as well as why police 
are against its use. The same people 
who denounce acid are always calling 
other people “Communists” or “dope 
fiends” or “sex fiends” or “unwashed- 
hairy-nonhum 
ntellectuals Jew 
capitalist-conspi Ae who's 
different from the Communist-capit: 
police-state image is the "enemy "—and 
ularly anyone who sees through 
robot hallucination. If acid helps 
people see through conditioned halluci- 
nations, then acid's a threat to such 
police states as now exist in America 
and in Ru: 
PLAYBOY: low many timcs have you 
taken LSD? 

GINSBERG: Not often. Ten or fifteen times. 
PLAYBOY: Would you describe what an 
acid trip is like for you—or is it largely 
indescribable, as some claim? 

GINSBERG: LSD perceptions 


were specifically, can LSD 


n't inde- 


scribable. I've written some poems during 
trips I've taken—£L5D 25, in 1959, and 
Wales Visitation, last year. Since the acid 


experience сап be achieved by other 
means its well—such as meditation or the 
social breakthrough that almost every- 
body felt during the Democratic Conven- 
tion, free and liberated on nt Park 
grass, staring at the Hilton Hotel politics 
prison—LSD js really like some 
experiences. What does a trip fecl 
creeping sensation comes over your body, 
a change in the planetary nature of your 
mammal eyeballs and hearing orifices. 
Then comes sudden realiza! that 
you're a spirit inhabiting a imal 
body containing giant apertures, holes, 
circulatory systems, interior canals and 
mysterious back alleys of the mind. Any 
onc of these back alleys can be explored 
for a long, long way. l i 
recollections of childhood or going for- 
ward into the future, imagining all sorts 
of changes in the body, in the mind ог 
in the world outside, inventing imagi- 
у universes or recalling ones that ex- 
isted, like Egypt. 

‘Then you realize that all these exist in 
your mind simultaneously. Slowly you 
approach the mysterious feeling that 
all these historics and universes exist їп 
your mind at the same time, then what 
about this one you're “really” in—or 
think you are? Does that also exist only 
in your mind? Then comes a realization 
that it does exist only in your mind; the 
mind created it, Then you begin to 
wonder, Who is this mind? At the height 
of the acid experience, you realize that 


your mind's the same mind that's alw. 
existed in all people at all times in all 
places: This is the Great Mind—the very 
mind men call God. Then comes a fasci- 
nating suspicion: Is this mind what they 
call God or what they used to call the 
Devil? Here's where a bum trip may 
begin—il you decide it's a demonic Grea 
tor. You get hung up wondering whether 
he should exist or not. 

To get off that train of thought: You 
ht open your eyes and see you're 
g on а sofa in a living room with 
green plants flowering on the mantel- 
piece. Outside the window, wind is mo 
ing through big trees; there's а huge 
being moving through the street in all of 
forms—pcople walking under windy 
trces—all in one rhythm. And the more 
you observe the synchronous, animal, 
sentient details around you, the moi 
you realize that everything is alive. You 
become aware that there's a plant with 
nt cellular leaves hanging over the 
fireplace. like a huge unnoticed creature, 
and you might feel a sudden, sympathet- 
ic and intimate relationship with that 
poor big leaf, wonderii What kind of 
an experience of bending and falling 
down over the fireplace has that stalk- 
blossom been having for several weeks 
now? And you realize that everything 
alive is experiencing on its own level a 
suchness existence enormous to it 
your existence is to you. Suddenly you 
t sympathetic, and feel a dear brotherly- 
sisterly relationship to all these selves. 
And humorous, for your own life experi- 
ences are no more or less absurd or 
weird than the life experience of that 
plant; you realize that you and plant are 
Doth here together in this strange exist- 
ence where wees in the sunroom are 
blossoming and pawing toward the sky. 
nally you find out that if you play 
them music, they grow better. 

So, the widened area of consciousness 
ов acid consists in your becoming aware 
of what's poing on inside your own head 
cosmos—all those corridors leading into 
dreams, memories, fantasies—and als 
what's happening outside you. But if you 
go Чсер cnough inside, you 
yourself coi мей with the fi 
lem: Is this all а dream-nature? Great 
ancient question: What is this existence 
we're in? Who are we? Then can come 
what Timothy Leary t the “clear 
light" experience or, as they call it 
uth ‘looking into the eyes of 
the Veiled Lady"—looking to see who it 
is doing or being all this. What's the 
self-nature of it all? This is the part of 
the acid experience that’s supposed to be 
indescribable. and I'm not sure Гуе had 
the proper experience to describe it. 

Everything turns out to be all one 
great conscious Self whose organs are 
every dilferent living being, so that this 
Self conceives and perceives in every 
different possible way at once, vaster 
than words. But there's also a sensa 


that the entire universe is а Happening. 


» 5 . 
E NU mu dd эт For people who might 


form of fireplaces with the plants hang- 


ing over them and police states and the ° e 
glare of blue lights and Chicago tear gas 
actually drifting through floodlit Lincoln 1n e T nu 4 


Park in great waves over Christ's cross, 
like an old World War One movie scene. . ө . ө 

PLAYBOY: Though LSD may have wid- 1S ust a тпс ce 
ened consciousness for you and others ө 
such as Dr. Leary, what do you think 

about attacks on the drug by a number 
of doctors and psychiatrists who argue 
that chromosome breakage in blood cells 
may occur after only two or three usages А А А 
of the drug? Such breakage, they claim, Heating grid fused into rear 
could cause subsequent children of the window to ie Шана (erg 
users to be born abnormal, retarded—or деш. 
both. 

GINSBERG: It’s a pile of unscientific crap. 
Or in the favorite words of bureaucratic 
double talk, as one of the hydraheads of 
the Food and Drug Administr: 
might put it: "No causal relationship 
between LSD use and chromosome 
breakdown has been experimentally es- 
tablished with scientific method other 
than the normal breakage equivalent to 
slight excess use of aspirins, coffee, Coca- 
Cola. Besides which, Portland, Oregon, 
antihedonist Profesor Irwin, the ori 
chromosome-Frankenstein theorist, forgot 
that half his eight subjects were Meth 
freaks anyhow.” Refreshing views from 
Dr. Goddard, ex-head of the FDA, or 
mebody using him intelligently for a 
ventriloquist dummy. Basically, the chro- 
mosome breakdown will turn out to be a 
spook story. Innumerable rigorous evalu- 
ations of the bibliography of learned 
scientific journals on the subject boil 
down to the conclusion that nothing 
special can or need be conduded except 
that everybody ought to do a lot more 
research on how to make acid 100 per- 
nt foolproof. The Government is not 
doing that; quite the opposite, in fact. 
Is spending appropriations in the 
Pentagon to produce bum-trip acid for 
military uses. 

PLAYBOY: How do you know this? 
GINSBERG: One, I've read it in the under- à 
ground newspapers; and two, it's been re- Е саа 
ported in The New York Times, under ; 

the terminology: "R and D appropria- 
tions allocated for investigation of mil 
tary uses of psychotoxic and psychedelic 
substances with special subapplication to 
domestic riot control.” Look it up in the 
Times index—or ask your Congressman 
before the credibility gap falls into the 
abyss. 

PLAYBOY: OK. In a recent interview, Dr. 
Leary recalled that during an LSD trip 
you took in 1960 at his home in Gam- 
bridge, you said how “this mushroom 
episode had opened the door to women 
and heterosexuality” and how you could 


Magnetic gas cap that seals 
itself, even if you forget. 


Not just decoration... louvres 
that work for flow-through ventila- 
tion. 


‘The car may be flashy but now 


the dash is non-reflective. 


For better cornering, new 
wishbone independent suspension 
system on the rear wheels. 


So all of you rides more com- 
fortably, body-contoured seats with 
integral head restraints. 


Magstyle wheel covers to go 
with those pencil-stripe sidewalls. 


TRIUMPH 


see “womanly body visions and family 5 
life ahead." Is that truc? 69 GT6+ 
GINSBERG: Well, I get those feelings every аана ота р oer err 
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ime I take acid. On a trip, you enter 


xl into the heart. 
you'll come upon old feelings you 
know were there and were 
ashamed of, like loving your mother and 
realizing that you and she were one and 
that you'd separated from her because 
you couldn't stand the fear of being one 
with her. And realizing that all women 
nd your mother аге one—for myself, at 
least—I cut. myself off from all women 
becuse І was afraid Fd discover my 
mother them, or that I'd have the 
ame problems with them that I had 
with her. 

In much the same way, the heterosex- 
ual man may discover during a trip the 
natural homosexual identity in himself 
—an identity suppressed by our culture 
but not by many other. As Whitman 
observed, if the natural love of man for 
man is suppresed, men. won't be good 
citizens and democracy will be enfeebled. 
What Whitman prophesied was an ad- 
hesive element between comrades—the 
"sane, healthy love of mam for man." 
But because of suppression of feelings in 
America, the overemphasis оп competi- 
Чоп and rivalry—a tough guy, macho, 
hard, sadistic policestate mentality— 
American men arc afraid of relationships 
with cach other. It’s almost as if there's 
been a plot to separate man from his 
heart by makin a 
fairy or a queer or а faggot or a queen. 
Real feeling can be recovered, though, 
because it's natural. But the official po- 
lice form is that masculine tenderness is 
homosexuality, to be ticated as a woman- 
ly weakness or poodle-dog.like perversion. 
So finally men are ashamed of themselves 
and as a result tend to torture each 
other. What you see recently, however, is 
the reappearance. in the form of long 
ir and joyful dress, of the aflectionate 
feminine in the natural Adamic man, 
the whole man, the man of many parts. 
PLAYBOY: Would you explain what you 
mean when you say there's a natural 
clement of homosexuality in every man? 
GINSBERG: There's homosexuality in every 
PLaynoy reader. To say that in a Playboy 
g because obviously 
expects me to say 
that; so IIl e him from 
his fear that somebody will say it sooner or 
later. So I hereby announce: Everybody 
is acknowledged not as а homose 
or heterosexual but as а complete person 
with all the aspects of that completeness 
—all the drea hard-ons, wet night- 
ies, buddies, all secret mas- 
turbations and all refusals to masturbate. 
Any more rigid masculine ideal would 
be a perversion of human nature— 
heartbreaking because unsausfiable. 
PLAYBOY: Have you been able to fully 
accept your own homosexuality? 
GINSBERG: Homosexuality has been like 
a koan—a Zen riddle—for me. Whole 
areas with my mother were screwed up 
and conditioned me in this way sexually. 
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The riddle was: How do 1 deal with my 
homosexuality? Do I accept it or reject 
or freak out, or do I go into it and find 
out what it is? Another problem: 15 it 
someth nything that com- 
mon is public; anything that happens to 
us is as good or bad as anything else as 
subject for poetry. 1—5 actual. So I can 
write naturally about my own homosex- 
uality. The poems get misinterpreted as 
promotion of homoscxuality. Actually, 
it’s more like promotion of frankness 
bout any subject. If you're a foot fetish- 
st, you write about feet: or if you're а 
stock-market freak, you can write about 
the rising salescurve erections in the 
Standard Oil chart. When a few people 
yet frank about homose: y in public, 
it breaks the ice; then anybody can be 
frank about anyth x 

ful. 

PLAYBOY: Is that what you meant when 
you told Life that by announcing 
public that you're a “homosexual, 
drags and hear Blake's voice, then people 
who are heterosexual, don't take drugs 
and hear Shakespeare's voice may feel 
freer to do what they want and be what 
they 
GINSBERG: Yes then 
fo can get up and say, like, "I fuck 
girls!” or “Tm пог scared to wear 
Brooks Brothers suit” or "| wear my 
ndoors or out as I please," which 
said. But I don't stand up 
in public and. suddenly announce, "I'm 
а bearded-beatnik-bohemian-faggot-dope- 
" to boast about it. When somebody 
asks me: "Why don't you sha or 
"Why do you have so much homosexual 
imagery in your poems? y 
willing to admit you smoke marijuan 
and “You look as if you have Communis- 
You need a good 
bath!"—well, then, I say: "My beard 
just grows, I didn't plant it, I don't get 
up every morning and try to murder my 
h ir and obliterate my humai Irs 
e it 


nybody who wants 


tendencies" or 


with boys; I'm not sure whether it's good 


ht so I describe ii 
But I think 


or bad: it feels all 
And I admit 1 smoke Фор 
police-state bureaucrats their 
secret conspiracy to suppress m: a 
in order to create police-state conditions. 
And I am à Communist of the heart, 
except that Гуе been bricked off the set 
by police in Communis Prague and 
Communist. Havana—and "Communist 
Chicago. I was kicked out of Havana and 
Prague for talking about homosexuali 
PLAYBOY: It docsn't sound as if you buy 
the psychoanalytic theory that homose: 
uality is a neurosis that cripples or limits 
a man's emotional growth, 

GINSBERG: Homosexuality is a condition, 
and like all average things, it has advan- 
tages and disadvantages. Obvious disad- 
re that it keeps you from 
reproducing your own image, if that’s 
biologically important anymore; and it 
shuts me off from full relations with 


punted 


women. Though unles a chick is really 
trying to make it with me, I'm affec: 
tionate and physical and sexy enough 
toward women to give out some normal 
social, happy cheer when Im with 
them. The advantages are that homo 
sexuality provides me with sufficient 
affection and gasoline to communicate 
on a tender level with my fellow citizens, 
especially the Prussian butdi-crewcut 
freaky mil types—the old Socrat 
situation. Also, because it alienated or 
set me apart from the beginning, homo- 
sexuality served as a catalyst for self 
examination, for a detailed realization of 
my environment and the reasons why 
body else is different and why 1 


am different, In а tankamilitary hyper- 
sadistic overmasculinized society fearful 
nd the unconscious and 


the full man. my homosexual speciali 
tion made me aware of the rigid armor. 
ing, defensiveness, overcompensation and 
high camp put on by police state police. 
It's like the old shamans who 
often androgynous or homosexual: Since 
they're outside normal routine, they're 
specialized social critics and have sensi- 
tivitics that others don't have; they're 
men who see aspects of male history 
from a woman's point of view. That 
spectrum of experience is a useful in- 
formation bank of supplementary in- 
telligence that can be of real value in 
community self-umderstanding and aware- 
ness. Anyone in that position has enough 
troubles fulfilling such heavy duties to 
the society without being hit on the head 
for being iry; he should be kissed, 
instead. In fact, innumerable young men 
ought to offer their bodies to him 
order to recompense him for the suf 
fering solitariness of his freaky prophecy- 
hood. And they should come up offering 
their bodies before I get too old to 
enjoy it. 
PLAYBOY- You mentioned tha t having 
children is one of the disadvantages of 
being homosexual, and that you envision 
amily life" ahead during LSD trips. Do 
you still want to bea father? 
GINSBERG: I did a while back, but I ran 
into a funny, long-haired Indian Vish 
nuite то whom I talked a lot about my 
problems. He said, oddly. “Give up de- 
sire lor children." Which made me mad. 
Who was he to tell me to cut myself 
from tl desire? Later, I realized what 
he mean ге up attachment, compul- 
sion to have children on account of 
you're a Jewish boy from New Jerse 
you want children or if they come, fine, 
but don't have children because you're 
supposed to, Anyway, there are already 
too many people and lost unattached 
children in the world today. So Im ап 
old cranky bachelor wanting to stay with 
my poctry and run around doing what- 
ever thing I'm doing, and I think 1 
ht be satished to leave it at that. 
Still, it might be good to have this self- 
importance broken up by “a Zen master 
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in the house all the time, 
Gary Snyder, the poet, describes his first 
child. 
PLAYBOY: Do you think you'll ever marry? 
GINSBERG: I don't yet feel enough of that 
erotic romance around the belly for a 
ch iot enough to want to contract 
to stick with one woman the rest of my 
life. I don't even have that kind of erotic 
heat anymore to want to sleep with just 
one man. But I certainly have more heat 
for men, so it would be a shame to hang 
up some chick just to have a child or a 
companionable marriage. Maybe if there 
were some chick I dug who had the same 
detachment as myself and who wouldn't 
suffer continually from being unsatisfied 
by my lack of erotic interest, a marriage 
would be all right. Certainly I wouldn't 
get married just to have the appearance 
of being married. 
PLAYBOY: Have you ever made love to 
women? 
GINSBERG: Lots of times. 
PLAYBOY: Do you enjoy it as much as you 
do with a man? 
GINSBERG: Well. sometimes it's just as 
good. I get into a deeper emotional 
intimacy if the chick is lissome and 
springy, skinny and pretty. I like little 
blonde furry fucky dolls. 
PLAYBOY- Is there any kind of sexual act 
that you'd consider a perversion—with a 
man or woman? 
GINSBERG: I don’t know what we mean by 
perversion. Some sex acts are “perverted” 
when they get self-destructive or obses- 
sive; incest might be one. I've always had 
an antiincest bloc sitivity 
about that. I've had wet dreams about 
everybody in my family; I suppose every- 
body has, whether they remember them 
or not But grooving incestuously at a 
very early age with brother or sister or 
father or mother would tend to close 
the circle of contact, limit the expansion 
of social mobility and become a habit— 
like junk. Incest would really complicate 
the normal problems of independence 
that most people have, which they solve 
hy leaving home or going on the road. 
PLAYBOY: Would you agree with Norman 
п in his Playboy Interview 
(January 1968) that such acts as cur 
lingus and fellatio are perversions bc- 
cause they substitute for the norm: 
heterosexual act of penile orgasm within 
the vagina? 
GINSBERG: Ideally, orgasm inside a woman 
is a complete act natural to the constru 
tion of the genitalia and pelvis and the 
whole interlocking muscular system from 
top of scalp to tip of toes. In a complete 
Reichean orgasm, one would presumably 
experience a total orgasmic conscious 
slow throughout the body—tingling 
everywhere. So when you get or give 
head, there are probably dysfunctions of 
cosmic glow. 

But, like, “Let the crooked flower be- 
speak its purpose in crookedness, to sec 
the light / Let the straight flower bespeak 


ts purpose in straightness, to seek the 
light.” The anal-sphincter-prostate or- 
gasm some men are capable of having is 
a great opening of Iecling and delight 
and an extraordinarily beautiful experi- 
ence, and rare. Possibly everybody should 
experience it for his own humanity, 
good judgment, tolerance and empathy 
in understanding feminine sen 
as well as masculine nature in 
human mammal and the universe 


self. 
I don't know whether it's anything that 


needs to be recommended universally, 
but I do feel that whenever it happens, 
it should be honored rather than de- 
spised, just as mountain climbing and 
courage in the boxing ring are honored 
—or any extension of natural faculties to 
experience high, luminous extremes of 
awareness of nature. 

PLAYBOY: In an interview in The Paris 
Review, you told how you felt despair in 
1948 about the possibility of ever finding 
any "psychospiritual sexo-cock jewel ful- 
fillment” in your life. Have you found it? 
GINSBERG: Yes, I've found the lightness 
and liberty of experiencing the satisfac- 
of most of my sexual fantasies. But 
ve also found the resulting bad karma 
—like now, ten years after Peter Orlov. 
sky and I became lovers, we've had to 
detach ourselves sexually from each 
other. 

PLAYBOY: Why? 

GINSBERG: Our relationship was a big 
long fantasy that finally got played out. 
Time changes, the body turns to ashes. 
PLAYBOY: Will you and Peter stay t 
er? 

GINSBERG: Yeah, we like each other; we're 
old friends. As a matter of fact, once 
we'd reached а dead end homosexually, 
our relationship became lighter and hap- 
pier. Now it's between two equals who've 
had a revolution within themselves that 
freed them from cach other; we look at 
each other now as if we're newborn 
angels who shared an old history in 
another life. 

PLAYBOY: Has the fact that you're now an 
internationally famous poet changed your 
sex life in any way? 

GINSBERG: When I was clected the King 
of May in Prague in 1965, I made it with 
all sorts of beautiful Middle European 
I7yearold blond cats. Having a fame 
identity makes it easy to make it with 
young kids who are, like. friendly. I went 
through a big run of making it with 
young cats ancisco last July. I 
went to bed with almost everybody 
с'а stand still for it. About a month 
before, I'd written a long poem exploring 
the anal slave-master sexual-drama 
tasy. In this poem, I wanted to be the 
slave. Id already written another in which 
І was master; I wanted to try the whole 
thing. 

At first, I wasn’t sure I could read the 
new pocm in public—it was so far-out 
and intimate and real. But I finally de- 
cided that this kind of fantasy is sufh- 


geth- 


ciently universal to be of general interest, 
that isn't a peculiar or private 
aberration, and that reading it wouldn't 
be an act of excessive exhibitionism. So I 
read it at the “Rolling Ren 
etry reading in San Francisco before a 
ant funny audience of squares, hippies, 
high school kids and old bohemian poct- 
ry lovers; they seemed to dig it. Later, I 
was in a gay bar on Grant Avenue—gay 
bars there are groovy now, all the kids 
have long hair and motorcycle jackets, 
they're friendly and first-rate and don't 
look like fairies but like strong young 
men—and I met this kid who said my 
poem had turned him on. So we made 
It was like living out the fantasy de- 
scribed in the poem. 

PLAYBOY: Why do you say that anal eroi 
cism is a universal fantasy? 

GINSBERG: When I was an adolescent, I'd 
have assumed it was just my particular 
Dr. Jékvll-Mr. Hyde scene, though every 
body's got something going, whether it's 
foot fetishism, licking eyebrows or God 
пом» what. But in 42 years, Гуе read 
books and made it with a lot of cats 
and talked with married friends, and 
realized that anal pleasures are so com- 
mon that they're recognizable as part of 
almost everybody's secret mythology. Al- 
most everybody enjoys what could be 
called the crotic pleasure of a good shit; 
being screwed in the ass is only an exten- 
sion of that sensation, Since on our sepa 
rate islands we all have that same coconut 
tree, there’s no harm; and it might be a 
blessing to take the hex and bane and 
guilt off the subject with a “public 
poem. Once it becomes no longer a 
secret, romantic thing, it turns into a 
other common, charming quiddity—a 
“humour,” in Ben Jonson’s sense of the 
term. 

PLAYBOY: As а poet who's become famous 
for his erotic verse—and for his brutal 
candor—why were you so hesitant to 
read this pocm before an audience? 
GINSBERG: I don't know; it was the first 
time in years that I've really been scared 
to read something Га written. When I 
get to а barrier of shame like the one I 
Telt when writing this poem, I know it's 
the sign of a good рост, because I'm 
entering new public territory. I write for 
nent and for the golden 


hing from the point of 
view of humani nihil а me alienum puto 
—"Nothing human is foreign to me"— 


ity 


ing that your poetry 
is an exorcism of shame? 

GINSBERG: An exorcism of fear. Shame is 
just one aspect of fear. I felt much the 
same when I wrote Howl in 1955. That 
poem also refers to getting fucked in the 
ass, but only by allusive mention. In this 
з a deep-end description from 
the lips of the anus to the bottom of the 
bowels—what it feels like and what the 


pocm, 
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fantasies are—all done in an ecstatic, 
rhetorical manner. 

PLAYBOY. In your poem Death to Van 
Gogh's Far!, you wrote that you'd “dit 
only for poetry that will save the world. 
What, exactly, did you mean? 
GINSBERG: 1 meant that the only thing 
that can save the world is the reclaiming 
of the awareness of the world. "That's 
what poetry does. By poetry I mean the 
imagining of wha 


who we are and the slow re 
it. First come prophetic images from the 
unconscious—like the scary image of 
Moloch, “eater of children,” in Howl— 
and then the gradual realization that 
such an image isn’t merely an "image" 
but an articulation of what one actually 
secs and experiences. See, back in 1959, 
Peter [Orlovsky] and Gregory [Corso] 
and I read at a benefit for Big Table 


the land that ate children. At that 
time, it wasn't clear whether Moloch 
ted only in our inations. But 
today, that same Moloch, “whose eyes are 
a thousand blind windows,” looks like 
Mayor Daley's main civic concern; he's 
building larger and larger, more demo: 
ic robotlike Moloch buildings in mid- 
Chicago till finally one secs this 100-story 
black John Hancock Tower of Babel, 
whose site and shape are by-products of 
usurious land speculation. What's sacri- 
ficed to such a Moloch are the care and 
cultivation of Chicago's tear-gassed ch: 
dren—and greenery, and the souls of 
men. In a more general sense, Moloch 
is the military-ward-heeling-IBM_ police 
state we've been living in for years with- 
out knowing What I didn't realize 
twenty and even ten years ago was that 
images from the unconscious that went 
into my poems, which I thought were 
visionary and transcendental, were really 
literal realism, simple common sense. 
PLAYBOY- If you say so, Allen. Do many 
other poets share your conception of 
poetry as an embodiment of prophetic 
perceptions rather than visionary imag- 
inings? 
GINSBERG: Yeah, I think most do. Ameri- 
can poets have always been one of the 
real sources of news—news you couldn't 
get from Time/Life. A lot of poeuy is 
coming true today, in the same way that 
a photograph reveals itself as it's being 
developed. Like Dylan's Blowin’ in the 
Wind; that song could have been any 
little boy's lyric fancy, but when it was 
played one afternoon during the conven- 
tion in Grant Park across from the Hil- 
ton, it revealed itself as prophecy all 
along, because it described what was 
going on right there on the grass. 
Crowds of strange children with long 
hair. who weren't afraid to have their 
bodies hit by police phantoms armed 
with billy clubs, were demanding reality 
and truth from business-delegates who 


were walking around in upstairs Hilton 
rooms scared of the stink of their own 
karma. Teargassed! That scene was, 
literally, blowing in the wind. Was it 
ng to be a police state or a liberation 
from what had been a police state all 
along? 

When I wrote Howl, I thought it was 
like something in the Gnostic trad 
in that only a few companions of the 
Grail would recognize the humor of a lot 
of the rhythms and images What I 
didn't anticipate was that there were so 
many companions of the Holy Spirit in 
America—or that everybody is really in- 
habited by the Holy Spirit. By Holy 
rit I mean the recognition of a com- 
mon self in all of us and our acceptance 
of the fact that we're all the same one. 
PLAYBOY: Hundreds of thousands have 
read your poems and many have been 
disarmed by your frankness. But many 
critics and some of your fellow poets 
complain about what you conceded a 
few minutes ago was a degree of exhibi- 
tionism. What do you think of such 
charges? 

GINSBERG: Fxhibitionism as they use the 
word is a classification of so-called psy- 
chosis invented in a society so repressive 
that any frank revelation of what's going 
on has to be characterized as a form of 
madness, It would be inappropriate rev- 
elation if you'd seize on the revelation 
of your own genitals in the park, scaring 
people, as a symbol of that common self 
and desire to get through. But that’s all 
exhibitionism somebody trying to 
communicate, get out of his shell, break 
out of this prison we're all in. As such. it 
should be acknowledged: A guy should 
be allowed to parade himself; in fact, the 
cure for exhibitionism would be to have 
a special day for walking along Michigan 
Avenue exhibiting one’s genitals. That 
should satisfy an exhibitionist; he'd real- 
y be out of his prison then; we wouldn't 
have to worry about the problem a 
more. What I was digging in poems like 
Howl was the hwmor of exhibitionism. 
You're free to say any damn thing you 
want; but people are so scared of hear- 
ing you say what's unconsciously univcr- 
sal that it's comical. So І wrote with an 
element of comedy—partly intended to 
soften the blow. At first, people think 
this is overexertive exhibitionism, but on 
second thought, they realize that it’s en- 
tirely serious and perfectly normal, natu- 

al and real. 

PLAYBOY: Is that what you intended when 
you took off your clothes in 1957 during 
a reading in Los Angeles? The story goes 
that a heckler in the audience asked, 
What are you trying to prove in this 
poem?” and you answered, "Nakedness," 
and when he demanded, “What do you 
mean by that?” you took off your clothes 
without a word. 

GINSBERG: Yes, but the act was in context. 
After he'd asked what I meant by naked- 
ness, I wondered, What did I mean? And 


I thought: Nakedness. That's what I 
meant. So I took off my clothes. That 
story gets retold with the implication 
that I take off my clothes at innumerable 
poetry readings or that nobody had 
asked me any question in the first place, 
h takes out of focus the precision, 
clarity and normalcy of the gesture. An- 
other anecdote that keeps recurring is 
about the question a lady asked me at 
that Big Table reading in Chicago: 
“Why is there so much homosexual im- 
agery in your pocms?" My answer was: 
“Because I'm queer." 1 was writing about 
actual feelings, those images arose natu- 
n't boasting that I was queer; 
J was simply answering her question, But 
the story gets retold as if I intended 
some kind of Oscar Wilde sensationalist 
answer. The point was: The lady didn’t 
understand that I had homosexual feel- 
ings; she seemed to feel that poetry 
meant writing about flowers one never 
saw or places one never visited—like 
the seacoast of Bohemia. Apparently it 
never occurred to her that I was writing 
about something simple and real. She 
was probably also challenging me to be 
ashamed of being homosexual. If that 
ady read Shakespeare's Sonnets, she'd 
probably feel that all his allusions to his 
young boyfriend were some kind of liter- 
ary conceit or flowery imagery. What 
rose out of Shakespearc’s soul was uni. 
versal; he was angry because his buddy 
went off with a Dark Lady on another 
motorcycle. 
PLAYBOY: Your longtime interest in East- 
em rcligions—particularly Zen—as well 
as your revelations about homosexuality, 
adds to your image as one who stands 
outside the mainstream of American life. 
How did your interest in Zen Buddhism 
begin? 
GINSBERG: In 1948, as I mentioned ear- 
lier, I'd had some visionary experiences 
while reading Blake, but I hadn't been 
able to d words that seemed to 
articulate them. Then, in 1953, I saw a 
scroll painting by Liang Kai called Sak- 
yamuni Coming Out from the Mountain, 
which showed Sakyamuni Buddha with 
long, tearful eyebrows and big cars, look- 
ing as if he'd been on the mountain a 
long, ascetic year and had experienced a 
comedown enlightenment of some kind. 
Around the same time, I got a big, 
sorrowful, enthusiastic letter from Jack 
Kerouac in San Jose about the Diamond 
Sutra and satori, or illumination. The 
word satori seemed to fit my earlier 
spontaneous illuminations. That led into 
Oriental poetry, yoga and travels. 
PLAYBOY: Have you had other visionary 
or mystical experiences? 
GINSBERG: Well, I had a trance experi- 
ence with mantra chanting in Chicago 
during the Democratic Convention. You 
may know, a mantra is a short magic 
formula or prayer with syllables consist- 
ing of the names of deities—Hindu, 
Buddhist, Tibetan, Japanese—who can 
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be interpreted as aspects of one’s uncon- 
scious hopes, desires, fears. For exampl 
Krishna is Hope for the Preservation of 
the World. Siva: Realization of Enor- 
mous Changes. Tara: Mother's Tears 
and Compassion. Dharma: Brothers’ Jus- 
tice. Buddh; elf's Throne-Power, OM. 
According to the Hindus, there are three 
major aspects of experience to dig: One 
is the inconceivable, the unborn, the void 
—what we know is out there after death, 
and perhaps also before birth; the ground 
out of which the universe imagined itself, 
That's called Brahma. 

Then comes the second aspect—the 
world of names and forms, preservation, 
stability and responsibility, and the hope 
that returns after the Flood. Noah, and 
Christ resurrected, return to save human 
beings every time human evil gets so 
heavy, as it has today, that the planet 
seems threatened with destruction. That's 
Vishnu. Vishnu has many forms and rc- 
ns over and over again. Krishna is one 
of his forms—a blue-bodied cowboy with 
a flute. Creation and. destruction, birth 
nd death, change; That's the third 
aspect, Siva. 

The Hare Krishna mantra is a round 
of the names of Vishnu repeated again 
nd again: “Hare Krishna Hare Krishna, 
Krishna Krishna Hare Hare, Hare Rama 
Hare Rama, Rama Rama Hare Hare." If. 
you sing it continually in a sweet tone, 
you can use it as a vehide for any 
emotion you're feeling, and also as a 
method to regulate breathing and point 
your consciousness to one place where 
your body is. Repeated over and over, 
the mantra can lead to a regularization 
of all the body's rhythms in one even, 


tranquil, harmonious, continual, unend- 
ing, pleasurable, recurrent, reassuring 
tune. You can take these mantras, sing 


them over and over again in any tune 
you want, and you'll find it's а way to 
involve your whole mind and body, 
through breathing, in one single-minded 
activity that’s both contemplative and 
expressive. Although there are all sorts 
of intellectual-mys -theological poten- 
tials involved in chanting a mantra, on 
aplet, most Americanesque level, 
it's just like singing in the shower or an 
interesting. phys. ed. that can get you 
high. 
PLAYBOY. Hiph on what—your own con- 
sciousness? 
GINSBERG: That would be too inaccurate 
а way to put it. High by means of 
focusing your consciousness in one place 
to deepen your awareness of that place, 
hich is your body. By means of rhythmi- 
cal regularization of breathing, there's a 
slow alteration of chemical metabolism 
in the body, which, in tum, awakens 
existent but unrealized physiologic elec- 
tric sensations and densities and neural 
patterns, and clarifies the consciousness 
of the inner observer who's putting the 
body through such motions and training. 
it and the mind to sit still and think. 


PLAYBOY: Who is the 
One's self? 
GINSBERG: Us. It. One. Chicago. The 
planet. Anyway, I had this extraordinary 
experience chanting OM here in Chica- 
go. On Sunday afternoon—the day be- 
fore the convention began—a lot of us 
were wandering around Lincoln Park 
when unexpectedly the police showed up 
with guns and clubs. Nobody knew why 
or if the police were going to attack. 
Panic—a few people freaked out. Some 
of the Maoists were acting insulting and 
revolutionary in their ideological pro- 
phetic style. Police fear everywhere, So I 
sut down and began chanting OM. I 
thought Td chant for about 20 minutes 
and calm myself down, but the chanting 
stretched into hours, and a big circle 
surrounded me. A lot of people joined 
in the chanting. Then somebody passed 
me a note on which an Indian had 
written: "Will you please stop playing 
with the mantra and do it seriously by 
pronouncing the ‘M’ in OM properly 
for at least five minutes? See how it 
develops.” I realized I'd been using the 
manua as song instead of concentration, 
so I started doing it his way. After about 
15 minutes, my breathing became more 
regular, even, steady—as il I were breath- 
ing the air of heaven into myself and 
then circulating it back out into heaven. 
After a while, the air inside and outside 
became the same—what the Indians call 
prajna, the vital, silvery, evanescent air. 
Then I began to fecl a funny tingling 
in my feet that spread until my whole 
body was one rigid electrical tingling—a 
solid mass of lights. It was around cight 
r.M. now and I'd been facing the John 
Hancock Building, which was beginning 
to light up. I felt like the building, 
except I realized it wasn't alive and I 
was Then I felt a rigidity inside my 
body, almost like a muscle armor plat- 
ing. With all this electric going up and 
down and this rigid muscle thing, I had 
to straighten my back to make a clear 
passage for whatever flow there was; my 
hands began vibrating. Five or six people 
were touching them. Suddenly, | real- 
ized 1 was going through some kind of 
weird trance thing like I'd read about in 
books, But it wasn't mystical. It was the 
product of six continuous hours of 
chanting OM, regularizing breathing and 
altering rhythmic body chemistry. 
PLAYBOY: Did it feel good, Allen? 
GINSBERG: Oh, yeah! Powerful, good, sol- 
id. I felt my body was mine in a funny 
у; I put my legs in a full lotus posi- 
ion, which I can rarely do. I realized 
that it was possible, through chanting, to 
make advances on the body and literally 
to alter states of consciousness. I'd got to 
euphorias, ecstasies of pleasure, years be- 
fore; I'd gotten very far with feelings— 
but this was the first time I'd gotten into 
neurological body sensations, cellular ex- 
tensions of some kind of cosmic con- 


inner observer? 


sciousness within my body. I was able to 
look at the Hancock Building and sce it 
as a tiny little tower of electrical lights 
—a very superficial toy compared with 
the power, grandeur and immensity of 
one human body. 
Another f: iar thing I recognized 
during the trance was the animal, brown, 
snaky, sentient living presence of some 
ig trees standing outside the circle of 
chanters. I realized that those trees had 
more going for them than the Hancock 
Building; they were alive, at least, and so 
to be respected, observed and communed 
with—in the sense of being noticed in 
one's consciousness as they hiply sig 
fied their own trunkhood and leafage. 
They looked like great big doggy-trees. 
PLAYBOY: How long did this go on? 
GINSBERG: I kept chanting till ten P.M. 
Boy, what a thing! I'd never chanted 
for eight hours belore and thank God 1 
could do it on that occasion, It felt like 
grace. It felt harmoniously right that 
some psychophysical rarity should be 
‘al occasion as 
fell on Lincoln Park and 
the Hancock Building lit up on the 
horizon. If there'd been panic and police 
clubs at that moment, I don’t think I 
would have minded the damage. Club- 
bing would have seemed a curiously 
impertinent intrusion from skeleton 
ntoms—unreal compared with the 
ural omnipresent electric universe I 
was in; the cops would have been hitting 
only one form of electric, The fear of 
death was gone, in the sense that I recog- 
nized I was already dead; І was а re- 
volving mass of electricity. I was in a 
dimension of fecling other than the nor- 
mal one of save-your-own-skin. I was so 
amazed and gratified that I don’t think I 
would have minded any experiment, in- 
cluding death, That was the most inter- 
esting thing that happened, for me, in 
Chicago—more interesting than marches 
and conventions and glittering Hiltons 
and giant Galbraiths moving like phan- 
toms through the city. But I think every- 
body who watched television during the 
convention experienced a widening of 
consciousness. 
PLAYBOY: In the sense you spoke of 
earlier? 
GINSBERG: Yes. Because of the social im- 
agery they saw on the screen. Outright 
police brutality was shown so clearly that 
even TV and radio commentators were 
saying: “This is a police state!" Before 
Chicago, that would have been consid- 
cred an impropriety, сусп though many 
already felt it was true, secretly. To 
make it official like that tums things 
over in people's minds; suddenly they 
wake up in a different country from 
where they thought they were. But it was 
there all along! People realized that they 
knew it was there but were afraid to 
recognize it, because that would mean 
being caught in a nightmare they didn't 
(continued on page 236) 
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fiction BY VLADIMIR NABOKOV 


ardor at ardis: hot summer, a country estate—and suddenly the arcane al- 
chemy of love burst into flame, kindled by the fire that blazed in the night 


IN THE EARLY AFTERNOON he descended with his two suitcases into the sunny peace of the little rural 
station whence a winding road led to Ardis Hall, which he wa g for the first time in his 
life. In a miniature of the imagination, he had seen a saddled horse prepared for him; there was not 
even a trap. The stationmaster, a stout sunburned man in a brown uniform, was sure they expected 
him with the evening train, which was slower but had a tea car. He would ring up the Hall in a 
moment, he added as he signaled to the anxious engine driver. Suddenly, a hackney coach drove up 
to the platform and a red-haired lady, carrying her straw hat and laughing at her own haste, made 
for the train and just managed to board it belore it moved. So Van agreed to use the means of trans- 
portation made available to him by a chance crease in the texture of time and seated himself in the 
old caléche. The halt-hour jogging drive proved not unpleasant. He was taken through pinewoods 
and over rocky ravines, with birds and other animals singing in the flowering undergrowth. Sun flecks 
nd lacy shadows skimmed over his legs and lent a green twinkle to the brass button deprived of its 
twin on the back of the coachman's coat. They passed through "Torlyanka, a dreamy hamlet consist- 
ing of three or four log izbas, a milk-pail repair shop and a smithy smothered in jasmine. The driver 
waved to an invisible friend and the sensitive runabout swerved slightly to match his gesture. They 
were now spinning along a dusty counuy road between fields, The road dipped and humped again, 
and at every ascent the old clockwork taxi would slow up as if on the brink of sleep and reluctantly 
ercome its weakness. 

‘They bounced on the cobblestones of Gamlet, а hall-Russian village, and the chauffeur waved 
again, this time to a boy in a cherry tree. Birches separated to let them pa pe. La- 
dore, with its ruinous black castle оп a crag, and its gay multicolored roofs farther downstream, was 
glimpsed—to be scen again many times much later in life. 

Presently, the vegetation assumed а more southern aspect as the lane skirted Ardis Park. At the next 
turning, the romantic mansion appeared on the gentle eminence of old novels. It was a splendid country 
house, three stories high, built of pale brick and purplish stone, whose tints and substance seemed to 
interchange their effects in certain lights. Notwithstanding the variety, amplitude and animation of 
great trees that had long replaced the two regular rows of stylized saplings (thrown in by the mind of 
the architect rather than observed by the eye of a painter), Van immediately recognized Ardis Hall 
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ILLUSTRATIONS BY ROBERT ANDREW PARKER 


as depicted in the 200-year-old aquarelle that hung in his father’s dressing room: the mansion sat on a 
rise overlooking an abstract meadow with two tiny people in cocked hats conversing not far from a 
stylized cow. 

one of the family was at home when Van arrived. A servant in waiting took his horse. He en- 
tered the Gothic archway of the hall, where Bouteillan, the old bald butler who unprofessionally now 
wore a mustache (dyed a rich gravy brown), met him with gested delight—he had once been the valet 
of Van's father—"Je parie," he said, “que Monsieur ne me reconnait pas,” and proceeded to remind 
Van of what Van had already recollected unaided, the farmannikin (a special kind of box kite, untrace- 
able nowadays even in the greatest museums housing the toys of the past) that Bouteillan helped 
him to fly one day in a meadow dotted with buttercups. Both looked up: the tiny red rectangle hung 
for an instant askew in a blue spring sky. The hall was famous for its painted ceilings. It was too 
carly for tea: Would Van like him or a maid to unpack? Oh, one of the maids, said Van, wondering 
brielly what item in a schoolboy's luggage might be supposed to shock a housemaid. The picture of 
naked Ivory Revery (a model)? Who cared, now that he was a man? 

g upon the butler's suggestion, he went to make a four du jardin. As he followed a winding 
th, soundlessly stepping on its soft pink sand in the cloth gumshocs that were part of the school uni- 
form, he came upon а person whom he recognized with disgust as being his former French governess 
(the place swarmed with ghosts!). She was sitting on a green bench under the Persian lilacs, а parasol 
in one hand and in the other a book from which she was reading aloud to a small girl who was pick- 
ing her nose and examining with dreamy satisfaction her finger before wiping it on the edge of the 
bench. Van decided she must be “Ardelia,” the elder of the two little cousins he was supposed to get 
acquainted with, Actually, it was Lucette, the younger one, a neutral child of eight, with a fringe of 
shiny reddish-blonde hair and a freckled button for nose: she had had pneumonia in spring and was 
still veiled by an odd air of remoteness that children, especially impish children, retain for some time 
after brushing through death. Mile Lariviére suddenly looked at Van over her green spectacles—and he 
had to cope with another warm welcome. In contrast to Albert, she had not changed at all since the days 
she used to come three times a week to D: Veen's house in town with а bagful of books and the tiny 
tremulous poodlet (now dead) that could not be left behind. It had glistening eyes like sad black olives. 

Presently, they all strolled back, the governess shaking in reminiscent grief her big-chinned, big- 
nosed head under the moiré of her parasol; Lucy gratingly dragging a garden hoe she had found, and 
young Van in his trim gray suit and flowing tie, with his hands behind his back, looking down at his 
neatly stepping mute feet—trying to place them in line, for no special reason. 
логіа had stopped at the porch. A lady, who resembled Van's mother, and a dark-haired girl 
of 11 or 12, preceded by a fluid dackel, were getting out. Ada carried an untidy bunch of wild flowers. 
She wore a white frock with a black jacket and there was a white bow in her long hair. Van never saw 
that dress again and when he mentioned it in retrospective evocation, she invariably retorted that he 
must have dreamed it. she had never had one like that, never could have put on a dark blazer on such 
а hot day, but he stuck to his initial image of her to the last. 

Some ten years ago, not long before or after his fourth birthday, and toward the end of his mother’s 
long stay in a sanatorium, "Aunt" Marina had swooped upon him in a public park where there were 
pheasants in a big cage. She advised his nurse to mind her own business and took him to a booth ne: 
the band shell, where she bought him an emerald stick of peppermint candy and told him that if his 
father wished, she would replace his mother and that you could not fecd the birds without Lady 
Amherst’s permission, or so he understood. 

They now had tea in a prettily furnished corner of the otherwise very austere central hall from 
which rose the grand staircase. They sat on chairs upholstered in silk around a pretty table. Ada's black 
jacket and а pink-yellow-blue поѕерау she had composed of anemones, celandines and columbines lay on 
а stool of oak. The dog got more bits of cake than it did ordinarily. Price, the mournful old footman 
who brought the cream for the strawberries, resembled Van's teacher of history, “jeejee” Jon 

“He resembley my teacher of history,” said Van when the man had gone. 

“I used to love history, i rina. loved to identify myself with famous women. There’s a 


said M 
ladybird on your plate, Ivan. Especially with famous beauties—Lincoln's second wife or Queen Jose- 
phine.” 


Yes, I've noticed—it’s beautifully done. We've got a similar set at home.” 
‘Slivok (some cream)? I hope you speak Russian?” Marina asked Van, asshe poured him a cup of tea. 
Neohotno no sovershenno svobodno (reluctantly but quite fluently)," replied Van, slegka ulibnu- 
(with a slight smile). "Yes, lots of cream and three lumps of suga 
Ada and I share your extravagant tastes. Dostoevski liked it with raspberry syrup.” 
“Pah,” uttered Ada 
Marina's portrait, a rather good oil by Tresham, hanging above her on the wall, showed her wear- 
ing the picture hat she had used for the rehearsal of a Hunting Scene ten years ago, romantically 
brimmed, with a rainbow wing and a great drooping plume of black-banded sil he re- 
called the cage in the park and his mother somewhere in a cage of her own, experienced an odd sense 
of mystery, as if the commentators of his destiny had gone into a huddle. Marina's face was now made 
up to imitate her former looks, but fashions had changed, her cowon dress was a rustic print, her auburn 
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locks were bleached and no longer tum- 
bled down her temples, and nothing in 
her attire or adornments echoed the dash 
of her riding crop in the picture and the 
tegular pattern of her brilliant plumage 
that Tresham had rendered with orni- 
thological skill. 

There was not much to remember 
about that first tea. Van noticed Ada's 
trick of hiding her fingernails by fisting 
her hand or stretching it with the palm 
turned upward when helping herself to 
а biscuit. She was bored and embar- 
rassed by everything her mother said, 
and when the latter started to talk 
about the Tarn, otherwise the New Res- 
‘oir, he noted that Ada was no longer 
sitting next to him but standing a little 
way ой, with her back to the tea table at 
an open casement with the slim-waisted 
dog on a chair peering over splayed 
front paws out into the garden, too, 
and she was asking it in a private whi: 
per what it was it had sniffed. 

“You can see the Tarn from the li- 
brary window,” said Marina. “Presently, 
Ada will show you all the rooms in the 
house. Ada?” (She pronounced it the 
Russian way, with two deep, dark a's, 
making it sound rather like 
n catch a glint of it from here, 
turning her head and, 
pollice verso, introducing the view to 
Van, who put his cup down, wiped hi 
mouth with a tiny embroidered napkin 
and, stuffing it into his trouser pocket, 
went up to the dark-haired, palearmed 
girl. As he bent toward her (he was 
three inches taller and the double of 
that when she married a Greck Catholic, 
and his shadow held the bridal crown 
over her from behind), she moved her 
head to make him move his to the 
required angle and her hair touched his 
neck. In his first dreams of her, this 
reenacted contact, so light, so brief, 
invariably proved to be beyond the 
dreamer's endurance and, like a lifted 
sword, signaled fire and violent release. 
nish your tea, my precious,” called 
Marina, 

Presently, as Marina had promised, 
the two children went upstairs. “Why do 
stairs creak so desperately, when two 
children go upstairs?" she thought, look- 
ing up at the balustrade along which 
two left hands progressed with strikingly 
similar flips and glides, like s 
ing their first dancing lesson, b 
we were twin sisters: everybody knows 
that.” The same slow heave, she in 
front, he behind, took them over the 
last two steps, and the staircase was 
silent again. “Old-fashioned qualms, 
said Marina. 


Ada showed her shy guest the great 
library on the second floor, the pride of 
Ardis and. her favorite "browse," which 
her mother never entered (having her 
own set of a Thousandand-One Best 


Plays in her boudoir), and which Red 
Veen, a sentimentalist and a poltroon, 
shunned, not caring to run into the 
ghost of his father who had died there 


of a stroke, and also because he found 
nothing so depressing as the collected 
works of unrecollected authors, although 


he did not mind an occasional visitor's 
admiring the place's tall bookcases and 
short cabinets, its dark pictures and pale 
busts, its ten chairs of carved walnut 
and two noble tables inlaid wi 
In а slant of scholarly sunlight, a botani- 
cal atlas upon a reading desk lay open 
on a colored plate of orchids. A kind of 
divan or day bed covered in black velvet, 
with two yellow cushions, was placed in 
а recess, below a plate-glass window that 
offered a generous view of the banal 
park and the man-made lake. A pair of 
candlesticks, mere phantoms of metal 
and tallow, stood, or seemed to stand, 
оп the broad window ledge. 

A corridor leading off the library 
would have taken our silent explorers to 
Mr. and Mrs. Veen’s apartments in the 
west wing, had they pursued their inves- 
tigations in that direction. Instead, a 
semisecret little staircase spiraled them 
from behind a rotatory bookcase to the 
upper floor, she, pale-thighed, above him, 
taking longer strides than he, three steep 
steps behind. 

"Ihe bedchambers and adjacent ac- 
commodations were more than modest, 
and Van could not help regretting he 
as too young, apparently, to be аз 
igned one of the two guest rooms next 
to the library. He recalled nostalgically 
the luxuries of home as he considered 
the revolting objects that would close 
upon him in the solitude of summer 
nights. Everything struck him as being 
intended for a cringing cretin, the dis- 
mal poorhouse bed with a medieval 
headboard of dingy wood, the self-creak- 
ing wardrobe, the squat commode of 
imitation mahogany with chain-linked 
knobs (one missing), the blanket chest 
(a sheepish escapee from the linen 
room), and the old bureau whose 
domed front flap was locked or stuck: he 
found the knob in one of its useless 
pigeonholes and handed it to Ada, who 
threw it out of the window. Van had 
never encountered a towel horse before, 
never seen a washstand made specially 
for the bathless. A round looking glass 
above it was ornamented with gilt gesso 
grapes; a satanic snake encircled the 
porcelain basin (twin of the one in the 
girl washroom across the passage). An 
elbow chair with a high back and a 
bedside stool supporting a brass candle- 
stick with a grease pan and handle 
(whose double he had semed to have 
seen mirrored a moment ago—where?) 
completed the worst and main part of 
the humble equipment. 

They went back to the corridor, she 
tossing her hair, he clearing his throat, 
Farther down, а door of some playroom 


or nursery stood ajar and stirred to and 
fro as little Lucette peeped out, one 
russet knee showing. Then the door leaf 


flew open—but she darted inside and 
. Cobalt sailing boats adorned the 


away 
white tiles of a stove, and as her sister 
and he passed by that open door, a toy 
rel organ invitingly went into action 
with a stumbling little minuet. Ada and 
Van returned to the ground floor—this 
time all the way down the sumptuous 

case. Of the many ancestors along 
the wall, she pointed out her favorite, 
old Prince Vscslav Zemski (1699-1797), 
friend of Linnaeus and author of Flora 
Ladorica, who was portrayed in rich oil 
holding his barely pubescent bride and 
her blonde doll in his satin lap. An en- 
larged photograph, soberly framed, hung 
(rather incongruously, Van thought) next 
to the rosebud lover in his embroidered 
coat. The late Sumercchnikov, American 
precursor of the Lumière brothers, had 
taken Ada's maternal unde in profile 
with upchecked violin, a doomed youth, 
after his farewell concert. 

On the first floor, a yellow drawing 
room hung with damask and furnished 
in what the French once called the Em- 
pire style opencd into the garden and 
now, in the late afternoon, was invaded 
across the threshold by the large leaf 
shadows of a paulownia tree (named, by 
an indifferent linguist, explained Ada, 
after the patronymic, mistaken for a 
second name or surname of a harmless 
lady, Anna Pavlovna Romanov, daugh- 
ter of Pavel, nicknamed Paul-minus- 
Peter, why she did not know, 5 
the monlinguist's master, the botanical 
Zemski, Im going to scream, thought 
Van). A china cabinet encaged a whole 
z00 of small animals among which the 
огух and the okapi, complete with scien- 
mes, were especially recommended 
n by his charming but impossibly 
pretentious companion. Equally fasci- 
ing was a five-fold screen with bright 
ntings on its black panels reproduc- 
ing the first maps of four and a half con- 
tinents We now pass into the music 
room, with its little-used piano. and a 
corner room called the Gun Room con- 
taining a stuffed Shetland pony that an 
aunt of Dan Veen’s, maiden name for- 
gotten, thank Log, once rode, On thc 
other, or some other, side of the house 
was the ballroom, a glossy wasteland with 
wallflower chairs. “Reader, ride by" 
(літо, chitatel’,” as Turgenev wrote). 
The “mews,” as they were improperly 
called in Ladore County, were architec- 
turally rather confusing in the case of 
Ardis Hall. A latticed gallery looked 
across its garlanded shoulder into the 
garden and tumed sharply toward the 
drive. Elsewhere, an elegant loggia, lit by 
long windows, led now-tongue-tied Ada 
and intolerably bored Van into a bower 
of rocks: a sham grotto, with ferns cling- 
ing to it shamelessly, and an artificial 
cascade borrowed from some brook or 
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book, or Van's burning bladder (after 
all that confounded tea). 

The servants’ quarters (except those 
of two painted and powdered maids 
who had rooms upstairs) were on the 
courtyard side of the ground floor, and 
Ada said she had visited them once in 
the explorative stage of her childhood 
but all she remembered was a canary 
and an ancient machine for grinding 
coffee beans, which settled the matter. 

They zoomed upstairs again. Van 
popped into a water closet d emerged. 
in much beter humor. A dwarf Haydn 
again played a few bars as they walked on. 

The attic. This is the attic. Welcome 
to the attic. It stored a great number of 
trunks and cartons, and two brown 
couches, one on top of the other like 
copulating beetles, and lots of pictures 
standing in corners or on shelves with 
their faces against the wall like humiliat- 
ed children, Rolled up in its case was an 
old “jikker” or skimmer, a blue magic 
rug with Arabian designs, faded but still 
enchanting, which Uncle Daniel's father 
had used in his boyhood and later flown 
when drunk. Because of the many colli- 
sions, collapses and other accidents, es- 
pecially numerous in sunset skies over 
idyllic fields, jikkers were banned by the 
patrol; but four years later Van, who 
loved that sport, bribed a local mechanic 
the thing, reload its hawking 
nd generally bring it back into 
magic order; and many a summer day 
would they spend, his Ada and he, hang- 
ing over grove and river or gliding at a 
safe ten-foot altitude above surfaces of 
roads or roofs. How comic the wobbling, 
ditch-diving cyclist. how weird the arm- 
flailing and slipping chimney sweep! 

Vaguely impelled by the feeling that 
as long as they were inspecting the 
house they were, at least, doing some- 
thing—keeping up a semblance of con- 
secutive action that, despite the brilliant 
conversational gifts both possessed, would 
degenerate into a desperate vacuum of 
self-conscious loafing, with mo other 
resource than affected wit followed by 
silence, Ada did not spare him the base- 
ment, where a big-bellied robot throbbed, 
manfully heating the pipes that mean- 
dered to the huge kitchen and to the two 
drab bathrooms, and did their poor best 
to keep the castle habitable on festive 
visits in winter. 

"You have not seen anything yet!” 
cried Ada. “There is still the roof!” 

“But that is going to be our last 
panting climb today,” said Van to him- 
self firmly. 

Owing to a mixture of overlapping 
styles and tiles (not easily explainable 
in nontechnical terms to non-roof-lovers), 
as well as to a haphazard continuum, so 
to speak, of renovations, the roof of 
Ardis Manor presented an indescriba- 
ble confusion of angles and levels, of 
tin-green and fin-gray surfaces, of scenic 


ез and windproof nooks. You could 
dip and kiss, and survey in between, 
the reservoir, the groves, the mead- 
ows, even the inkline of larches that 
marked the boundary of the nearest 
estate miles away, and the ugly little 
shapes of more or less legless cows on a 
distant hillside. And one could easily hide 
behind some projection from inquisitive 
immers or picture-taking balloons. 
A gong bronzily boomed on a terrace. 

For some odd reason, both children 
were relieved to learn that a stranger 
was expected. to dinner. He was an An- 
dalusian architect whom Uncle Dan 
wanted to plan an “artistic? swimming 
pool for Ardis Manor. Uncle Dan had 
intended to come, too, with an inter- 
preter, but had caught the Russian 
“hrip” (Spanish flu) instead, and had 
phoned Marina. asking her to be very 
nice to good old Alonso. 

"You must help mel" Marina told 
the children with a worried frown. 
“I could show him a copy, perhaps,” 
id Ada, turning to Van, "of am abso- 
lutely fantastically lovely nature morte 
by Juan de Labrador of Extremadura— 
golden grapes and a strange rose against 
a black background. Dan sold it to De 
»d Demon has promised to give 


Iso have some Zurbarin fruit," 
said Van smugly. “Tangerines, I believe, 


and а fig of sorts, with a wasp upon it. 
Oh. we'll dazzle the old boy with shop- 
talk!” 


They did not. Alonso, a tiny wizened 
man in a double-breasted tuxedo. spoke 
only Spanish, while the sum of 5; 
words his hosts knew scarcely exceeded 
half a dozen. Van had canastilla (a little 
basket) and nubarrones (thunderclouds), 
which both came from an en regard 
translation of a lovely Spanish poem 
in one of his schoolbooks. Ada remem- 
bered, of course, mariposa, butterfly, 

nd the names of two or three birds 
(listed in ornithologictl guides), such as 
paloma, pigeon, or grevol, hazel hen. 
Marina knew aroma and hombre, and 
an anatomical term with а hang- 
ing in the middle. In consequence, the 
table talk consisted of long lumpy Span- 
ish phrases pronounced very loudly by 
the voluble architect, who thought he 
was dealing with very deaf people, and 
of a smatter of French, intentionally but 
inly I nized by his victims. Once the. 
difficult dinner was over. Alonso investi- 
gated, by the light of three torches held 
by two footmen, a possible site for an 
expensive pool, put the plan of the 
grounds back into his briefcase and, 
after kissing by mistake Ada’s hand in 
the dark, hastened away to catch the last. 
southbound train. 


WAS SHE REALLY PRETTY, at 192 Did he 
want—would he ever want—to caress 
her, to really caress her? Her black hair 


cascaded over one clavide and the ges 
ture she made of shaking it back and 
the dimple on her pale check were reve- 
lations with an clement of immed 
recognition about them. Her pallor 
shone, her blackness blazed. The pleated 
skirts she liked were becomingly short. 
Even her bare limbs were so free from 
suntan that one’s gaze, stroking her 
white shins and forearms, could follow 
upon them the regular slants of fine 
dark hairs, the silks of her girlhood. The 
iridal dark brown of her serious eyes 
had the enigmatic opacity of an Orien- 
tal hypnotist’s look (in а mag 
back-page advertisement) and seemed to 
be placed higher than usual so that 
between their lower rim and the moist 
lower lid a cradle crescent of white 
remained when she stared straight at 
you. Her long eyelashes seemed black- 
ened and, in fact, were. Her features 
were saved from elfin prettiness by the 
thickish shape of her parched lips. Her 
plain Irish nose was Van's in miniature. 
Her teeth were fairly white but not very 
even. 

Her poor pretty hands—one could 
not help cooing with pity over them— 
тозу in comparison with the translucent 
skin of the arm, rosier even than the 
elbow that seemed to be blushing for 
the state of her nails: she bit them so 
thoroughly that all vestige of free 
gin was replaced by a groove cutting 
into the flesh with the tightness of wire 
and lending an additional spatule of 
length to her naked finger tips. Later, 
when he was so fond of Kissing her cold 
hands, she would clench them, allowing 
his lips nothing but knuckle, but he 
would fiercely pry her hand open to get 
at those fat blind little cushions. (But, 
oh, my, oh, the long, languid, rose-and- 
silver, painted and pointed, delicately 
stinging onyxes of her adolescent and 
adult years!) 

Wi 


п experienced in those first 
¢ days when she showed him the 
house—and those nooks in it where they 
were to make love so soon—combined 
elements of ravishment and exaspera- 
tion. Ravishment—because of her pale 
voluptuous, impermissible skin, her hair 
her legs, her angular movements, her 
gazellegrass odor, the sudden black stare 
of her wideset eyes, the rustic nudity 
under her dress; exasperation—becausc 
between him, an awkward schoolboy of 
genius, and that precocious, affected, im 
penetrable child there extended а void 
of light and a veil of shade that no force 
could overcome and pierce. He swore 
wretchedly in the hopelessness of his 
bed as he focused his swollen senses on 
the glimpse of her he had engulled 
when, on their second excursion to thc 
top of the house, she had mounted a 
captain's trunk to unhasp a sort of illu 
minator through which one acceded to 
ihe roof (even the dog had once gonc 
(continued on page 104) 


cyzVolatile 

anessa in a pair of far-out films, the comely 
and contentious miss redgrave plays a kinky avt 

y collector and a free-loving queen of modern dance 


pictorial 


“A QUIET PLACE IN THE COUNTRY”: 


Less devoted to her artist lover, Franco 
Nero, than to his art in this film melo- 
drama, Vanessa ensconces him in an 
Italian villa and attempts to rekindle 
his flagging creativity by indulging his 
fetishes. She mimics his favorite kinky 
comic-strip character (above) and then 
tries to ипѕпагі the knotty problem by 
tying him up before caressing him and 
threatening him with a knife (right, top 
and center). An electric vibrator proves 
slightly mightier than the sword (below 
right), but after she showers (left), her 
unbalanced boyfriend shows his grati- 
tude by trying to murder her (below). 


“ISADORA”: Vanessa plays the title 
character in this World War One-era 
biography of an uncompromising artist 
who shocked audiences with her avant- 
garde dancing and had two children 
without bothering to marry. Facing page, 
she cohabits for a time with a theat- 
rical designer (James Fox)—whom she 
treats to a bit of au-naturel choreography. 


In A Quiet Place in the Country, Vanessa’s a psychotic painter's scheming art- 
collector mistress; and in Isadora, she flawlessly re-creates the erotic lile and times 
of Isadora Duncan, the archbohemian creator of modern dance. Unconven- 
i these parts in her latest films sugge e elegantly elongated Miss 
Redgrave has come a long way since the ume she sobbed about h 
her mother and listened to her father, the world-famous Sir Michael, 
that she uy musical comedy—a gentle hint that her lithe 5°11” frame d 
ified her as a leading lady. But then, after garnering extensive critical 
praise in espearean roles, the erstwhile gangly teenager was cast as the 
longsuffering ex-wife in Morgan!, and the new Vanessa was launched. Along 
the way, she had earned a reputation as a political activist by joining ban-the- 
bomb rallies and lecturing Hyde Park crowds, Alter Morgan!, she continued hi 
political pursuits and further surprised everyone by taking a part in Blow-Up 
that called for a topless seduction scene. Though demurely shielded by c. 
fully placed arms in Blow-Up, Vanessa in Quiet Place and Isadora suffers no 
such restraints. "One spends an awful lot of one's life naked,” she says, “so what's 
extraordinary about spending a little bit of film naked?” Nothing, say we. 
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there), and a bracket or something 
wrenched up her skirt and he saw—as 
one sees some sickening miracle in a 


morphosis—that the child was darkly 
flossed. He noticed that she seemed to 
have noticed that he had or might have 
noticed (what he not only noticed but 
retained with tender terror until he 
freed himself of that vision—much later 
—and in strange ways), and an odd, 
dull, arrogant look passed across her 
face: her sunken checks and fat pale lips 
moved as if she were chewing some- 
thing, and she emitted a yelp of joyless 
laughter when he, big Van, slipped on a 
tile after wriggling in his turn through 
the skylight. And in the sudden sun, he 
realized that until then, he, small Van, 
had been a blind virgin, since haste, 
dust and dusk had obscured the mousy 
charms of his first harlot, so often pos- 
sessed. D 

His sentimental education now went 
on fast. Next morning, he happened to 
catch sight of her washing her face and 
arms over an old-fashioned basin on a 
rococo stand, her hair knotted on the 
top of her head, her nightgown twisted 
around her waist like a clumsy corolla 
out of which issued her slim back, rib- 
shaded on the near side. A fat snake of 
porcelain curled around the basin, and 
as both the reptile and he stopped to 
watch Eve and the soft woggle of her 
bud breasts in profile, a big mulberry- 
colored cake of soap slithered out of her 
hand, and her black-socked foot hooked 
the door shut with а bang that was more 
the echo of the soap's crashing against the 
n a sign of pudic dis- 


one AFTERNOON, they were climbing 
the glossylimbed shattal tree at the bot- 
tom of the garden. Mlle Lai re and 
little Lucette, screened by а caprice of 
the coppice but just within earshot, 
were playing grace hoops. One glimpsed 
now and then, above or through foliage, 
the skimming hoop pasing from one 
unscen sending stick to another. The 
first cicada of the season kept trying out 
its instrument. A silver-and-sable skybab 
squirrel sat sampling а cone on the back 
of a bench. 

Van, in bluc gym suit, having worked 
his way up to a fork just under his agile 
playmate (who naturally was better ac- 
quainted with the trec's intricate map) 
but not being able to sce her face, 
hetokened mute communication by tak- 
ing her ankle between finger and 
thumb. as she would have a closed but- 
terlly. Her bare foot slipped, and the 
ng youngsters tangled ignomin- 


mong the branches, in a shower 
and leaves, clutching at each 


104 other; and the next moment, as they 


regained a semblance of balance, his 
expressionless face and cropped head 
were between her legs and a last fruit 
fell with a thud—the dropped dot of an 
inverted exclamation point. She was 


wearing his wrist watch and a cotton 
frock. 

Remember?” 

“Yes, of course, I remember: you 


kissed me here, on the inside—' 

“And you started to strangle me with 
those devilish knees of youi 

“I was seeking some sort of support.”) 

"That might have been true, but ac- 

cording to a later (considerably later!) 
version, they were still in the wee, and 
still glowing, when Van removed a silk 
thread of larva web from his lip and 
remarked that such negligence of attire 
was a form of hysteria. 
Well,” answered Ada, straddling her 
orite limb, "as we all know by now, 
Mile La Riviére de Diamants has noth- 
ing against а hysterical little girl's not 
wearing pantalets during Pardeur de la 
canicule.” 

“1 refuse to share the ardor of your 
little canicule with an apple tree.” 

“It is really the Tree of Knowledge— 
this specimen was imported last summer, 
wrapped up in brocade, from the Eden 
National Park, where Dr, Krolik’s son is 
ar 

“Let him range and breed, by all 
means,” said Van (her natural history 
had long begun to get on his nerves), 
"but 1 swear no apple trees grow in 
Iraq, 

“Rigl 


but that's not a пие apple 


("Right and wrong” commented 
Ada, again much later: "We did discuss 
the matter, but you could not have 
permitted. yourself sudi vulgar repartecs 
then. At a time when the chastest of 
chances allowed you to snatch, as they 
say, a first shy kiss! Oh, for shame. And 
besides, there was no National Park 
Iraq eighty years ago.” "Truc," said 
Van. "And no caterpillars bred on that 
псе in our orchard.” "True, my lovely 
and larveless" Natural history was past 
history by that time.) 

Both kept diaries. Soon after that fore 
taste of knowledge, an amusing thing 
happened. She was on her way to Kro- 
lik's house with a boxful of hatched and 
chloroformed butterflies and had just 
ssed through the orchard when she 
suddenly stopped апа swore (chort!). 
At the same moment Van, who had set 
out in the opposite direction for a bit of 
shooting practice in a nearby pavilion 
(where there was a bowling alley and 
other recreational facilities, once much 
used by other Veens), also came to an 
abrupt standstill. Then, by a nice coinci- 
dence, both went tearing back to the 
house to hide their diaries, which both 


thought they had left lying open in their 
respective rooms. Ada, who feared the 
curiosity of Lucette and Blanche, a 
young chambermaid (the governess pre- 
sented no threat, being pathologically 
unobservant), found out she was wrong 
—she had put away the album with 
its latest entry. Van, who knew that 
Ada was a little “snoopy,” discovered 
Blanche in his room feigning to 
the made bed, with the unlocked diary 


lying on the stool beside it. He slapped 
her lightly on the behind and removed 
the shagreen-bound book to a safer 


place. Then Van and Ada met in the 
passage, and would have kissed at some 
earlier stage of the Novel's Evolution in 
the History of Literature. It might have 
been a neat little sequel to the Shattal 
‘Tree incident. Instead, both resumed 
their separate ways—and Blanche, I sup- 
pose, went to weep in her bower. 

Their first free and frantic caresses 
had been preceded by a brief period of 
strange craftiness, of cringing stealth. 
‘The masked offender was Мап, but 
Ada's passive acceptance of ће poor 
boy's behavior seemed tacitly to ас 
knowledge its disreputable and even 
monstrous nature. A few weeks later, 
both were to regard that phase of his 
courtship with amused condescensior 
the time, however, its implicit cowardice 
puzzled her and distressed him—mainly 
because he was keenly conscious of her 
being puzzled. 

Although Van had never had the oc 
casion to witness anything close to vir- 
1 revolt on the part of Ada—not an 
easily frightened or overfastidious little 
girl (“Je raffole de tout ce qui rampe"), 
he could rely on two or three dreadful 
dreams to imagine her, in real, or at 
least responsible, life, recoiling with a 
wild look as she left his lust in the lurch 
to summon her governess or mother, or 
a gigantic footman (not existing in the 
house but the dream—punch- 
able with sharp-ringed knuckles, punc- 
turable like a bladder of blood), after 
which he knew he would be expelled 
from Ardis— 

(їп Айз hand: I vehemently object 
to that “not overfastidious.” It is un 
in fact, and fuzzy in fancy, Van's m 
al note: Sorry. puss: that must stay.) 
he were to will himself 
to mock that image so as to blast it out 
of ail consciousness, he could not feel 
proud of his conduct: in those actual 
undercover dealings of his with Ada, by 
doing what he did and the way he did 
it, with that unpublished relish, he 
seemed to himself to be cither taking 
advantage of her innocence or else 
ng her to conceal from him, the 
concealer, her awareness of what he con 
cealed. 

After the first contact, so light, so 
mute, between his soft lips and her 

(continued on page 245) 


“There's that terrific arrangement I was telling you about.” 
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beaches, endowed with a majestic tran- 
quillity, it is a country whose name has 
long and aptly been synonymous with 
earthly lise. Ancient explorers knew 
it as Serendib, from which came our 
word “serendipity,” meaning happy and 
unexpected discovery; to the Arabs it was 
“the Isle of Delight"; and to the Ceylo- 
nese today it is Lanka, the Resplendent 
Land. 

Ceylon is, indeed, resplendent in its 
profusion of treasures, a discovery that 
discriminating Western tourists have 
only lately begun to appreciate. It oca- 
pies an area slightly larger than West 
Virginia, yet it has a climate that offers 
you a choice of hot or cold, wet or 
dry—all on the same day. Happily com- 
bined with this quixotic climate is a 
kaleidoscopic panorama of topograp! 
contrasts that ranges from Jafina’s desert 
the north to the jungle and rolling 
downlands of the south. The lower cen- 
ter of the island is dominated by Cey- 
lon's invigorating “upcountry’—great 
ridges of densely wooded mountains and 
sweeps of highaltitude plains whose 
resort, hotels and recreation amenities 
provide a refreshing change from the sun- 
baked languor of the Coast's tropical 
beaches. 

There are game parks that teem with 
elephants, leopards and crocodiles—and 
bikini-studded beaches where the quarry 
is less formidable and far better looking. 
You'll find somnolent villages, boisterous 
towns and markets where you can bar- 
gain for sapphires and moonstoncs €x- 
cavated from the famed gem mines of 
Ratnapura. Virtually every outdoor ac- 
tivity that docsn't require snow or ice 
is enjoyed, including golf, tennis, surfing, 
sailing, skindiving and elephant riding. 
"There's hunting in the jungle, trout fish- 
ing in cold mountain streams and game 
fishing in the occan for sailfish, marlin 
nd tu 
The sights and pleasures of this com- 
pact Iand—it measures only 270 miles 
long and 140 miles wide—are all easily 
accessible via an extensive network of 
generally excellent roads or by frequent 
rail and air services; and transportation 
by any route is remarkably inexpensive. 
There are no superhighways or Hilton 
hotels (although the chain has earmarked 
а construction site), but the roads that do 
exist are quite adequate and the hotels 
d inns scattered throughout the island 
offer a standard of service that would be 
difficult to fault. 

To get to Ceylon, all you'll require in 
the way of documentation are your pass- 
port and smallpox certificate: no visa for 
American. tourists. You'll need tropical- 
ght togs most of the time, a light rain- 
for sudden showers and a change of 
medium-weight gear for the relatively 
chilly nights upcountry. Katunayake, the 
brand-new airport north of Colombo, 
Geylon’s capital, is where you'll land. 
TWA, BOAC, UTA and Qantas are 


among the bigger scheduled 
all, either en route from the Orient to 
Europe or vice versa. 

One of the curiosities facing the new- 
comer to Ceylon is the Poya calendar, a 
source of frequent wonder and confusion 
to the un ted. It's governed by the 
phases of the moon and, conscquently, 
there are no Saturday-Sunday weekends 
as we know them. Poya, the weekly day 
of rest, falls on any day the moon reaches 
its quarter phase. PrePoya (the day 
before) is a half holiday; many night 
dubs, restaurants and other establish- 
ments may close on cither day, so it's 
advisable to phone up before setting out 
for a night on the town. 

Another indigenous oddity, which 
amounts to а cash bonus for every v 
tor, is the rate of exchange. Officially, it's 
about six rupees to the dollar, but the 
Geylonese government offers an addition 
al flat rate of 44 percent—or around 
nine rupees, This device is prompted 
by the desire both to attract tourists and 
to discourage speculation in the currency 
black market, where the going rate is 
about I2 rupees to the dollar. The bonus 
rate doesn't apply outside Ceylon, so 
don't buy your rupees until you land— 
and avoid the black-market scene, if only 
because it could lead to a premature and 
distressing farewell. 

Most of Ceylon’s population speaks 
Singhalese. The British left 21 years ago, 
but English is still a compulsory subject 
in schools and, hence, is also widely 
spoken—more so, in fact, than in many 
European countries, Ccylon's third lan- 
guage is Tamil. Slightly more than 
500,000 of the island's 13,000,000 inhabi- 
tants live in Colombo, which is where 
you'll start and, in all likelihood, finish 
If your flight arrives сапу in 
the morning. you'll drive through the 
outlying districts of the city just as every- 
one is pouring in for the day's work. Red 
double-decker buses imported second- 
hand from London lurch incongruous! 
along jungle roads; an elephant deftly 
twirls a teak log in a lumberyard; and a 
stearn-operated. traction engine, brightly 
painted and brass gleaming, chugs noisily 
down the center of the street with several 
wagons in tow, clearing the way with an 
perious blast from its whistle. Bullock 
carts sway slowly along the grass shoulder 
amid hundreds of people in vivid robes 
and saris, some on bicycles, some walking 
and others waiting in long lines at bus 
stops that bear the legend моток nus 
HALTING PLACE, 

Lining the road are fruit stands loaded 
—according to the season—with mangoes, 
wood apples, coconuts, bananas and pas- 
sion fruit; and a few doors from the 
Center for Indigenous Medicines is the 
establishment of one of Ceylon's more 
portant citizens, the local astrologer. 
Even the most sophisticated Ceylonese 
families consult occultists; and the coun- 


пуз leading newspaper features ads 
placed by ~government-registered scien- 
tists and charmists” who guarantee seven- 
day results in retrieving the love of an 
errant spouse, taming enemies, winning 


fights and passing civilservice exams. 
One of the betterknown practitioners, 
ad to “inflict a pw 


in case you've a п is 
ment, get back a debt, back a winner or 
increase your intelligence.” is Mr. Dis- 
sanayake, who can be found at the Arud- 
ha Hair Oil Office in Gampola. "No 
charming we have done has ever failed" 
is his modest cl 
Upon arrival in Colombo, however, 
your first and more immediate necessity 
will be accommodations. Downtown are 
the Taprobane and Ceylinco hotels; 
both offer first-class service and restau- 
rants, and the Taprobane—should you 
want a reminder of the outside world 
has a well-stocked book and magazine 
stand, But our choice is the capital's most 
venerable and best-known hotel, the 
Galle Face, а Victorian mammoth of a 
building situated a short distance south 
of the city’s center. At the Galle D 


im. 


there's a shopping arcade, a travel bu- 
teau, 


two night clubs, a pool and vast 
rooms that must, in their time, 

e witnessed many a colonial gover- 
nors banquet. The flavor is air-cond 
tioned Kipling, with superlative service, 
excellent food and hundreds of barefoot, 
whiterobed waiters attendant on your 
every request 

You won't feel much like plunging 
into a cross-country trip on the day of 
arrival; so, after you've ordered your 
car for the following morning, you 
should plan to spend the first night in 
Colombo, leaving the next day and sav 
ing your sightseeing and shopping in 
the capital until you return, 

You'll find most varieties of interna 
tional cuisine in Colombo—from West 
ern (excellent steaks, incidentally) to 
Chinese, Japanese, Buddhist-vegetarian 
and, of course, Ceylonese, which means 
. And what curries! In Ceylon, curry 
is a meal that blends upward of a dozen 
fresh-ground herbs and spices in а siz 
ling variety of meat, fish, fowl and vege 
tables, accompanied by a huge bowl of 
rice. Dinner for two covers a mediun- 
sized refectory table and costs а whop 
g 70 cents, To help douse the flames 
of the sauces, ask for hoppers; they 
look like stringy pancakes and they're 
delicious. 

Great curries arc served at Tharanga, 
which also specializes in Western and 
seafood dishes. There, a steak will set 
you back about 50 cents, and the costli- 
est item on a bill of fare that 
from sirloin 10 sole is lobster: 75 cents 
apiece. Afterward, try one of the scrump 
tious local desserts, such as jaggery sundae. 
wattilapam or wood-apple cream. The 
last two are jungle concoctions that need 
(continued on page 126) 


THE TOYS AND GAMES OF WAR AND PEACE 


a tripartite exploration and clear explanations of that territory of intellect and action 
where game theory and computer technology fuse to not only predict but 
actually shape the future of us all and of our world as well 


PLAYING FOR KEEPS 


article By JULES SIEBEL The men 


around the conference table had just 
received the news that their company's 
net loss was now hovering a banker's 
ler 52,874,000. but they were 
ng the least bit hysterical 


old fox who had survived countless 
board-room crises, he would certainly 
have a brilliant answer to the ques- 
h man's mind: What do we 


do next? 

“Beats the hell out of me,” he sa 
tossing an accordion of data sheets 
onto the table. “I move we take a 


d, 


break.” 

“You have lo be philosophical about 
these things,” the chief subsequently 
‘After all, it's only а 


game.” 
Under ordinary circumstances, 


uch 
heroic tranquillity in the face of disas- 
ter might have struck an uncharitable 
observer as verging on the unreal, if 
not the psychotic. In this case, how- 
ever, the response was entirely appro- 
priate. The men actually were playing 
a game. Theirs was no real 


ing techn 
In order to learn new business sl 
they were pretending to be execu 
running an ima 

Gaming, or simulation (the 
preferred by old fogies who insi 
games are only for children), is a 
of teaching what might otherwise be 
unteachable—arcane arts such as how 
to run an oil refinery, plan an anti- 
guerrilla war or respond to a nuclear 
threat. 

Edi ional simulation owes a lot to wargame concepts 
that date back at least two centuries. Only in the past 10 
ог I2 years, however, has gaming become a fad in business 
and academic circles. Even so, there are already enough edu- 
cational games to stock the greediest corporate or academic 
toy chest. 

For bankers who want to learn how to get more bang for 
their advertising buck, there is Adman, invented by Dr. Clark 
€. Abt, 39-year-old creator of dozens of other simulations. 


tucked away in clinical cubicles, 
the think-tank boys are locked 
in fierce combat, the outcome of which 
may determine whether the next 
seven years will be fat or lean—or if 
we'll even have seven more years 


In GREMEX (Goddard Research 
Engineering Management Exercise). 
NASA scientists and technicians prac 
tice managing spaceflight projects 


plagued by money troubles, sloppy 
inaccurate blueprints and other 


signed by Johns Hopkins University 
professor Michael find out 
what 
phe. There is even one game that 
teaches how to bend the truth effec- 
tively. It's called Propaganda. 

A typical business gaming exercise 
very much resembles an extremely 
complicated form of Monopoly. The 


nessmen, public officials or other deci 
sion makers, just as Monopoly players 
pretend to be real-estate speculators. 
The real world is represented by а 
model, which may be a board like the 
Monopoly board, a program in a com- 
puter or merely a set of printed forms. 
‘The players manipulate this model, 
making decisions similar to those they 
would make in reality. In Monopoly, 
they buy and sell property, build im- 
provements, collect rent. In a bu 
game, they might allocate advert 
producti 
gotiate loa 
taxes, 

Periodically, umpires or referees 
score the results of the decisions and 
feed them back into the game, along 
with new information that will affect 
the course of future play. In Monopo- 
ly, this comes from the Community 
Chest and Chance cards: 
Jail Free," “Take a Ride on the Ri 
Your Favor—Collect $200." In 
information might consist of inventi 
or sales figures. 

To a certain degree, the popularity of educational games 
results from the same kind of appeal that made Monopoly 
America’s favorite board game soon after it was introduced 
in 1935, At the е, economics was the big bad wolf. The 
country was in the middle of a (continued on page 148) 
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n and research budgets, ne- 


s, distribute dividends, рау 
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article By ROBERT RUSSEL cencr- 


ally, a toy is a game you play by your- 
self. Like building a boat, or gliding 
round looking for therm 
marvelous day, or taking a new car 
out for an early-morning drive, or 
putting on scuba ge: ind exploring 
the womb of the жа. You and a 


device, letting it happen, finding 
yourself—and the world—by losing 


yourself, losing track of time, getting 
in touch with feelings and ideas and 
strengths and beauty that may be im- 
portant and are certainly refreshing, 
often in surprising ways. In short, a 
toy is a mechanical companion for ex 
ploring without. and. ihing 
for being alone with, yet a thing to 
keep you in touch with the world. 

Some toys blend precision and pleas- 
ure in a way that has tempted most 
of us to take the trouble to learn 10 
use them well, and thi 
itself continually 
variety comes fr 
which they put us in touch: the se: 
the sky or the bush or the open road 
on the one hand, and all those things 
within us we know too little about. 
True, there are people with sports 
cars they'll never appreciate, but the 
guy who's worked hard to buy a 
worthy set of wheels or wings is usu 
ally capable of rising to a fulfilling 
man-machine affair: clean, free, joy- 
ous and deeply reward 

Some people maintain that games. 
rather than toys, provide greater self- 
renes. The Walt Disneys of the 
world are forever reminding us that 
the cubs, pups and kittens of all the 


mammal 


They improvise tag, war, hide 


species 1 


ig—with regu! 
cipline, even deprivation, marsha 


ized “sport 
part. 


n species, including our own, naturally love playing 


ng instinctive and universal rules, But the adults of our 
ave sought to regiment the natural play instinct in 
tions, judges, ur 
g youngsters into teams 
and leagues, ranks and heroes, turning play into such orj 
that finally only the very best are allowed to take 
Fo increase the intensity, the best-looking girls are 


PLAYING FOR FUN 


a toy is a sports car, an aircraft, 
а lypewriter—or even a 


next-generation computer—when it’s 


used solely for the sheer delight 
and pleasure it can yield 


personality. 
ck and mimicry, 1 


high theoretical 
interest in greg: 


forms, training, dis 


the team. 


in their 
set of personal characteristics has been foi 
people in extremely diverse fields. Although there are individ 
ual differences, the genera 

id 


To promote an economy based 


recruited into sexually provocative 
cadres to urge the boys on to fight (as 
in football like some fous 
parody of wartime, unt 
have to be armored, injury becomes a 
mark of honor n 
nger to the high school 


common 


cl 


playing fields. 

Beneath the aberrant intensity of 
these "educational" games lies the 
myth of the sound mind in the sound 
body. Kids good at sport are usually 
popular, gregarious and capable of 
working within the rules. They're 
often well built and energetic. They've 
ed to handle unexpected. situa- 
nd they don't hog the ball. 
moral, respectful, self-confi 
nt and sometimes heroic. They've 
ned to work for success and, sup 
posedly, to snatch victory from de 
But while organized, disciplined vi 
lence may yet have its place in this 

-from-perfect world, irs hard to 
imagine moving the team from the 
playing field into the lab so the boys 
the way they took 
ly different sort of 
teamwork is required to turn out a 
film or to pu eship on the 
moon. The differer м merely 
n specialized knowledge but in crea- 
у. And that’s where those solitary 
yo-yos, the toy people, enter the 
picture. 

In onc of the best stu 
tivity published to date, Americ 
sociologists Getzels and Csiksventm 
halyi concluded that “the creative 
impulse of artists and scientists i: 
imbedded in the deeper layers of 
lues and motive: 


з of crea 


pattern includes a combi 
esthetic values, low extroversion,. dis- 
tivities, self-sufhciency and resistance 


to group persuasion." "That kind of person would never make 
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PLAYING FOR THE UPPER HAND 


article By PHILIP MEYER “1 snan 
never believe,” Albert Einstein once 
said, “that God plays dice with the 
world.” It was necessary to say this 
because all the evidence of modern 
physics points the other way. The 
world behaves as if God does play 
dice with it. Relativity, quantum 
theory, the Heisenberg principle—all 
tore apart Newton's model of an 
orderly world with causes leading to 
uniform effects. Physicists, to live with 
disorder and uncertainty, had to turn 
10 probability and statistics—just as 
the Weather Bureau gave up trying to 
make exact predictions and now sct- 
Чез for telling you that your picnic 
s a 30-percent chance of getting 
ed out. 
‘There has been a 
development 


1 spin-off from 
As mathema 


abilistic tools for explaining things, 
scholars in other fields as far-flung 
from physics as economics and politi- 
lapting them to 
n of their own 
worlds. And after decades of being 
digested, filtered, translated and re- 
worked, the approach is shaping up 
to where you use it, too—not to 
form your own theory of the universe 
but to develop everyday strategies for 
problems as trivial as deciding what to 
order from a Chinese menu or as im- 
portant as deciding whether to live 
in the city and get mugged or to move 
to the suburbs and die of boredom. 

If God plays dice with the universe, 
then everyday life is а series of acci- 
dents, some good, some bad. What you 
can do about it is try to improve the odds for the good 
accidents and minimize the odds for the bad. In other words, 
roll your own dice. 

‘This basic idea—that statistics and probability theory can 
icd to human conflict and decision making under 
nty—was first laid out in detail in 1944, when John 
von Neumann and Oskar Morgenstern published ап unread- 
able book called Theory of Games and Economic Behavior. 
Because the book was unreadable and its mathematics so far 


omnipotent minimax, you can acquire Bu 
that warm feeling that comes 
from never making an 
avoidable mistake 


out, the ideas it were slow to catch 
on. It is only in recent ycars that a 
large body of literature has developed 
to show how game theory can be ар: 
plied to real-world problems. 

In using game theory, it is often 
necessary to use numbers. This need 
not be as alarming as it may sound 
to the nonmathematically inclined. 
Numbers are less frightening when 
you realize that they don’t complicate. 
"They simplify. They wipe the fuzzy 
edges from the world. And they give 
you а tool with which to manipulate 
the environment, instead of standing 
passively d while the environ- 
ment manipulates you. 

The first people to р 
day applications were, 
expected, the people in the think 
business. Ellsberg was one of 
them. As one of the bright young men 
of the Rand Corpo 
imagination to apply high-level theory 
to personal crisis. He proved it five 
years ago, during the big fire in Bever 
ly Hills, while flames were sweeping 
through Brentwood, north of Sunset 
Boulevard. Ellsberg lived south of Sun- 
set, and һе and his neighbors were 
standing in front of their house: d 
watching the Hames a half mile away. 
All that was needed to send the fire in 
their direction was a shift in the 
wind. 


would it shift? Should they 
evacuate and risk doing a lot of work 
for nothing, or stay and risk having 
their possessions burned? 

"Everyone was very reluctant to 
evacuate,” recalls Ellsberg. 
stood there and kept saying it wouldn't come across " 
as though the street were some sort of firebreak. The talk had 
iritual premise, really. It was as though God were destroy- 
ing the people north of Sunset and it wouldn't be consistent 
to wipe out our side, too." 

Ellsberg did not waste time on this talk. First, he calculated 
the probability that the wind would, indeed, shift, basing it 
on his own knowledge of the fickleness of the weather in that 
location. Then he estimated the value of his goods and the 


u 
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cost of moving them to locations that 
were various distances away. It was a two 
person game, with Elisberg rolling the 
dice on one side and God on the other, 
and his equation demonstrated that mov- 
ing his household goods completely out 
of the danger zone would not be worth 
the trouble. However, it would be worth 
while to move them a short distance 
way. So he did. 

The fire did not reach his house and 
the work of moving turned out to be 
vasted. But Ellsberg went to sleep that 
night—as he would have, no matter 
which way the fire went—with the com- 
forting knowledge that he had not made 
an avoidable mistake. 

His method was to measure an expect- 
ed cost against an expected return. The 
idea of mathematical expectancy is sim- 
ple enough. When you bet at the race 
track in Florida, the state and the track 
take 15 percent off the top. In the pari- 
mutuel system, you are betting against 
all the other participants with the re- 
maining 85 percent. If everyone bets at 
random or if all bettors are equally 
skilled, your expected return is 85 cents 
for each dollar spent. In game theory, it 
simplifies matters to assume that an ex- 
pected return is always equal in useful- 
ness to a fixed return—as, indeed, it is in 
real life, when you can play the game 
often enough for deviations from the 
expected to average out. 

Proper applied, mathematical ex- 
pectancy is a useful concept in making 
decisions, even when the decisions must 
take into account the actions of other 
people. This was brought home quite 
clearly to a junior officer of Harvard 
University one winter day, when he and 
his date were driving on U.S. 128 west 
of Boston. They spotted a stranded mo- 
torist with the hood of his car up and а 
red sign displaying the plea SEND HELP. 

“We'll stop at the next phone booth 
and call the highway patrol," said the 
Harvard man. 

Never mind,” said the girl. 
body else will stop." 

“No,” he replied. "Everyone will say 
that somebody else will stop and, there- 
„ no one will stop, and so we must 
stop." 

"Don't be a nut," she said. "Everyone 
will say, "Everyone will say tha 
body else will stop and, therefore, no 
one will stop, and so we must stop. And 
since they're going to stop, why should 
we? In fact, if we do stop, we will just 
add to the confusion. 

“Confusion?” 

“Yes. The highway-patrol switchboard 
could get jammed with so many calls,” she 
said, triumphantly. “And we, by con 
tributing to the jamming, would keep 
help from reaching that poor man back 
there.” 

If he could ve counted on his 
fingers, the Harvard man might have 


‘Some- 


some- 


carried this argument through one more 
reversal before losing it. But he needed 
his hands to dr nd the girl did hav 

а point. If everyone who had an impulse 
to call did call, it would be both wasteful 
and inefficient. They had an obligation, 
but it lay at some point on a continuum 
between calling and not calling—be 
tween опе call and zero calls How to 
calculate it? He found a way. 

A check of the visible traffic led to the 
estimate that 300 cars an hour had an 
opportunity to observe the stranded mo- 
torist. Perhaps 80 percent of these dri 
ers would feel some concern. They. too, 
would be torn with indecision and per- 
haps half would come out with a feeling 
of obligation to call. Half of these might 
find an excuse not to. This lcft a net 
expect 

Sixty calls was clearly an inefficient 
number to rescue one stranded motorist. 
They could jam the switchboard and 
keep other emergency calls from getting 
though. No one would want that on his 
conscience, any more than he would 
‘ant the stranded motorist to be neglect- 
ed. Six calls, not 60, would be better— 
enough to ensure that the message would 
get through but not enough to cause 
needless confusion. (The danger of con- 
fusion is real. М you have ever reported 
an accident on a busy highway, chances 
are you experienced a frustrating conver 
sation with the dispatcher while he tried 
to decide whether the accident you had 
seen Was a new one or the one to which 
he had already dispatched assistance.) 

From society's viewpoint, the problem 
was one of reducing the 60 calls to 6. If 
there were perfect communication, the 
drivers passing by could count off by 
50s and every 50th driver could call. Or 
the motorist could take down his sign 
and disp only to every tenth driver 
passing by. 

These solutions were idealistic and im- 
practical. What the Harvard Samaritan 
needed 
share of society's obligation. His sl 
was one tenth of a phone call. 

There is, of course, no such thing 


as 
one tenth of a phone call. Phone calls 


are not divisible. But 
thing as а mathematica 
one tenth of a phone ca 

"Look," he told the girl, "when the 
impulse strikes you, say ‘Veritas’ and I'll 
peek at the second hand of my watch. If 
it is somewhere between zero and six, 
we'll call. Otherwise, we won't.” 

“Veritas,” she said. 

It was 17 seconds after the minute. 
They did not call. 

Later, be asked Thomas Schelling, 
Harvard's specialist in games and strate- 
gy. whether they had acted properly. 

Exactly,” said Schelling, “given two 
requirements: that your date wouldn't 
have felt resentful if you did stop, and 


there is such a 
1 expectancy of 


that you don’t feel guilty 
didn't stop." 

These requirements, as Schelling 
pointed out, are what hang up the idea 
of a draft louery. Before the lottery, 
everyone who has a number in the fish 
bowl has an equal expectancy of military 
service. Nothing could be more fair. But 
ter the drawing, those who were drafted 
might feel resentful and those who were 
not drafted might feel guilty. Both feel- 
ings, while understandable, represent a 
lack of appreciation for the beautiful, 
numerical fairness of the solution. It is 
à common failing. At cocktail partie 
when he tells the story of the stranded. 
the Harvard man finds that 
on uying 10 make him feel 
allimg the 
ail He did his 
precise duty and avoided the errors of 
either underperformance or overperform 
ance. ; 
This case approaches the heart of 
game theory, except for one remaining 
element: conflict. The theory reaches its 
finest applications when there is competi- 
tion, when one man’s losses are another 
man’s gains, To appreciate this fact, it 
helps to consider a basic example in 
which the conflict is total-two. players 
and only one can come out ahead. Th 
is the two-person, zero-sum game. It is 
called zero-sum because when you match 
the losses of the loser against the gains of 
the winner, they balance out to zero. 

Ponder the plight of a junior Govern- 
ment executive in Washington who got 
his job when the Democrats seemed to 
have a permanent lease on the capital. 
Now, sensing that the party in power 
could change, he wishes to cement his 
social contacts with Republicans, At the 
same time, he does not want his Demo- 
cratic superiors to 1 doing 
this. And he must watch his step, because 
there is a female columnist for a Wash- 


because you 


people 


guilty for not stopping and 
ighway patrol. They 


ington newspaper who nurses an old 
grudge against him and would like noth- 


ing better than to tell the world about his 
presence in the wrong sort of company, 

On Saturday night, there will be two 
fund-raising cocktail partics—one for a 
Democratic Senator, one for a Republi- 
can. He gets invitations to both. So docs 
she Fach knows the other has these 
invitations. Which should he accept? To 
decide, he first assigns a numerical value 
to each of the four possible outcome: 
His thinking might go like ul 

"The best possible deal is for me to go 
to the Republican affair while she goes 
to the Democratic one. So I'll make th 
choice worth ten points. 

“If she goes to the Democratic bash 
and І do, too, it’s still not such a bad 
deal. At least, I'll be seen in the right 
place and I can thumb my nose at her 
Seven points. 


(continued on page 230) 


illuminating 

propositions to 
keep you 

out of the dark 


Preceding page: "Arteluce" lamp of Perspex and chrome, from John Strauss, $250. Below, left to right: Plexiglas 
floor lamp with an opaque base and translucent top, by Neal Small Designs, $100. Vittoriano Vigano-designed 
metal floor lamp with a side light and a reflector light in top, by Georg Jensen, $242. Plexiglas-and-chrome 
cylinder lamp, by Robert Sonneman, $100. ""Nesso" mushroom-shaped fiberglass table lamp, by Moreddi, $89. 
Table light with Duratest globe bulb, by Tyndale, $18. Plexiglas-and-chrome globe area lamp, by Neal Small 
Designs, $65, is in front of an Orbiter desk/floor/wall lamp, by Robert Sonneman, $80 with floor stand as 
shown; desk clamp, $25. Brass-and-stainless-steel floor lamp, by Cedric Hartman, $185, stands behind a chrome- 
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ball table lamp with а curved Lucite base, by Robert Sonneman, $65. Koch-and-Lowy-designed glass-cluster 
table lamp, from Directional, $175, is atop a “Lumia” light box that features shifting colored images, by 
Lightolier, $39.95. Italian plastic-and-iron dome table lamp, from Reymor, $39.50. Sarfatti-designed "Lunar" 
floor/table lamp with curved arm, by Georg Jensen, $234. Behind it is а stainless-steel-and-chrome floor lamp, 
by Cedric Hartman, $202.50. Koch-and-Lowy-designed floor lamp with a smoked-glass globe, from Directional, 
$131.50. "Snoopy" table lamp of marble and metal, from John Strauss, $190. Ceramic ball "Luna Lamp," from Bey- 
Тегіат, $100. Our turned-on twosome stands beside a chrome-and-plastic balloon lamp, by Robert Sonneman, $69. 
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PLAYING FOR FUN (continued from page 110) 


on reduced labor and increased innova- 
tion, and to cope with the ensuing leisure 
problems, we can no longer afford to de- 
velop docile teams of worker-consumers 
t the expense of the creative individual. 
In the lab, the shop, the office and the 
conference room, creativity rather than 
disciplined brawn has become the basis 
of growth. Already, business is spen 
twice as much as the universities 
ning the products of our educational. 
system for its evolving needs. Soon, one 
can foresee the development of a mathe- 
matically based toy theory to complement 
game theory. Toy theory will systemat- 
ically explore the mechanisms of con- 
templation, solitary work, man-machine 
relations. fun and entertainment, involve- 
ment, imagination, contrariness or a way 
of losing oneself to find something new, 
some new relationship, some neglected 
truth. And to get toy theory started, we'll 
have to know the difference between a 
toy and a game. 

Game theory is concerned with the 
teraction of individuals and groups of 
all sizes, either through cooperation or 
competition or both, Because a game is 
by nature ritualistic, structured and de- 
pendent on established rules, it tends to 
be backward oriented and conformist. It 
is social for both participants and specta- 
tors but not characteristically creative for 
Playing games means playing 
roles: We are rarely free to be ourselves, 

As opposed to a game, a toy is a 
solitary device, permitting the individual 
to exercise his fantasy, imagination and 
creative powers. It lets him lower his 
defenses, to explore his own resources 
nd personality. It permits a retreat 
from human discussion and allows a dia 
log between the individual and thc 
symbols of his society. The toy is the es- 
sential, neglected element in creativity. 
It is m hine: sports car, typewriter, 
camera, fishing rod. 

In this light. computers, though struc- 
tured like games, are—for those who 
control them—toys. "They augment and 
support the creative, imaginative poren- 
tial of the individual. They allow him to. 
invent new systems that, if successful, 
ап be introduced to society as games. 

Toy theory is concerned with the 
changing relationship between structured 
game and anarchic toy. It should help us 
xplore and understand why the institu- 
tion (rame center) is collapsing and the 
individual (supported by more and more 


powerful toys) will win increasing free- 
dom and become more productive. 
Now that we've learned to master, 


accept and enjoy the mechanical leisure 
toys—the car and its cousins, such as 
the boat and the plane—a new type of 
toy has appeared and is spreading like 
laughter among us: the time-sharing com 
puter, with its remote terminals that 
let us talk and play back and forth with 


and drive it through the world of 
ideas almost аз though it were an auto- 
mobile. In the past four years, since the 
arri of the third-generation comput- 
ers, with their easy man-machine dialog 
and their almost-English language, the 
computer population has shot from 
15,000 to 67.200: each of the big new 
IBM 360s and the RCA Spectra 70s can 
support hundreds of terminals and each 
user has the distinct impression that the 
whole marvelous engine is at his sole 
command. And for so many billionths of 
a second in every minute, it's true. Like 
those chess geniuses who can play simul- 
taneous games blindfolded, the machines 
can take on scores of us at a time, yet 
rarely keep us waiting for a move. We 
can use them for hours at a sitting and 
still pay only for the paltry few seconds 
we actually consume. Each day, the ma- 
chines become сазісг to talk to and to 
use, and their terminals become more 
varied in expression, yet simpler for us to 
learn. Soon only our shyness and fear will 
prevent us from starting our own person- 
al, computerized man chine affair. And 
this fear, which, unfortunately, is some- 
times promoted by the humanists, the 
priests of elite culture and the liberal-arts 
students (“1 am not an IBM card; do not 
fold, staple or mutilate”), may be keep- 
ing us from a spiritual adventure as large 
as thought itself. 

We've already been through this bogey 
with the automobile. Those of our 
grandparents who had deep, affective ties 
to nature through the horse could only 
look on the horseless carriage as a foul, 
noisome, dangerous, bloodless substitute, 
whose owner was losing far more than he 
gained in the trade. Now through a car 
we can relate to sea, desert, forest, moun- 
tains, and to a society that collectively 
and anonymously provides us with roads 
and service. A car has become a spiritual 
as well as a physical necessity, and he 
who can't afford one is underpaid. 

You can look at a car, get into it ar 
understand it. If it does something un- 
expected, then there’s been a breakdown, 
and the car can be fixed or traded. You 
can kick its tires, count on its perform- 
ance and learn to live with its limitations. 
However, a computer is amorphous. Its 
appearance seems almost nonfunctional, 
its performance noncircumscribed and 
—with sophisticated programing—unpre- 
dictable. To the outsider, that's frighten- 
ing—like fooling around with the brain. 
Frankenstein's monster is dusted off and 
revived for a sequel, with the Orwells 
busy warning us what might happen if 
the computer's power were to fall into 
the wrong hands; i.e, the Government's, 
when all the goods they have on us in 
their various files could be instantly mar- 
shaled against us. 

However, the real power lies not in 


the computer as drudge or censor but 
within ourselves, when we learn to use it 
ауа toy, to turn on with it and follow a 
thought or a feeling through to the end, 
as fast as the mind can go. Those who've 
leged to foster its growth and 
haring powers speak of the fun 
of using it—oí losing one's sense of time, 
of forgetting to eat, of having to be led 
away to sleep. These people are the early 
Christians of a new individualism. They 
are lovers, lost in a great affair. For 
them, computers are potential colleagues 
that will eventually surpass us in intel- 
lectual power. Most of these people are 
hidden in the universities, particularly 
in the great technological centers such 
as MIT, where time sharing and the 
cathoderay terminal were born. And be- 
cause of their presence, many universitics 
are making time sharing a regular part of 
student life. Dartmouth, because of John 
Kemeny (formerly one of Einstein's as- 
sistants), sees to it that every student 
logs a minimum number of hours at 
a terminal before getting his degree. 
Others are following suit as fast as they 
can get delivery on the big new ma- 
chines. Now 100 of these universities 
have banded together to network their 
computer and television facilities into a 
national educational resource. Soon stu 
dents and researchers, alone with a termi 
nal in Nevada or New Hampshire, will 
command the resources of Stanford and 
Berkeley, of Harvard and MIT—a Faus- 
tian power up to now beyond the reach 
not beyond the dreams of the strongest 
governments. The third-generation com- 
puters, upon whose broad memory and 
ions this new power 
sed, are hardly four years old. Debug- 
ging, deliveries and programs are only 
starting to make their impact on our so- 
ciety. Most computer operations are still 
run on old, second-generation machines: 
but already, fourth-generation computers 
are being tested—computers 500 times as 
powerful as the 360s and the Spectra 70s 
behind the present revolution. Computer 
problems that cost $500 to solve with to- 
day's fastest machines should cost a few 
dollars tomorrow and pennies after th. 
Do you want your terminal in the living 
room or in the study? Do you want it in 
blue or in green, with black or white 
buttons? Better decide before you have 
the place repainted. The thinkers were 
the last to let TV into their homes. This 

time, it will be the other way around. 
Unfortunately, it’s still hard to get 
hold of anything at the bookstore to 
help you take this in, The shiny new 
paperbacks are still talking about the 
mirades of the second-generation ma- 
chines, and you have to read the small 
print of the, copyright notices pretty 
carefully to make sure the books weren't 
really written back in the computer 
stone age (before 1965). Most of the 
courses available to us are still training 
(continued on page 174) 


article By REGINALD POTTERTON The 14th Street 
IRT station in New York differs very little from subway sta- 
tions elsewhere in the city. Its atmosphere is rancid from the 
grecse-coated grime and sour excrement tho! cling to the 
walls behind the stairs and there is, in this obscene and 
mephitic vault, a sense of death and imminent violence; 
which is, perhaps, why 1 have always thought i! vaguely 
appropriate thet it was in this station, on the downtawn plot- 
form, that | was offered a job as articles editor on the staff 
of the National Enquirer. 

1 didn't know taa much abaut the Enquirer at the time, 
but | knew it was а gory, ultrasensational horror tobloid. The 
vocuum that it evidently filled in the world of letters was опе 
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1 did not care to contemplate and gricved 
to acknowledge. But it was the spring of 
1963; the New York newspaper strike was 
in its third month and there were no jobs 
left on the TV newsroom staffs or at the 
big uptown magazines. Most of the un- 
employed newspapermen I knew were out 
getting experience for the Big Novel— 
working as short-order cooks, merchant 
seamen, hired guns, pimps or encyclo- 
pedia salesmen; the cowards among us 
found jobs writing for the Woven Fiber 
Goods Monthly and similarly racy pub- 
lications, which is what 1 was doing when 
the Enquirer offer came along. 

“You'll like it," my benefactor assured 
me, adding, in an appeal to my tepid 
chauvinism: “The staff is nearly all Eng- 
lish.” I recognized immediately that this 
was a decision that called for deep medi- 
tation and so I accepted on the spot, al- 
though not without misgivings—the most 
important being: How would the words 
“National Enquirer” look on my résumé? 
Clearly, prospective employers elsewhere 
in the fourth estate would regard ex— 
Enquirer staffers with disgust and con- 
tempt, much in the same way a colony 
of lepers might view the intrusion of a 
stranger who had syphilis. It was a fear I 
overcame soon after joining the staff. 
Anesthetized by money, the Enquirer's 
most abundant by-product, I stayed for 
nearly a year—ten months, to be exact. 
For what they are worth, those months 
are my credentials for writing a piece 
about the Enquirer and related members 
of America's mauvaise lettres, the tabloid 
press. 

There are many tabloid-size newspapers 
in the mainstream of journalism; but 
the word “tabloid,” as used here, refers 
specifically to a lurid subspecies that spe- 
cializes in disasters corporeal and sexual— 
and often more imaginary than authentic 
—and unabashed gossip about the rich 
and the famous. There are upwards of 40 
tabloids published every week in the 
United States and Canada, with a com- 
bined circulation of around 7,000,000 and 
a total readership (allowing three readers 
to a paper) of some 21,000,000. In view 
of this popularity, it is surprising that 
tabloids have been so widely ignored by 
serious commentators on the press; they 
represent a significant condition in our 
culture, yet few people talk about them. 
It is perhaps even more noteworthy that 
few tabloids are considered officially ob- 
jectionable, even by such tirelessly cen- 
sorious bodies as the National Office for 
Decent Literature, which, for example, 
tacitly condones the editorial policies of 
a tabloid that specializes in hatchet 
murderers and other unfriendly neighbor- 
hood psychopaths, and condemns anoth- 
cr because it turns up ап occasional 
feature on marital infidelity. 

"Though most of the tabloids are indis- 
tinguishable in content, there are several 
basic editorial themes, the principal ones 
being violence, congenital or acquired 


deformities, heterosexual and aberrant 
sex. Some papers concern themselves 
with only one theme, others try to cover 
the field. Ostensibly, the Enquirer shuns 
all contact with sex stories; Justice 
Weekly, on the other hand, boasts an 
editorial obsession with just about every 
form of deviation known, short of bes- 
tiality and necrophilia; while Confiden- 
tial Flash, the National Informer and 
Midnight range over as many bases as 
possible but indine toward "straight" 
sex and horror-violence. These five pub- 
lications are reasonably typical of the 
medium; it is safe to assert that when 
you've looked at them, you've seen them 
all. 

The Enquirer is the biggest and rich- 
es of the lot. It has more than 20 
editorial staffers and its own printing 
plant in Florida. In my day, the Enquir- 
er's New York headquarters was on Mad- 
ison Avenue, and not in the cheap 
blocks but up there at 60th Street, where 
the Lincolns with the TV antennas dou- 
ble-park and the dogs are better dressed 
than some of the people. It has since 
moved to bigger premises in Englewood, 
New Jersey. 

It has full-time correspondents and 
stringers throughout the United States 
and the rest of the world, The paper is 
well organized and it takes itself serious- 
ly. In the spring of 1966, a large group 
of Enquirer correspondents and bureau 
members was flown to New York to 
attend one of the American literary 
season's least-publicized happenings—a 
seminar for National Enquirer writers. 
One delegate came all the way from 
Turkey, others from several European 
capitals and half a dozen U.S. cities. 
For two days, they sat in the windowless 
conference room in the Enquirer's offices 
and talked about the need to produce 
bigger and bloodier stories on quadruple 
amputees, white cannibals, grave robbers, 
animal torturers and killers of every con- 
ceivable quirk and quantity, such topics 
being the Enquirer's staple editorial diet 
at that time. (Tabloid styles change from 
season to season, according to what the 
market will bear, rather than the dictates 
of the publishers conscience. The En- 
quirer is currently in one of its "dean" 
phases and has of late deescalated the 
emphasis on freaks and violence) All 
expenses for this bizarre salon, including 
round-trip air fare and four days’ accom- 
modation at the St. Moritz, were paid 
by the paper. The seminar was termed 
a great success by those who attended 
and, when it was all over and the dele- 
gates had been feted at a rooftop party 
at the St, Moritz, they received tickets to 
the hit Broadway show On a Glear Day 
You Can See Forever. 

Sex was not discussed at the seminar, 
because, as already indicated, the En- 
quirer doesn't like it. Apart from routine 
pictures of bikini-clad starlets and the 
occasional “confession” feature by one of 


Hollywood's leading ladies, the paper 
hews to none of the vivid sexual themes 
that typify the tabloid format: no adul- 
tery, no incest, no homosexual scandals, 
no rape, no virgin sacrifices. It’s true that 
coy hints are sometimes insinuated fur- 
tively into the gossip copy, but in the 
lead feature stories, sex is verboten. 
Which may explain why the Enquirer is 
not included in the list of objectionable 
and condemned publications periodically 
issued by the NODL. 

"Sex stories appeal to people's pru- 
rient taste," Nat Chrzan, the editor of 
the Enquirer, told me after I left the 
paper. "We don't want to do that; we 
feel we're shooting for a larger market 
A sampling of headlines from past edi- 
tions echoes this distaste for sexual pruri- 
ILLS SON AND FEEDS CORPSE TO 
Y SITTER PUNCHES IN- 
SERENADES EX-WIFE AND 
“COMMITS SUICIDE WITH 
DIGS UP WIFE'S ROTTING 
“PENNILESS 
CRIPPLE HANGS HIMSELF"; "MAN, 23, BEATS 
WOMAN, 102, TO DEATH IN SELF-DEFENSE”; 
and the classic, “1 CUT OUT HER HEART 
AND STOMPED ON IT." 

Now and then, the Enquirer ventures 
into other areas of the public interest, 
usually in the guise of Social Conscience. 
It once ran a front-page picture of a 
man’s face that had been split open ver- 
tically in an automobile accident. “The 
Enquirer joins with the National Safety 
Council in the plea: DON'T LET THIS 
HAPPEN TO You!" read the text inside. 
Accompanying the related four-page 
spread were pictures of the dead man's 
severed arm. the charred bodies of his 
infant sons, his wife ("With her right 
eye open, she gives the strange appear- 
ance of being alive”) and a final photo 
of the driver, “оп the morgue table after 
his torn face was put together by an 
attendant.” In the same issue, the predi- 
lection for Before and After was carried 
a Stage further in a story accompanied by 
two juxtaposed photographs, one of which 
showed an assortment of human rem- 
nants; the other, the face that police had 
reconstructed from them. 

"The Enquirer's third principal theme 
(the first two being Violence and Social 
Conscience) is Consumer Protection, 
which was in one instance demonstrated 
by the front-page headline “HAIR DYE HAS 
MADE ME BALD FOR LIFE," with pictures of 
the hairless victim and the dye manufac- 
turer's name sharing equal prominence. 
Other popular themes have included am- 
putation (thoughtfully combined with 
conjugal bliss in the story "ARMLESS WOM- 
AN FINDS ARMLESS MAN THROUGH AN EN- 
QUIRER STORY—AND THEY MARRY"); law 
enforcement (“POLICEMAN GOES BERSERK 
AND BITES THREE PEOPLE"); politics 
("L. B. Js BROTHER ARRESTED AS DRUNK"); 
animal welfare ("HUNDREDs OF PET DOGS 
KILLED BY INVASION OF GIANT TOADS”); 

(continued overleaf) 


"Tf this weren't the Renaissance, Giovanni, 
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you'd be just another dirty old man.’ 
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nance (“ACCOUNTANT WORKS WITH FEET 
BECAUSE HE WAS BORN WITHOUT ARM 
happy endings ("SHE'LL MARRY THE MAN 
WHO сит HER THROAT"); show business 
(CATER 25 YEARS OF TRICK 
MISSED AND KILLED MY DAUGHTER’ 
tional defense ("INSANE MISSILE SCIE 
KILLS WIFE AND TWO CHILDREN"); miracles 
of medicine (“DAD AND Two KIDS DIE IN 
CAR CRASIL—AND HIS WIDOW GIVES THEIR 
EYES TO 
сітах ("WIDOW FRAYS FOR FIVE YEARS 
AT WRONG GRAVE"). 

The Enquirer used to have five gossi 
columns. The gossipees are those wicked 
Hollywood people. Not surprisingly, the 
paper tums a blind eye to their boudoir 
debaucheries. According to the tabloid's 
columnists, it's not broads that make sta 
life what it is, d booze. In 
fact, they say, all movie and television 
celebrities spend their waking hours 
either stupelyingly drunk or pummeling 
one mil en [eps 


descript 
bloody pulp": В. “slammed her fst into 
the dancers mouth and knocked her 
down"; "pint-sized actor C. charged mus 
de man D. and walloped him with punch 
after punch"; and "E. kicked his screen 


fe in the throat. 

lt was no surprise to discover shortly 
after 1 joined the Enquirer's 
р material was v 


stall. that 
much of the gos tually 
pure myth. I was waiting in the office of 
one of the desk men опе morning while 
he checked a column over the office tele- 
phone with its author. The conversation 
went something like this: “Listen, how 
come you've got John Wayne punching 
some loudmouth drunk in Tokyo two 
aragraphs after you've got him punch- 
ing another loudmouth drunk in Cope 
hagen?” ‘There se while the 
voice at the other end made its explana- 
tions. The desk m nodded and then 
put his pencil to the copy. “I got it," he 
said finally. “Make the second one Brod 
Crawford.” 

I didn't know it, but what I was seeing 
applied at that moment was the Enquir 
er principle of Historic Precedent, an 
instrument of astounding simplicity that 
is applied in the follow ner: 
Any celebrity who was at one time or 
another unlucky enough to land in the 

al press on charges of assault or 
drunkenness could have hi ame resur- 
rected and attached to a similar charge 
for the rest of his life, even if he be 
came senile or joined the temperance 
society. Carl Grothmann, the Enquirer 
former editor, once defined the Historic 
Precedent principle when, as а new ar- 
rival, 1 asked him why nobody ever sued. 
He gave me this explanation: 

“They wouldn't dare. They know that 
if they took us to court, even though we 
might not be able to prove the item in 
question, we could produce enough evi 
nd the like, to 


substantiate simi 
been in before. 

“But wouldn't that be i 
irrelevant?” 

"Yes, but that wouldn't matter. By this 
time, the guy would be receiving so 
much publicity that he'd be wishing he 
hadn’t sued us in the first place. Remem- 
ber, all the public res about is the 
charge made against the guy, not wheth- 
er he's guilty or innocent. That's what 
sticks in their memory. 

Asked whether he subscribed to h 
predecessor's theory, Chr 
the Senator Dodd case. 
off,” he said, “the chances are that a lot 
of people would still think he w 
Из not so much the verdict as what they 
accused him of, 

Among other house rules and theories, 
a canon that was long imbued with the 
sanctity of Holy Writ at the Enquirer 
was the Law of Accumulative Fact. Un- 
der Grothmann, every feature story that 
appeared in the paper had to be provably 
factual, in order to establish the reader's 
belief and faith in the gossip columns, 


ar incident they'd 


admissible or 


which were provably fictitious, Conse- 
quently, every effort was made to 


nsure 


the authenticity of the main features, and 
a full-time library staff was employed to 
check the details. It sometimes happened, 
however, that а fake story of such tempt- 
ing potential appeared that all this ap- 
paratus of noble diligence was sacrificed 
in the rush to get the story into print. 
which is what happened in the case of 
one of the Enquirer's Before and After 
perennials, a story about a ten-year-old 
French girl with a congenital facial de 
fect. The paper flew the girl and her 
mother to New York, where the child 
to undergo plastic surgery. The subse 
quent story w: ud: 


The little girl's face was as pathetically 
and itremediably grotesque in the After 
story as it was in the Before, despite the 


unblushing headline, “ENQUIRER FIXES 
HER FACE,” and an improba 
from her father: 7 acle. 1 
been a wonderful change. I 
believe it." 

Behind this conglomeration of soiled 
legends and abiding principles stands the 
figure of Generoso Pope, Jr, enigma, 


aduate of the Massachusetts Institute of 


Technology and multimillionaire pub- 
lisher-president of the National Enquire 
During the ten months 1 was there, 1 saw 
Mr. Pope only once, Although he spent 
most of the day he rarely 
left his office and was accesible only to 
key executives, to his barber, who called 
once a week, amd to an 
procession of pinkie 
who arrived in twos 
white 


intermittent 


ing 
«| expensive shot-silk 
suits and who would sit in the reception 
area, backs straight and with manicured 
fists resting on their knees, while wait- 
ing to be ushered into Pope's office. 
“Who are those guys? tcr once 


asked another staffer. “I think theyre 
connected with charity,” he was told. I 
once passed one of them, who had cvi- 
dently lost his money in the cigarette 
dispenser that stood outside the wash- 
тоот. He was kicking the machine, in- 
tently, methodically and with great force, 
ll the while holding it with both ha 
nd rolling a toothpick slowly from one 
side of his mouth to the other. 

Pope maintains vigilant editorial su- 
pervision of the paper, but did not until 
quite recently allow his name to appear 
оп the masthead. Modesty, prudence or 
an aversion to personal publicity? With 
Pope, nobody ever really knows. His 
name seldom makes the papers these days, 
but this not always the с; n 1950, 
when Pope was 23 years old, he was direc- 
tor of radio station WHOM, editor of 
Il Progresso IHalo-Americano (an Italian- 
language daily owned by his father), hon 
orary deputy police commissioner of the 
city of New York, member of the New 
York City Board of Higher Education 
and, accor i ior Vincent 
R. Impellitteri, active supporter of a 
mayoralty candidate who was allegedly 
backed by racketeer Frank Costello. Em. 
pellitteri said Pope had told him he would 
be voting with "Frank C 

The youthful millionaire was stripped 
of his honorary police position in Octo- 


ber 1950 but retained his seat on the 
education board until 1954, when Mayor 
Robert Е. Wagner expressed uneasiness 
about the cultural inconsistencies һе 


‘n board membership and the edi- 
al tone of the National Enquirer, 
h Pope had purchased two years 
earlier. In any case, 1954 marked a city 
drive against newsstand displays of sal: 
s publications and horror stories. 
Pope resigned from the board. 

"Ehe Enquirer publisher made the front 
pages again in 1957, when a friend was 
shot and slightly wounded as he returned 
home alter dining with Pope and а 
Enquirer colum The friend м 
Frank Costello, who, according to a for- 
mer executive employee, was Pope's god 
father and a frequent visitor to the 
Enquirer offices. But | never saw him 
there; and when I asked Chrzan if Cos 
tello was related to the publisher, he 
shrugged. “I don't know and I care less,” 
was his reply. 

Among his staff, respect for Mr. Pope 
transcends awe. "He's a fine journ 
one of his editors told me. "He's onc of 
the best I've ever known, a truly vital 
man. Working for him is really a stimu 
lating experience; but don't put that in. 
because it sounds like a load of old 
bullshit.” Much of this modest loyalty 
springs, no doubt, from the publisher's 
fabled generosity to staff and freelancers 
Starting rate for articles editors 
y is $400 a week, which is $150 more 
n the current minimum for desk men 
on New York dailies. A former executive 
(continued on page 201) 


The language of Meg 


how a girl deploys her gams when seated 
reveals far more than just her lower limbs 


The ubiquity of minis and micros has produced for confirmed girl watchers an 
abundant display of lower limbs—a utopian leggy domain that’s a far and happy 
cry from the days when “a glimpse of stocking was looked on as something shock- 
ing" Now, thanks to a unique study by clinical psychologist John A. Blazer, what 
was only a pleasant pastime is also a useful science. How a girl disposes her legs 
when seated can instantly signal your most effective approach. Of the prevalent leg 
positions displayed on these pages, pay particular attention to the Schemer and the 
Philanthropist. According to Dr. Blazer, if the former dangles one shoe, she's a 
clightfully incurable flirt, a veritable study in comehitherness. But keep cool— 
the girl doesn't always intend to deliver. The Philanthropist, however, digs tal 
ing and reading about sex and is apt to seek numerous love affairs, as she prefers 
constant sexual excitement. But we suggest you take note of them all; the next scated 
chick you meet may turn out to be a sitting duck for your romantic wiles, 
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Organizer: Neatness and order turn her on. 
Uncertainty bugs her, so proffer a definite 
date plan ond stick to й. If she's si 

pigeon-toed, she lacks confidence; build up 
her ego ond she'll do the same for you. 
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Schemer: Though outwardly well balanced, 
she cctuolly feels threatened by men. This 


gil is ambitious and competitive. Gently 
challenge her to o gome of gin rummy ond 
manage to lose—you'll win the bigger game. 


Conformist: If you spot her ot party, head 
determiriedly but quietly for her chair; she 
likes being told who! to do, but doesn't 
like to attract attention. A slow starter, 


once committed, she’s wholeheartedly yours. 


х. 


А 


Perfectionist: Concemed with impressions, 
she’s apt to be insecure and overly anxious. 
She sincerely enjoys helping others, so 
hove a problem and tell her about it. When 
her sympathy becomes aroused, so does she. 


Social Worker: She shares many traits with 
the Perfectionist but is even more selfless. 
Act helpless and she becomes affectionate 
апа generous. If you indicate you really need 
her, she'll pur your interests ahead of hers. 


Emancipated Woman: Independent and 
unconventional, she's the epitome of the 

“ She digs her freedom, up-to-date 
fashion and faraway places. The Out Islands 
аге in—take her there ond yav'll be, tco. 


Philanthropist: Warm, easygoing and good 
humored, she's comfortable with herself and 


everyane else. This ramantic has a lot to 
give and she gives it freely. But don't try 
to tie her down—she's c lover of all men. 


123 


PLAYBOY 


126 


SERENDIPITOUS CEYLON (continue prom page 108) 


an acquired taste; but jaggery sundae, a 
lipsmacking, saucecovered fudge made 
from the crystallized sap of kittul palm, 
is immediately delicious. It’s unfortunate 
that the same cannot be said of Ceylon’s 
beer, which has a taste that should never 
be acquired by anybody. Three Coins is 
closest to the real thing, but now and 
then you can get Carlsberg. 

Fare and prices similar to Tharanga's 
obtain at Samudra, a hotel-restaurant at- 
tached to the offices of the Tourist 
Board; at the Harbour Room atop the 
Hotel Taprobane; at the Roof-Top Res 
taurant of the Ceylinco Hotel; and at the 
le Face, where you dine in a high- 
ceilinged banquet hall overlooking the 
ian Ocean. For Chinese food, there's 
g and the Peking; and at the 
needless to say, the c 
sine is Japanese. 

Nightlile activity in Colombo is limit- 
ed to a few disco-type clubs: the Masca: 
rilla and the Coconut Grove in the Galle 
Face, the Blue Leopard in the Ta 
bane and the Ball-Room of the Ceylinco. 
Since all of these are located in hotels, 
the problem of where to go afterward 
readily soluble if you or your lady 


companion are a guest in the build- 
ing. In many respects, Ceylon is а con- 
servative country (especially where the 


sexual conduct of its own ci 
zens is at issue), but it is by no means a 
puritanical state insofar as visiting for- 
eigners are concerned. If you want to 
entertain female company in your room, 
you should be as discreet about it as you 
would be in any other country, the Unit- 
ed States included. Fortunately, once you 
have passed through immigration at the 
airport, the only times you're likely to 
be asked for your passport are when you 
buy currency—not at hotel registration 
desks. 

One of the obvious advantages of Co- 
lombo's narrow field of choice for night 
games is that everything that may be 
going on after dark will be going on at 
опе of these four clubs, which saves you 
ihe bother of rushing all over town. 
Though the standard of music may not 
bear much comparison with that of our 
discos, the patrons (mostly Westerners) 
cut loose and enjoy themselves regard- 
les. The mostfavored rendezvous for 
courting couples and singles on the 
search is the Blue Leopard, an aircondi- 
tioned grotto downtown, where the mood 
soft and the music light and romantic. 
"The pace is a little faster at the Coconut 
his; and 
at the Mascarilla and the Ceylinco, the 
mood changes according to the group in 
residence. 

About ten miles south of Colombo is 
Mount Lavinia. the biggest beach hotel 
on the island and home ol the Little Hut, 
one of the more companionable night 


MT 


clubs attracting eligible young female 
cationers from both Europe and America. 
For raunchier tastes, there's the Tropi- 
cana dance hall, a boisterous hooker 


haven out in Cinnamon Gardens; but go 


with a g 
wall. 

"The next morning, as you set out on 
your inland excursions, youll discover 
that the real Ceylon lies outside Colom- 
bo and bears as little resemblance to the 
capital, in both mood and spirit, as do 
most countries to their capitals. The Сеу- 
lon Tourist Board, which is located just 
down the road from the Galle Face, will 
give you a full list of accommodations 
lable outside town and will also 
range for a car and a driver. You can 
rent a late-model self-drive car, but it's 
best to limit yourself to short trips and 
leave the longer jaunts to a driver. 
"They're all trained guides and can show 
you places you might. never find alone. 
And don't wory about your driver at 
the end of the day; once arrived at your 
hotel, he vanishes for the night, usually 
to spend it with friends or relatives. 

"There are few actual hotels outside 
Colombo, however, except in the larger 
towns and beach resorts. Room and 
board elsewhere is found in resthouses, 
some of which are run by the govern- 
ment. These are the Ceylonese equi; 
lents of wayside inns, and they are 
scattered throughout the country. The 
service and food are of an exemplary 
standard (wild boar and venison are 
among the specialties); and what the inns 
lack in size. they e up for in 
beauty of location, smooth management 
and courteous attention to the needs of 
the traveler. 

Ceylon is a land populated by hospi- 
table, kindly people who have the delight- 
ful and sometimes disconcerting habit of 
shaking their heads no when they mean 
yes. Tell a villager you're thirsty and 
he'll offer everything from fresh pine- 
apple to a coconut toddy before he'll 
even think of water. “dyubowan,” the 
kids shout when you drive through a 
village: "Ayubowan." says the old lady 
fruit vendor. It means "May you live 
long,” and the sentiment is sincere 
whether the visitor is American, Russian, 
British or Congoese. 

There arc mo signs or billboards to 
advertise the country's scenic treasures, 
no tacky souvenir stands to exploit their 
prcence. You turn a mountain corner 
and suddenly you face Diyaluma Falls, 
the sixth highest in the world, a sheer 
white torrent that casts а perpetua 
shroud of mist over the road and sends a 
deep rumbling roar echoing across the 
plains that spread beyond it. 

To the north is the ancient holy city 
of Anuradhapura, which once was 


le and keep your back to the 


ау 


ranked with Babylon and Nineveh and 
is said to have had a population of 
3,000,000. Abandoned 12 centuries ago, it 
lies in treeshaded fields of the lushest 
green, its domed temples a brilliant 
white against the foliage. Barefoot pil- 
grims file across the quiet grass, carrying 
Jotus blossoms to scatter on the shrines. 

An old man sits outside one of the 
temples and offers a foreign visitor a shal- 
low hand-woven basket containing four 
lotus flowers. They are not for sale, they 
are a gilt; and the donor indicates that 
they should be placed on the temple 
shrine, When the foreigner starts to lift 
them to his nose to inhale their scent, 
the old man gently stops him, saying, 
“Please, no—you must give all to Bud. 
dha, especially the fragrance.” 

Driving across the plain, you'll see a 
mountainous form soaring 400 feet above 
the flat scrubland: Sigiriya, the 
Rock, brooding fortress palace of a Fifth 
Century king who was lured from its 
heights to his death in battle at the base. 
From the mined palace atop the rock, 
the vista is breath- 2 hundreds of 
square miles of forest and mountain 
range stretching into the pale-purple dis- 
tance, 

Leopards prowl the surrounding coun- 
tryside; swarms of bees cling to the rock; 
and sudden gusts of wind tug at the 
intrepid visitors who make the long 
climb. Most of them go no farther than a 
shallow cleft in which are found the 
most intriguing frescoes on the island: 
delicate paintings of the king's women 
—heavy-bosomed, wasp-waisted beauties 
whose crotic allure suggests that 
monarch lived a farfrom-dull existence 
before he took that long trip down the 
mountain. 

To experience the country's more con- 
templative side, every traveler—even if 
he skips the other historic sights—should 
visit the old temple at Dambulla. Built 
to a deep cleft in the face of a mountain, 
it is graced by a long, shady colon 
that skirts a cool paved courtyard. The 
incense hangs in wraiths; the air is filled 


the 


with the scent of lows and the sound of 
chanting from the shaven-headed monks 
who live in this tranquil place. In every 
for miles around, perfectly 


direction 
conical mountains thrust through the 
forest, looking more like a landscape from 
Conan Doyle's Lost World than an 
carthly location. 

Many of the adventures of Sinbad the 
Sailor were set in Ceylon, and modern 
moviemakers have not been slow to take 
advantage of the country's natural gifts. 
This has had some comic results, one of 
them a tiny store in the middle of the 
tea country that its proprietor named 
The Gregory Peck Tailoring Mart after 
Peck made The Purple Plain nearby. 

Part of The Bridge on the River 

(continued on page 213) 


MASTER OF THE BALL HAWKS 


fiction By PATRICK McGIVERN 


perfection was what he was looking for—in those hard little white spheres and in the soft curves of a woman 


ONE pay, Bertie McKeon would be up there competing with 
the best in the Masters Tournament. But we find him now in 
is formative years, on a summer afternoon, standing—and 
ng—on a hill that overlooks the grass sward that is the 
14th link of the public golf course in Van Cortlandt Park, the 
Bronx, New York Ci 
Bertie does not even know yet that he will become a master 
golfer, only that something draws him repeatedly back to the 
links, something that excites him, that makes his insides buzz. 
Right now, at the age of 12, he believes he is here, like the 
other ball hawks, to retrieve and pocket the golf balls that 
stray off the links to his side of the fence. Selling the strayed 
balls is a very lucrative activity, one that Bertie hopes will 
help him get some golf clubs—his first—this summer. 

But Bertie has not been too successful at finding the lost 
white treasures. That is why he is waiting for the master of 
the ball hawks. 

Unlike the other ball hawks, the master does not carry a 
long stick to poke the grass with, And where the others move 
at а snail's pace, methodically probing. the master strides at 
what amounts to a trot—the better, Bertie knows, to keep up 
with the Irish setter that invariably accompanies his patrols, 
running ahead of him like a galloping flame. 


The master is younger than the others, (00—30 or 35, to 
their 50 or 60. And yet, with all these differences, he always 
manages to find three stray balls to every one they find; and 
to top everything, he throws most of them away! 

It is magic the master works, and Bertie wants to learn the 
magic. That is why he holds the three Dunlop Gold Cups in 
his hands. He will pay to learn. 

‘And now, here comes the master, right on time, as Bertic 
knew he would be, the great dog gamboling ahead of him. 
Bertie steps down the hill on an intercept path, and his heart 
is heavily thumping. Will he have the nerve to speak? 

“Hey, mister. What kind of dog is that?” 

“Irish setter.” 

“I have a dog like that” 

“An Irish setter?” 

“No, but he's like that. Except he isn't red." 

“No kidding?” 

Bertie never noticed before, but the master has a very 
mournful face. He falls into step beside him. 

“And he has short hair,” Bertie says, “not that kind.” 
cah?” 

And he's just about half that one's size.” 
“But otherwise, just like him?" (continued on page 138) 
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Like MANY. a California girl, April Playmate Lorna Hopper was born outside the Golden State. A native daughter 
of Fort Worth, Lorna lived in Texas until she was 13. “J loved the land,” she recalls. “Texas is still so vast, so un- 
crowded and so . . . well, clean, in comparison with everywhere else Гуе been in this country. But it's also very rural 
and totally square in outlook; and when my dad got a job in England for two years, I was glad to leav 

father, а scientific researcher, moved the Hopper clan to Manchester. “It’s mostly а soot-filled, industrial city 
April says, "but the people there surprised me with their open, easygoing, honest attitude about life. Nod 
seems to upset them very much and they don't appear to be as hung up on success as we are. Most Englishmen I met 
seemed at peace with themselves, and I admire that a lot.” When another job offer brought the Hoppers back to the 
and to California—in 1965, Lorna didn't want to come along. "I was really despondent about picking up. 
she says. "But when we got to Los Angeles, it took me less than a month to stop moaning about leaving 
nchester. Los Angeles’ smog and architecture turn a lot of people off, but those things don't really matter to me. 
Every inch of this city is alive and tingling.” Lorna, who was graduated from high school last June, thinks L. A 
is the perfect place to launch her modeling career. “I know that New York is still where most of the modeling ac- 
tion is, but that’s changing quickly," she says. “Everything's moving West, and because the shift is still new and 
ng, I think L. A. is the place to be in America right now. New York has a style and structure all its own; out 


COMEL CAIMOP SIR 


nature-loving lorna hopper makes for beautiful bivouacs in california’s wide-open spaces 


Lorna finds unspoiled campsites almost as accessible in California as they were in her home state of Texas. Above: With 
her 23-year-old sister Pat, 11-year-old brother Bruce and friend Leslie, Lorna totes a packed picnic hamper to Pat's 
саг in preparatian for an avernight auting near Santa Barbara. After completing the two-hour drive northwest from 
Los Angeles, Lorna—the most accomplished outdoorswoman of the three girls—takes charge of unpacking Ihe bedrolls. 


here, people and careers can happen almost overnight, 
without having to know all the powers that be.” Lorna 
plans to add to her modeling income by creating women's 
fashions. “My sister Pat helps with the designing,” she ad- 
mits, “but I do all of the sewing.” Miss Hopper became 
interested in designing because clothes, she says, “next to 
her face and figure, are a woman's most obvious way of 
attracting men.” Says she: “Every girl wants to have a 
man who knows how to e her feel like a woman." То 
Lorna, that means clothing should always be sensual. “In 
ancient times, the purpose of clothes wasn't to hide nudity 
but to decorate the body," she says, "and we should never 
allow ourselves to forget that.” Readers will agree that 
after one glimpse of Lorna—with and without decora- 
tion—there's not a chance in the world of that happening. 


Above: Miss Ар! perfectly capable of pitching a tent, but when a kibitzing camper volunteers his assistance— 
and when Lorna's sister Pat also decides to get in on the act—the canvas collapses on the heads of both Hoppers. 
With the tent finally standing after a half hour of hard labor, the girls take a breather—and some refreshment—before 
embarking on further camping chores. Below: Lorna displays the proper logger-rhylhm as she chops wood for a fire 
and brews a pot of coffee before getting down to the serious business of preparing a meal for the hungry troops. 
Come dinnertime, Lorna, aided by Leslie, is a picture of culinary concentration as she pans іп on the bacon and eggs. 


Lorna, now handling the chef's chores solo, produces a respectable batch of 
| bull's-eye fried eggs to go along with heaping rashers of uncharred bacon. 
She then invites her tent-pitching kibitzer and his wife to help them polish off 
the alfresco fare. They, in turn, inform the girls that a visit to Santa Barbara's 
East Beach makes an easy and enjoyable side trip. The next day, Miss April 
drives there with brother Bruce for a bracing afternoon's romp alongside 


the Pacific shore, before packing up and heading home to Los Angeles. 
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Unable to manage his rebellious girlfriend, the 
young man asked his father how he had dealt 
with similar problems. “Well, son,” the father 
frankly replied, “every time your mother be- 
gan to act up, I'd take down her pants and 
spank her.” 

“I tried that,” said the boy, “but by the 
time 1 get my girl's pants down, I'm not mad 
at her anymore.” 


I just can’t find a cause for your illness,” the 
internist said. “Frankly, I think it’s due to 
drinking.” 

“In that case,” replied his attractive patient, 
“ТП come back when you're sober." 


Ж 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines castration 
as a cunuch experience. 


The dazzling blonde met a well-attired gentle- 
man at a plush cocktail lounge and they soon 
struck up an amiable conversation about hu- 
man nature, “Would you sleep with a complete 
stranger for a million dollars?” the gendeman 
hypothesized. 

“Yes, I think I would,” the girl declared. 

“Would you sleep with me for twenty-five 
dollars?” he asked. 

“What do you think I am?” she retorted 
indignantly. 
‘We've already established that," he respond- 
ed. “Now we're just haggling over the price.” 


A friend of ours, just back from a nudist 
wedding, reports that he came within an inch 
of being best man. 


A youthful archaeologist was sent to a deserted 
outpost in the Middle East to assist with an 
excavation project. “You're going to like it 
here,” a colleague assured him on his arrival. 
“Friday nights, we get a truckload of booze 
from the village and have a great time.” 

"I'm afraid I'm no drinker,” the archaeolo- 
gist protested. 

"rhe colleague shrugged. “On Saturdays, we 
bring in a busload of wild girls from the 
village and have an orgy.” 

“Gee,” the archaeologist mused. "I don't 
think I'd enjoy that at all.” 

“I say," blurted his colleague. “You're not 
queer, are you?” 

“Of course not,” the fellow snapped. 

""That's too bad," the colleague said. "You 
won't like Sunday nights, either." 


When the pretty secretary failed to appear for 
the fourth straight day, her suspicious supervi- 
sor telephoned her apartment and demanded 
an explanation, 

“I'm very sorry," she sighed breathlessly, 
“but I won't be in today.” 

"Well" he conjectured, “you must not be 
very happy in your present position.” 

E [Us EE she EN "That's why 
I'm not coming to work." 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines wolf as a 
man who treats all women as sequels. 


Give me a kiss” the fellow ordered his lovely 
date. 
“You'll have to make me," she teased. 
“Not so fast,” he protested, "All I want now 
is a kiss.” 


The perky bride returned home with an ultra- 
Mod, clear-plastic minidress and held it up 
for her stodgy husband’s approval. 

“Why, you can see right through it,” the 
astonished husband gasped. 

"No you can't, silly,” she answered. "Not 
when I'm in it. 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines Van Dyke 
as а truckdriving Lesbian. 


А healthy-looking physical-education instruc 
tor was having a soft drink at a neighborhood 
bar, when a devastating brunette approached 
and made a familiar proposition. 

“No, thank you," he said politely. “This 
might sound strange to you, but I'm keeping 
myself pure until I meet the girl I love.” 

“That must be very difficult,” the girl sym- 
pathized. 

“I don't mind," he said, “but it has my wife 


pretty upset.” 


po 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines conversa- 
tion piece as a gal who likes to talk in bed. 


Then there was the bachelor who continually 
felt the need to insert his masculinity. 


Strolling through London's Soho district, the 
young Cockney noticed an attractive girl fu- 
riously struggling to hold down her microskirt 
in the brisk wind. Tipping his hat, he said: 
ry, ain't it?” 

"What the ‘ell did you expect?" she replied. 


“Feathers?” 


Heard a good one lately? Send it on a post- 
card to Party Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY, Playboy 
Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, 
Ill. 60611. $50 will be paid to the contributor 
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned. 


“Please, Mr. McTavish! You don’t have to tell all New York!” 
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THE BALL HAWKS 


“Yeah.” 

The master has stopped in his tracks. 
He looks hard to his left. He starts off 
again, this time on a slightly altered 
course uphill. A few paces and he stops, 
bends, picks up a golf ball. 

"Wilson K-twenty-eight,” he says, ex- 
amining it with a frown. “It'll do, I 
guess.” He sticks the ball into his pocket 
and resumes his walk, 


“Will you teach me how to find golf 
balls?” 
‘each you Лош to what?” 

The master’s mournful expression has 
changed to one of disbelief. 

“I'll pay," says Bertie, exhibiting the 
three Dunlop Gold Сир». 

“I don't ki g about finding 
golf balls, 
“You're the best ball hawk there is.” 

“Ball hawk. What the hell is a ball 


"You are. You're the master. Better 
than any three others.” 

“You mean those guys with 
sticks 

“Thats right. You make them look 


the 


. this isn't really my line. 
I'm not а ball hawk. I'm a comme 
artist, albeit а temporarily unemployed 
commercial artist.” 

“You find the balls and you take them 
home, don't you?" 

“Yeah, bu” 

“Then you're a ball hawk.” 

“AN right, then, Гап a ball hawk.” 

Bertie knows it is going to be tough 
dealing with the master. After all, why 
should he reveal his secrets to anyone? 
But Bertie is determined to press on. 

“Teach me how to find golf balls,” he 
pleads, “I can't find many myself. I wear 
glasses. I'm slow. Somebody else sees them 
first or gets them first. I never get any, 
except sometimes. I got these ones. You 
can have them if you teach те!” 

پا 

“I'I give you two U.S. Royals, also. 
Please, mister, please 

The master stops in his tracks again 
and turns to the boy. He looks not mourn- 
ful now but intent. “You really want to 
know how to find golf balls?” he asks. 

“L have six Spalding Dots at home that 
I will also throw in.” 

“sit down.” 

Bertie sits. 

“Close your eyes.” 

Bertie does. 

“Imagine in your mi 
Round. White. Perfect. 

Bertie trics; finally the image comes. 

ce it whole, entire. 

of its concave facets. 

"Wait... yeah. yeah, I've got it.” 

“Now let the ball recede, back off 


(continued from page 127) 


from you, off, way off, until it is only a 
tiny dot in the distance. Now bring the 
ball back. Slowly, slowly. Now let it 
recede again. And remember, remember 
how round it is, how glistening white, 
how perfect. See it nov on a green field, 
a round whiteness on a green field, now 
big and up close, now far away and 
small, but always round, always perfect. 
Roll the ball up and down the field, 
smoothly, smoothly. Think of it white, 
think of it round, now this size, now 
that. Keep doing it, OK? Now . . . open 
your eyes and look around.” 

Bertie does. 

"Look over the bridle path and up the 
hill. First to the right, then to the left.” 

“I's very confusing," says Bertie. 

“Sure, you sce rocks, the bottoms of 
white bits of paper, a thousand 
things that could be golf balls.” 

“I think I see one!” 

“Look at it again. Remember the per- 
fect white ball you imagined. Perfect 
roundness, that’s what you're lool 
And whiteness, 
for anyu s 

Bertie looks again. In contrast to the 
unsullied green link beyond the fence, 
the field rising up before him is littered 
with picnickers rubble—bottles, beer 
cans, bits of paper, as the master said. 
And much of it quite like, but not 
exactly like, the perfect white roundness 
in his mind. 

“It isn't а ball,” he says. 

“Most of them are not,” says the mas- 
ter. “Using my method, you eliminate a 
lot of needless efort. You don't run off 
a hundred wild-goose chases. You see, 
it's an old principle you're observing, kid. 
They call it keeping your eye on the ball. 
You probably don't know, but it's sort of 
like with a woman." 

Bertie notices that the master 
mournful again. 

"Every man in his mind's eye sees the 
shape of the perfect woman—her face, 
her body, even her soul. Every man 
looks for her, some knowingly, some not 
knowing, but every man looks. And 
when he finds her, recognition is in- 
stant. And he marries” 

Bertie’s eyes run once more over the 
field in his view. With the perfect 
his mind's eye, he cin now dismiss, one 
after апо all the balltike objects 


looks 


that—before the master’s lesson—would 
have made his heart lea alse discov- 
ery. But he sees something else now—a 


little spot of white near a dirt ridge thac 
runs along the bridle path. No matter 
how long he looks, the white stays ш 
form and whole, and the roundness, even 
at 45 yards, is perfect. 

“I see a ball!" he says, 
out to the master. 
says the master, 


points it 


it seems to me 


that that is quite definitely а golf ball 
Go get it. 

Bertie does; and when he comes back, 
he turns it over to the master. 

"Hmmmm," says the master. “A Dun- 
lop sixty-five . . . too bad." And with a 
di ful flip. he throws it away. And 
the white pellet bumps silently down the 
slope, to land at the heels of another 
ball hawk. 

What did you do that for?” 

“It was nicked,” says the 
"Didn't you see that?" 

"So what?" 

"So they're no damn good if they're 
nicked.” 

Even if he is the master, Bertie is 
appalled. So this is why he throws the 
balls away! 

‘Why are they no good if they're 
nicked?” he demands. 

“It's like the perfect woman, kid. 
Every facet's got to be perfect, perfectly 
white, perfectly round, spanking-new. 
Otherwise, how the hell can you marry 
her? Right?" 

"You could play with that ball," says 
Bertie. 

“I don't play golf." 

“You could sell it, even with the nick.” 

"I don't need the money.” 

“Well, what do you do with the balls 
you keep?" 

“I just take ‘ет home, 1 guess, put 'em 
in an old beach bag.” 

To Bertie’s relief, that other bal] hawk 
has finished his probing below them, mov- 
ing on down the bridle path, the white 
pellet of the discarded Dunlop gleaming 
in the black cinders behind him. 
do you put ‘em in a bag for?" 


master 


“I don't know, kid,” the master says 
mournfully. “A compulsion, maybe. Like 
with women. I like perfect things. I al- 
ways have. I can't stand flaws. Golf s 
Etchings. Women. Women. Womei 

“They have to be perfect, too?" 
“They've got to be." 

"Why?" 

Kid, you start out in life with certain 
ideals, certain pictures in your mind's 
eye, you can't just throw them away 
because of a” 

“That's a good ball down there. Even 
with the nick, I could get fifty cents for 
it. A good golfer could take that ball and 
whack it two hundred yards, 1 bet. And 
a good putter could sink it from forty 
feet. You could win the Masters Tourna- 
ment with that ball.” 

“But it's got a nick in 

“If all you do is take ‘em home and 
put ‘em in a bag, what do you care if it's 
got a nick in it or not?” 

Another ball hawk is now moving up 
along the bridle path and Bertie knows 
he will reach the discarded Dunlop in a 
matter of minutes. But the master is 
speaking or, rather, mumbling, and he 
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attire By ROBERT L. GREEN 
revolutionary new trends in men’s attire 
for the upcoming sunny season 
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PLAYBOY д 
& SUMMER FASHION 


EMANCIPATION AND ECLECTICISM. keynote this year’s spring-and-summer silhouette: emancipation from the dated and 
traditional look, eclecticism in the vast variety ant apparel that will be available for the venturesome. 
Gazing into our cystal ball, we predict that many shaped suits and sports jackets will take a belt in the midsection, 
thus giving them additional suppression at the waist, (Some lightweight sweaters and body-contour shirts will be 
belted, too.) Longer double-breasted Edwardian-style jackets with greatcoat collars and deep center vents will con- 
tinue to influence the urban summer scene; but we recommend that you give yourself ample time to suit your fancy 
by checking out other new looks, such as a white cardigan, no-button suit or a dark two-button chalk stripe with 
angled pockets. Manulacturers of summer-weight slacks, we foretell, will blossom (text continued on page 142) 
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Country squire favors а tweed print corduroy military-style suit, by Stanley Blacker, $75, o 
striped shirt, by John Weitz for Excello, $16, and a raw-silk tie, by The Village Squire, $7. 


Opening page: Avant-garbed gentleman prefers a brocade Edwardian jacket, by Paul Wattenberg for John Hampton, 
$B0, worn over sueded cotton slacks, by Dunlee, $35. Above left, left to right: Rugged individualist opts for a polyester twill- 
knit sleeveless belted suit, by Tiger (Ericson of Sweden), $100, worn with a voile see-through supershirt, by Anthony Ca- 
lardo for Clotheshorse, $14. Center fellow cottons to a cotton, acetate and viscose Edwardian suit, by Franklin Bober for 
Clinton Swon, $75, a voile fly-front shirt, by Pierre Cardin for Eagle, $18, and a silk tie, by Lanvin, $7.50. Third man's 
apparel theme includes a cotton twill Edwardian jacket, $65, cambined with cotton twill slacks, $25, both by Paul Wat 
tenberg for John Hampton, a crepe shirt, by Hathaway, $16.50, and a wide cotton tie, by Taylor, $4. Belaw left, left to 
right: Chap doubles his dating pleasure with a Trevira and wool twill suit, by Oleg Cassini, $175, a Fortrel and cotton 
broadcloth shirt, by Aetna, $10, and a wide cotlon tie, by Taylar, $4. Leading lad likes a herringbone twill suit with a hip- 
length jacket, by Franklin Bober for Clinton Swan, $65, a silk shirt, by Gant, $25, and a wide cotton tie, by Taylor, $4. 
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Mustachioed man about town leans to а linen-knit belted turtleneck with wide-ribbed body, 
$45, and linen-knit slacks with zip pockets, $35, both by Pierre Cardin for Intercontinental. 


erns and hues; bold Above right: Lounging lad takes his ease in a cotton muslin 
ls in seersucker will beach caftan with printed sleeves and a placket neck with 
Iso be more conserva- embroidered trim, by Jantzen, $20. Far right: Confident con- 
terned ginghams fidonr sports a Dacron and gabardine worsted no-button 
and narrow stripes. Expect to see bundance of bell- shaped suit, by Monte Cristo, $125, a voile see-through 
bottoms that are decidedly with it width; styles will supershirt, by Anthony Calardo for Clotheshorse, $14, and а 
go from 17 inches at the knee to 21 inches at the ankle. silk neck scarf, by Handcraft, $8. Right: Fashion leader steps 

Come summer, you'll want to be on the lookout for up his appearance in an acetate and rayon crepe supershirt 
voile, crepe and silk see-through supershirts and beach with balloon sleeves, by Mike Weber for Boutique Sports- 
s. (The latter are worn over a pair of matching wear, $14, and wool herringbone slacks, by Viceroy, $18. 


forth with a variegated array of 
prints and multicolor stripes and 
come on strongest, but there will 
tive offerings to consider, such as эп 


Sharp young salt gets soft support after donning a pair of print cotton voile see-through 
beach pants, $18, matching tapered shorts, $3, 


both by Anthony Calardo for Clotheshorse. 


Above, far left: Great outdoorsman is enthusiastically re- 
ceived wearing a cotton plissé tunic shirt, by Sally for the 
Mad Tea Party, $30, wool worsted herringbone slacks with 
flared leg bottoms, by Viceroy, $18. Above, near left: Chair- 
man of the boardwalk steps lively in a polyester and Avril 
poplin belted tunic shirt, $18, and giant-houndstooth print 
cotton twill beach pants, $11.50, both by Sebring. Left: Bird 
watcher wears an imported sueded buckskin snap-front jacket 
with side vents, by Ericson of Sweden, $65, Fortrel and cotton 
permanent-press jeans with flared leg bottoms, by Levi's, $9. 


shorts.) This adventurous aprés-surf apparel is geared for 
the lean lad with a build. Be sure to contrast rather 
than coordinate your t-slack ; for example, try 
a salmon shirt with a pair of brightgreen pants (or you 
might mix yellow and blue) and, as а fillip, add a neck 
square tied at the side. See-through shirts, by the way, are 
often worn open to the waist. 

At the opposite end of the fashion spectrum are em- 
broidered cotton caftans that cover the wearer from top 
to toe. They can be donned as a sun-day cover-up on the 
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Sandman riding the crest of o new fashion wave sees eye to thigh with о friendly mermoid 
wha digs his nylon-knit "wet suit” that features о giont-zipper front, by Robert Bruce, $15. 


Above, for left: Strong, silent type gets stor billing in о voile 
see-through supershirt, by Anthony Calordo for Clotheshorse, 
$14, wool worsted slacks, by Viceroy, $18, ond о Corfom bell, 
by Conterbury, $10. Above, neor left: On-the-beom guys go 
for а leather-look nylon-cooted pullover, by Pierre Cardin for 
Eogle, $25, cotton ond royon beach “joms,” by Cotolino 
Martin, $17; and о cotton-knit tank top, by Bill Miller for The 
Villoge Squire, $9, ond cotton beach ponts, by Poul Ressler, 
$7. Left: Beachnik comes on cool in о Fortrel and cotton beach 
vest, $8, and poplin beoch ponts, $9.50, both by Sebring. 


strand or as a way-out wearable later in the evening. 

Vested interest i ady being shown in fancy weskits of 
polished leather, suede and denim—all to be worn over 
supershirts, turtlenecks or as an alter-swim topper 10 a 
pair of trunks, see-through beach pants or bold-print knee- 
length "jams" with a drawstring waist. Keep in mind. if 
your present collection of warm-weather wearables is a bit 
lackluster, that now's the time to replenish your ward- 
robe and brighten your image. Fashions for the com- 
ing months, obviously, will be both colorful and fun. 
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financial depression that affected every- 
one. Few pcople—if any—understood 
what had gone wrong; yet all wanted to 
know. Unfortunately, economics is an 
furiatingly obscure science; even econo- 
mists don't really understand it—in th 
sense of being able to make foolproof pre- 
dictions, at any rate. The only way to 
learn the dynamics of the money market 
place is to live in it. Monopoly made 
this a little more possible for the ordinary 
citizen, By playing а simple game, even а 
child could experience some of the emo- 
tions and operations of the real-estate 
business. It was not surprising that just 
as many adults as children found Mo- 
nopoly fascinating. 

Today, the big bad wolf is decision 
making. In the years following World 
War Two, enormous national growth 
created an unprecedented need for ad- 
ministrators, executives and other leaders 
who could make all kinds of important 
decisions ly, confidently and, it was 
hoped, accurately. Particularly at the 
upper policy levels in government and 
industry, it was disturbingly apparent 
that the American economy was a те. 
markably complex animal, whose actions 
resisted control and defied managerial 
projection. The huge corporations—some 
larger than many national economies— 
were themselves incredibly difficult to 
manage. Because of this web of variables, 
unpredictables and ambiguities, the deci- 
sion to make any move at all was almost 
always fraught with perils that could only 
be guessed at. It may have been signifi- 
cant that the ouija board was soon to edge 
Monopoly out of the number-one spot. 

For those who needed something more 
scientific than the ouija board to as: 
them in making decisions, rescue arrived 
in the form of the computer, which could 
handle the bookkeeping involved in the 
billions of individual transactions that 
added up to the gross national product. 
Along with the computer came the sci- 
ence of operations research. 

At the heart of the operations research 
method is the concept of mathematical 
simulation. Executives of a large truck- 
ing company might want to know the 
most eflicient way to expand the number 
and location of trucks, garages and ше 
to handle increased business. The deci- 
sion might ordinarily be based on trial 
and error, rough calculation, experience 
and educated hunches. 

Using the operationsresearch method, 
however, the problem would be convert- 
ed into a symbolic model that would 
describe the ion somewhat in the 
way that a recipe describes a cake. This 
model, or simulation, would be fed into 
a computer that would run through 
millions of possible combinations of the 
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made the best mathematical sense, From 
these, the executives would select the 
plan that made the best practical sense. 

Sometimes it might not be enough to 
experiment with a mathematical model. 
In order to get а better picture of how 
human factors might affect a plan 
action, operations-research analysts would 
семе a model in which workers and 
executives could carry out, on a trial 
ba ny of the steps in the proposed 
new procedure. 

It soon became apparent that simul: 
tion could also teach management deci- 
sion making to trainees by letting them 
act out the roles of supervisors, adim 
trators and other executives. In 1957, the 
American Management Association 


troduced the Top Management Decision 


Simulation, the first nonmilitary competi- 
tive business game. To role playing and 
simulation, A. М. A. added the element 
of competition, and the educational gam- 
ing technique was virtually complete 

Since the appearance of this kind of 
simulation, games have been created to 
teach skills as various as running an air- 
ne, programing a computer and playing 
the stock Ket. In college, students 
learn business management by playing a 
game that lasts an entire semester. High 
school students absorb civics lessons by 
acting out the roles of legislators, judges 
and administrative officials. Elementary 
school pupils compete as consumers and 
store owners to develop an understanding 
of the way prices are determined in a 
market economy. 

The modelmakers go to great lengths 
to create the illusion of reality. In Ameri- 
can Management Association’s General 
Management players are 
called upon to carry on the operations of 
a firm disabled by the recent death of its 
president. Each receives a four-page let- 
ter that begins: 


Simulation, 


Dear Fellow Manager: 

АП of us in the company were ap- 
palled and distressed at the sudden 
and untimely death of our presi- 
dent, Mr. Mose. By now, you have 
undoubtedly read in the papers how 
his heart gave out while he was 
pruning trees in his garden. 


As Professor James Coleman of Johns 
Hopkins points out, training games are 
based on the premise that people learn 
best not by being taught but by ex- 


periencing the consequences of their 


actions. Participants шаке relatively real- 
istic dec nd see the results almost 
immediately 


Sames tend to focus attention more 
elfectively than most other teaching de- 
vices" Coleman wrote in the National 
Education. Association. Journal, "partly 
because they involve the student actively 


rather than passively. The depth of in. 
volvement in a game, whcther it is basket. 
ball, Life Career or bridge. is often so 
great that the players are totally absorbed 
in this artificial world. 

"Another virtue of academic games as 
a learning device," Coleman continues, 
“is that using them diminishes the teach- 
er's role as judge and jury. Such a role 
often elicits students’ fear, resentment or 
anger and gives rise to discipline prob 
lems. It may also generate equally un- 
pleasant servility and apple-polishing. 
Games enable the student to see the con- 
sequences of his actions g or 
losing. He cannot blame the teacher for 
his grades. . . . The teachers role re- 
verts to a more natural one of helper and 
coach." 

Games. says Coleman. help develop a 
player's sense of his own ability to con- 
trol his future, rather than a passive 
acceptance of capricious fate. One U 
Office of Education study indicates that 
performance on standard achievement 
tests is strongly related to how well 
person believes he can succeed by his 
own efforts, Those who see themselves as 
doomed victims of forces beyond their 
control do poorly. This is particularly 
true among the disadvantaged. Simula- 
tions, it is hoped, will help overcome the 
crushing sense of personal futility that is 
endemic in the ghetto among those who 
have never been allowed to play the 
game of Ше unhandicapped by color, 
language barriers, chronic poverty, igno- 
rance and all the other crippling ghetto 
ills. 

Other important advantages of gaming 
are illustrated by CLUG, the Commu 
ty Land Use Game, created by urban 
planner Allan Feldt, “The basic object 
of the game is to teach the fundamentals 
of urban economics and economic 
theory," says Feldt. "In doing this, the 
players make real-estate purchases, build 
and operate various kinds of businesses 
and engage in a limited number of other 
urbamdevelopment processes, such as 
Чез and setting tax rates. 

"CLUG is a fairly complicated gam 
Feldt reports. “It takes two or three hours 
1o learn the rules. You can, if you care 
to, use census data to build a city before 
the game starts, but we usually begin 

ith an empty field on which we grow 
our own city." Designed for architects, 
community planners and urban offi 
a round of CLUG can be almost a 
rough as a day at city hall. At first, most 
players tend to operate like robber bar- 
ons, attempting to assemble private for- 
tunes and power complexes. The result 
is turmoil and crisis, as transportation 
breakdowns and recessions appear. The 
need for compromise, negotiation and 
responsible planning becomes clear. 

“The real purpose of CLUG is not to 

(continued on page 258) 
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a new breed of unabashed orgiasts and casual couplers is 
flourishing in the subcultural hothouse of southern california 


article By RICHARD WARREN LEWIS 


LAST DECEMBER 3157, in a glassand-stucco dwelling cantilevered from a promontory in 
the Hollywood Hills, an expectant host was busy preparing a wide yariety of Middle 
Eastern delicacies for his annual New Year's Eve orgy. Clad in nothing more restrictive 
than a silk robe tied loosely at the waist, the retired real-estate investor periodically 
visited the kitchen to check on the kuba (a casserole of crushed wheat with almonds and 
sirloin chunks), shufta (chopped meat and onions laced to skewers) and bathanjon 
(eggplant stew)—all tested recipes he had perfected during his youth in Baghdad. 

Some of the dozen unmarried couples seated beside his living-room fireplace passed. 
around joints of the best available marijuana—Acapulco gold—while they gazed at the 
incomparable view of twinkling city lights visible through a picture window and scooped 
khubez, an Arabic bread, into a crushed-sesame-seed dip. 

Before long, the guests were thrashing їп the nude on three mattresses laid side by 
side in a dimly lit bedroom overlooking a lush garden of Japanese ferns, bonsais and 
camellias surrounding a heated pool stocked with exotic tropical fish. A large-breasted 
French girl took on two other females with remarkable insouciance. The voyeurs among 
those assembled were continuously treated to a diversity of performances as rich as the 
sumptuous bullet. By the time all activity culminated at one o'clock the following 
afternoon, plans were already being formulated for the next gathering. “We have 
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another orgy going at the end of the 
week,” the host promised. “Who needs 
an excuse? This time we'll be celebrat- 
ing the arrival of Friday night.” 

"Two miles to the east, about the same 
time the Hollywood Hills party was get- 
ting under way, uniformed waiters were 
pouring 12-year-old Scotch and jeroboams 
of Dom Perignon in the sunken 40-foot 
living room of a penthouse apartment 
situated high above Sunset Strip. A major 
television personality warmly welcomed 
100 guests who came prepared to cele- 
brate the new year as well as one another. 
The faces would have been immediately 
recognizable at such celebrity restaurants 
as Chasen’s or The Bistro. Relaxed by the 
free-flowing liquor and the oleaginous 
Mantovani strings purring over a stereo 
intercom, secure in the comfort of a large 
kindred group, they repaired at regular 
intervals to the five mirrored bedrooms. 
At a time when motion pictures were 
experiencing an unprecedented sexual 
emancipation, the spectacle of these ac- 
tors acting out their wildest fantasies had 
yet to be depicted on the public screen. 

The midnight scene at a high-octane 
San Fernando Valley night club dedicated 
to the crosspollination of swinging mar- 
ried and single couples resembled V-J 
Day in Times Square. Surrealistically 
frozen on the crowded dance floor by 
blinking strobe lights, a capacity throng 
of 150 customers—who had paid $25 a 
couple—spent nearly 20 minutes embrac- 
ing and kissing their respective escorts 
and anyone clsc within range, while a 
rhythm-andblues quartet called Dillard 
Crume and the Soul Rockers played a 
heavily amplified version of Auld Lang 
Syne. Early arrivals had viewed some 600 
color slides showing regular patrons, 
which flashed on a screen near the bus- 
tling bar every ten seconds. This get- 
acquainted device was superseded by more 
direct contact—sending drinks over to 
some likelylooking strangers across the 
flocked-wallpaper room and openly ex- 
changing phone numbers. 

By 1:30 in the morning, after numer- 
ous liaisons had been consummated and 
extemporaneous parties organized, the 
club was left virtually empty. Parking 
attendants wistfully watched the boister- 
ous couples pile six and eight in a car, 
screech their tires and proceed to swap- 
Ping sessions in the adjacent communities 
of Sherman Oaks, Sun Valley, Encino 
and Studio City. The morning after, a 
discarded size-34D brassiere was discoy- 
ered on the floor of the club among 
crumpled paper hats and noisemakers, a 
reminder of the abandon that character- 
ized even the earlier stages of the pre- 
vious evening. 

Not every swinging New Year's Eve 
party entertained large numbers. Thou- 
sands of anonymous couples, responding: 
to frank classified advertisements in pub- 
lications such as the Los Angeles Free 
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couple, 30-45, local swingers only. Re- 
vealing photo and phone a must.") were 
happy to pair off two by two. 

As late as 8:30 that night, а 21-уєаг- 
old Norwegian blonde became the 386th 
female to enroll at one of more than 
two dozen highly organized local enter- 
prises that arrange meetings among con- 
senting adults for a fee. The girl was 
assigned a code number, issued an identi- 
fication card and handed a bumper sticker 
to further designate her intentions to 
eagleeyed club members. By midnight, 
she and a male companion were perpet- 
uating the Dionysian tradition with a 
group of bring-your-own-booze couples 
they had never met before. 

For those privy to word of mouth, 
there were additional swinging parties 
spilling through a dozen interconnecting 
rooms at a Balboa Beach motel, at a 
mountain cabin at Lake Arrowhead rent- 
ed year-round exclusively for the use of 
swingers, and at an indefatigable open 
house in a Beverly Hills home that re- 
portedly had been flourishing for the 
past four and a half months. 

The more affluent swingers, pursuing 
their tireless quest for new partners, 
journeyed to Palm Springs—a sybaritic 
resort area 80 miles from Los Angeles— 
where some 15 swingers-only parties had 
temporarily supplanted the sun, spas and 
starlets as au courant tourist attractions. 
A sleek Lear Jet deposited six eager 
passengers at the bustling airport shortly 
after dusk. A waiting limousine trans- 
ported them to a tile-roofed hacienda on 
the outskirts of town, hard by the desert. 
Silver Cloud Rolls-Royces and 1953 Chev- 
rolets were parked bumper to bumper 
outside the miniature walled estate. 
Awaiting the new arrivals were 35 cou- 
ples, many of them frolicking nude in 
an Olympicsized swimming pool faced 
in marble. Many of the women at pool- 
side had already changed into camisoles 
and the provocative lingerie advertised 
in movie magazines, Physical stamina 
was the only boundary for the males, 
adorned in one-size-fitsall hapi robes 
thoughtfully provided by the host. 

The subsequent desert sunrise, a palette 
of yellows, reds and oranges illuminating 
the mesquite and saguaro, could very 
well have symbolized the dawn of a 
cultural phenomenon not only in South- 
em California—where such latter-day 
bacchanals have become as familiar as 
two-phone limousines—but throughout 
the nation. Though perhaps less celebrity 
studded and affluently appurtenanced, 
similar—if not equally uninhibited—get- 
togethers are being held every night of 
the year at suburban tract homes in 
Seattle, skylight studios on New York's 
East Side and nearly every intermediate 
point with a population of over two. 
Additional evidence of a widespread in- 
clination toward group sex is geographi- 
cally apparent in the distribution of 
box-number advertisements proliferating 


in mateswapping periodicals and news- 
letters such as Swingers Life, The Swing 
ing World, La Plume, National Registry, 
Hot Line, Communiqué and Clique. 

One bustling cell of 2500 Chicago-area 
mate swappers wears swiNGERS lapel but- 
tons and holds weekly meetings to answer 
questions for prospective inductees; re- 
flecting the middle-class conditioning of 
the members, no singles are permitted, 
fornication in front of others is rare and 
male homosexuality is completely un- 
known. Summer vacationers on Fire Is- 
land and Martha's Vineyard spend their 
weekends sharing rental homes and their 
roommates’ dates. Antique-hunting cou- 
ples journey through the New England 
countryside, pausing to browse in quaint 
roadside shops—and to swap mates at 
small inns in towns such as Vergennes, 
Vermont. Weekend emigrees from Cali- 
fornia's San Mateo County sample one 
another's spouses in the motels that pro- 
liferate just across the Bay between San 
Francisco and Palo Alto on U.S. 101. 
Hotbeds of activity from Gila County, 
Arizona, to Cape Kennedy, Florida, serve 
as lively stopovers for married swingers 
motoring cross-country. 

Not surprisingly, no authoritative fig- 
ures are available about the extent of 
this action on the front lines of the Sex- 
ual Revolution, but all these manifesta- 
tions clearly indicate that the trend is 
both real and growing. The number of 
participants may range anywhere from 
the conservative 500,000 cited by some 
sociologists to the inflated 14,000,000 
claimed by enthusiasts such as Leo Gor- 
don—author of All the Loving Couples, 
one of the four Hollywood pictures on 
the subject scheduled to be released or 
filmed during 1969. 

“With fourteen million swingers, we 
got fourteen million tickets right there,” 
Gordon joyfully predicts. “And then we 
got another fourteen million that are 
gonna go just out of curiosity, Then 
there's a third fourteen million who'll go 
just to condemn the son of a bitch.” 

Hoping to entice the same audience 
are the producers of Bob and Carol and 
Ted and Alice, a $2,000,000 sextrava- 
ganza featuring the Hollywood version 
of a pot party climaxed by a free-for-all 
in bed with Natalie Wood and her three 
co-stars. Other upcoming entries are the 
adaptation of John Updike's Couples, an 
examination of mixed-doubles morality 
in New England, and something suc- 
cinctly titled The Crowded Bed. Wags 
were freely predicting that it would only 
be a matter of time before the Walt 
Disney studios joined the procession. 

Once a carefully guarded pastime indig- 
enous to upperincome groups, especial. 
ly the suburban nouveau riche, swinging 
has only lately been embraced by school 
teachers, mutual-fund salesmen, aerospace 
engineers and other members of the pre- 
dominant middle class. Its swift surfacing 

(continued on page 216) 


“I think you would be well advised to locate the new 
delphinium bed elsewhere, Hobbs.” 
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wherein the dogs of war invade 
the temple and desecrate an easter icon 


humor By JEAN SHEPHERD 


^ 'MAH-REE ELENA, yore the answer to mah pray- 
er....’" The familiar twangy moan of old Gene 
Autry seemed to be coming from next to my ear. 
It was the first time I had ever dreamed in sound. 
Or was I dreaming? 
R CHRISSAKE, WHAT THE HELL IS 
THAT RACKET?” The bedsprings clattered in 
the next room, as my old man cursed and leaped 
out of the sack, his feet thumping the floor in the 
dark. Instantly, I was wide awake. 
"'MAH-REF. ELENA. . . *” It was even loud- 
er, now that my mind was working again. The 
tinny plunking of a guitar cut through the d 
ness. My kid brother sat up in his bed across the 
room from me and began to whine, his usual 
reaction to any outside stimulus. 
A guttural grunt of intense pain, followed by 
a high-pitched bleating wail, as the old man once 
again unerringly cracked his big toe against the 
leg of the dresser. He had done this so many times 
in the past, in the dark, that all the varnish was 
now worn off the leg, and my father's toe was 
permanently shaped like a small tennis ball. 
“Now what?” My mother joined in the chorus, 
her hair curlers rattling in the gloom. 
WHEN IT'S TWAALAHT ON THE 
TRAY-ULL. . . .'" Autry had launched into 
another favorite of simple-minded millions every- 
where. 
“What the hell tame is и?” muttered the old 
man. He was always an aggressive sleeper. Slec 
was one of the things he did best, and he loved it. 
Some look upon sleep as an unfortunately neces- 
sary interruption of life; but there are others who 
152 hold that sleep is life, (continued on page 161) 


for the first time, sex queen brigitte 
bardot poses for off-the-set uncoverage 


Since BB's derriére first received interna 
tional exposure 13 years ago, the Bardot 
myth has grown ever more complex and 


imposing—thanks in p 
of husbands and lovers, а well-publicized 
try at suicide and innumerable hassles with 
photographers. However, the accompany- 
ing exclusive photos of the sex kitten—the 
first nude studies she has permitted—and 


rt to a succession 


her increasing willingness to appear on 
TV suggest а new rapprochement among 
Brigitte, her audience and the media she 
has never fully trusted. Bébé's legendary 
sexual indulgences, on screen and off, no 
longer provoke puritanical outcries; she 
has been vindicated by an ongoing cultural 


revolution that she helped set in mo- 
tion. Long before the pill was popular, 
Brigitte, the pampered but rebellious 
product of middle-class materialism, showed 
an up-tight world that sexual emancipation 
for women was more than an idealistic 
se. Sincerity, in the Bardot life style, 
is a gre: 

of values that is rapidly gaining adherents. 
Not that acceptance and imitation have 
spoiled BB: She remains as delightfully 
unencumbered and unpredictable as ever 


phr 


er virtue than propriety—a sense 


BB's famed pout and feline fig- 
ure are among the most potent 
mbols of an Eros-oriented. era. 


BB's erotic ingenuousness 
has fascinated such writers 
as Simone de Beau 

voir, who declared that 
“a saint would sell his 
soul to the Devil merely 
to watch her dance. 


T Often called immoral or amoral, 
© Brigitte actually anticipated what 
is now called situation cthics— 
but BB, more devoted to sunshine 
Т апа l'amour than to philosophy, 
couldn’t care less about labels. 
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“The Old West may be dead, but not some of you old Westerners.” 


the fixer 


IN Moscow there was once a beautiful young lady, Marya 
Poremskaya by name, who was brought up by her maiden 
aunt in an atmosphere of the greatest decorum imaginable. 
There was never a coarse word nor a vulgar noise in that 
house, you can be sure. But the result was that Marya felt a 
vague sense of something lacking about life, and she contin- 
ually wondered what it might be. 

The time came for her to be married, and this was a 
grievous problem, for, as the old saying goes, men are muddy 
boots at one end and dirty thoughts at the other. At last, her 
aunt found the right gentleman, Pyotr Petrovitch Grubsky, a 
man rich in both years—he was 75—and property. But there 
was hardly time for him to impart anything to Marya in the 
way of enlightenment about life, for Pyotr Petrovitch caught 
the grippe on the way home from his wedding and expired 
within а few days. 

‘The somewhat downcast young widow decided to retire to 
her late husband's estate for a period of mourning. But there 
she found everything in the wildest disorder. The roof of the 
house leaked; the windows were broken and birds flew about 
in the drawing room: the fences were down and pigs roamed 
the garden. So she sacked her estate manager and made it 
known that she would hire another. 

The first man had filthy habits with snuff, and so she sent 
him away at once. The second onc failed to wipe the muck 
from his boots, and he was dismissed quickly, with a flea in 
his ear. The third was a cleanly young man, tall, smiling and 
bulging with muscle. Marya liked his looks, so she explained 
about the fences and the roof and the windows. “There is 
nothing casicr, honorable lady," replicd Grigory. "| am a 
member of the menders’ and restorers’ guild, and 1 know the 
mysteries of all such work." 

Soon the roof was tight and dry, the garden pigless and well 
tended, the rooms of the house immaculate, with new win- 
dows and clean floors. Marya was delighted with her hand- 
some new cstate manager and she wrote her aunt in Moscow 
that she had found someone to keep order. 

The lady wished to inspect her estate, which was a large 
one, so Grigory often drove the calash from farm to farm 
while Marya Poremskaya observed and asked questions. As 
they were going along one fine summer day, she noted a 
strange sight among some pigs in a yard. “Look, Grigory,” she 
said, “now what can that mean?’ 

“Ah, Marya Poremskaya,” he replied, “the old fellow on top 
must be a brother or a nephew and the one beneath must be 
а sister or an aunt. It is obvious that he is feeling ill and that 
his kind relative is carrying him to the house.” 

“I scarcely knew that animals possessed such delicate feel. 
ings,” said Ма 

‘After a while, they came to a meadow where there was a 
herd of cows, and Marya suddenly became excited as she 


from "Russkiia Zavetnyia Skazki" 
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noticed something. "Grigory, tell me, please, whatever that 
may be." 

“Ah, madam," said Grigory, "that poor cow is perhaps a 
little backward. She has eaten all the grass around her and 
does not know how to get more. The polite bull is pushing 
her toward a new pasture." 

“That must be it, exactly,” said the young lady, laughing 
and pleased to know that the animals she owned were so 
extremely well bred. 

Later in the afternoon, they came to a field of horses. “And 
now, dear Grigory, there is something else that wants explain- 
ing,” Marya said, pointing. 

Very simple," he said, “Notice that, over there beyond the 
woods, there is a plume of smoke. No doubt, there is a fire 
somewhere and that fine stallion has mounted up on the mare 
to gain a better view. He must be concerned for her safety. 

“How thoughtfully the dear creatures assist each other!” 
Marya mused. “It is, indeed, the harmony of nature." But the 
next scene was distinctly more puzzling lor her. 

They had reached a secluded meadow; suddenly, between 
the haystacks, they caught sight of two young harvesters who 
had removed all of their clothing. "I am sure that there is 
some easy explanation,” Marya said. “Js it that he is teaching 
this young girl the sport of country wrestling?” 

"I'm afraid 1 don't know, madam,” said Grigory, 

“Or perhaps they are resting and the lad is covering her 
from the burning rays of the sun?” 

“They do not seem to be resting,” said Grigory, “ 
I cannot say." 

"I am convinced that he is being kind to her in some way 
said Marya. 

The day was hot and when at last they came to a cool 
brook that ran through a deserted forest ravine, Marya 
decided to bathe. She stopped the calash, took off her clothes 
and waded into the stream. She was very rounded, white and 
lovely as she stood there nude. “Why don't you cool yourself 
as well?” Marya called to Grigory. A little dazed, he threw 
off his clothes and started down the bank. 

“My goodness,” Marya said with wide-opened eyes. “What 
an odd thing you have there, Grigory! I have nothing of the 
sort myself.” 

“Oh, that,” he said. ^I told you that I was a fixer and a 
mender. That is one of the tools of my trade. It is used when 
an orifice must be stopped up.” 

“Could it be that the young man in the field was doing that 
sort of service for the peasant girl?” she asked. Grigory 
replied that it was entirely possible, 

“Then come here, dear Grigory,” said Marya. “I have 
something to show you. You have done marvelous work of 
mending the fence, the roof, the windows and all. But there is 
still one gap I have never known what to do about.” 

— Retold by Nicholas Gabayev ÈD 
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or at least one of the more fulfilling 
aspects of it, like eating or sex. Any time 
my old man's sleep was interrupted, he 
became truly dangerous. 

"It's almost three-thirty. Who the hell's 
playing those goddamn records at three- 
thirty?” 

Someone was, indeed, playing records 
at full blast. It was then that we first 
became aware of another sound—one 
that was to become more familiar and 
ominous in the weeks to come: a kind of 
snuffiing, scratching, moiling, squealing, 
squishy turmoil. 

... THAT SILVUHH HALUHD 
DAH-DEE OF MAHN. . Doors 
slammed. Twangy voices argued indis- 
tinctly. Gene Autry kcened on and on. 
Тһе snuffling squeals rose and fell. The 
old man reconnoitered silently through 
the bedroom curtains. 

"HOOIICKK-PATOOOEY!" Some- 
thing juicy splaued. st the side of 
our housc. 

"Holy Christ!” The old man hissed a 
rhetorical comment to no one in particu- 
Tar. 

“GRRAAAHHKKK! BROWWK?!" A 
windowrattling burp boomed out over 
the scratchy Gene Autry di 

My mother was finally galvanized into 
action. She had fought a lifelong bate 
against obscene noises of every variety. 1 
could hear her pattcring feet, as she 
joined my father at the window. 

Who are they?” she asked, after a 
pause to survey the scene. 

amned if I know!" the old man an- 
swered; but 1 could tell from the sound 
of his voice that he knew trouble had 
arrived. Big trouble. The Bumpus crowd 
had moved in next door and was already 
in business. 

Ours was not a genteel neighborhood, 
by any stretch of the imagination. Nes- 
ted picturesquely between the looming 
steel mills and the verminously aromatic 
oil refineries and encircled by a colorful 
conglomerate of city dumps and fetid 
rivers, our northern Indiana town was 
and is the very essence of the Midwe: 
ern industrial heartland of the nation. 
‘There was a standard barbershop bit of 
humor that said it with surprising poeti- 
cism: If Chicago (only a stone's throw 
away across the polluted lake waters) 
was Carl Sandburg’s “City of the Broad 
Shoulders,” then Hammond had to be 
that city’s broad rear end. 

g to legend, it bore the 
of a hapless early settler who had arri 
on the scene when the land м: 


he decided that Chicago, then a tiny 
trading post where land was [ree for 
the asking, had no future. Struggling 
through the quagmires farther south, for 
some demented reason now lost lo histo- 
164 ry, he set up camp and invested heavily 
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in land that was destined to become one 
of the ugliest pieces of real estate this 
side of the craters of the moon. Indeed, 
it bore some resemblance to the moon, 
in that the natives were alternately 
seared by stifling heat in the summer 
and reduced to clanking hulks when the 
fierce gales blew off the lake. Our found- 
ing father set the pattern of fut 
all future generations. 

My old man, my mother, my kid 
brother and I slogged along in the great 
wadition. The old man had his high 
nt every Wednesday at George's Bowl- 
ing Alley, where he once rolled a historic 
game in which he got three consccu 
strikes. My kid brother’s nose ran steadily, 
winter and summer. My mother made 
red cabbage, peanut butter-and_jelly sand- 
wiches, meat loaf and Jell-O in an endless 
stream. And I studied the principal ex- 
ports of Peru at the Warren G. Harding 
School. 

Delbert Bumpus entered Warren G. 
Harding like a small, truculent rhinocer- 
ов. His hair grew low down on his almost 
nonexistent forehead, and he had the 
greatest pair of ears that Warren С. 
Harding had ever seen, extending at 
absolutely right angles from his head. 
Between those ears festered a peasized 
but malevolent brain that almost imme- 
diately made him the most feared kid 
below sixth grade. 

He had a direct way of settling dis. 
agreements that he established on the 
second day of his brief but spectacular 
period at W.G.H. Grover Dill—our 
numbertwo-ranking thug, right behind 
Scut F: , who stood alone as the 
premier bully of all he surveyed —chal- 
lenged Bumpus to a showdown the first 
time he laid eyes on those peculiarly 
provocative ears. It was recess time and, 
as usual we milled about aimlessly in. 
the stickers and sand hills of our play- 
ground, It was too early for baseball; 
football had been over for months; we 
didn't have a basketball hoop; so we just. 
milled. 

Spotting Bumpus in his worn blue 
jeans and black turtleneck—tiny, close- 
set eyes almost invisible under a thatch 
of jet-black, wiry hair—Dill opened ne- 
gotiations, his own sliued eyes glinting 
in anticipation of a little a 

"What's yer name, kid?” 

Bumpus pulled his head lower into 
the turtleneck and said nothing. 

“L SAID, WHATS YER NAME, 
KID?" This time in a loud, trumpeting 
voice that alerted the rest of the school 
ground that spring had come and Grover 
Dill felt the sap rising. Bumpus, a full 
head and a half shorter than Dill but 
built along the lines of a fireplug, mut- 
tered: 

“Bumpus.” It was the first word we 
had heard from him, his accent redolent 
of the deepest Kentucky hills. 


“BUMPUS! What the hell kind of a 
name is that? Holy Moses! Didja hear 
that? Bumpus! What kind of a name is 
that?” 

Dill's humor, while extremely primi- 
tive, was refreshingly direct. He began to 
sing in a high, feminine voice: “Bumpus 
Schlumpus, double Crumpus——" He 
broke off, advancing on Bumpus, sandy 
һай i 


a first name, runt?" 

Farkas watched with Olympian disin- 
terest as his protégé moved in for the 
|. Schwartz huddled next to me, ashen- 
faced, while Flick attempted to blend 
into the sand. There wasn't one of us 
who had not, at one time or another, 
been dealt with by either Farkas or Dill. 

“I said, whats yer first пате, kid? 
Bumpus, backed up flat against the 
school wall, finally spoke up: 

“Delbert.” 

“Delbert! DELBERT!” Outraged by 
such a name, Dill addressed the crowd, 
with scorn dripping from his every word. 
‘Delbert Bumpus! They're letting every- 
body in Harding School these days! What 
the hell kind of a name is that? That 
must be some kind of hillbilly name!” 

It was the last time anyone at Warren 
С. Harding ever said, or even thought, 
thing like that about Delbert Bumpus. 
Everything happened so fast after that 
that no two accounts of it were the same. 
‘The way I saw it, Bumpus' head snapped 
down low between his shoulder blades. 
He bent over from the waist, charged 
over the sand like a wounded wart hog 
insane with fury, left his feet and butted 
his black, furry head like a battering- 
ram into Dill’s rib cage, the sickening 
thump sounding exactly like a water- 
melon dropped from а second-story win- 
dow. Dill, knocked backward by the 
charge, landed on his neck and slid for 
three or four feet, his face alternating 
green and white. His eyes, usually almost 
unseen behind his cobra lids, popped 
out like a tromped-on toad-frog’s. He 
lay flat, gazing paralyzed at the spring 
sky, one shoe wrenched off his foot by 
the impact. The schoolyard was hushed, 
except for the sound of a prolonged 
gurgling and wheezing as Dill, now half 
his original size, lay retching. It was 
obvious that he was out of action for 
some time. 

Bumpus glared around at the hushed 
faces, then spit a long stream of rich- 
brown tobacco juice onto Dill's left ten- 
nis shoe. The buzzer sounded for the end 
of recess, but it was the beginning of a 
new era. 

That's the way the whole Bumpus 
crowd was, in one way or another, Over- 
ight, the entire neighborhood changed. 
The Taylors, a quict family who had 
lived next to us for years, had moved out 
and—without warning—the Bumpuses 
had flooded in. There were thousands of 
(continued on page 184) 
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Jor an animated camp-in, serve your guests the southwestern fun food 


PE 


that says 


“Care to get stewed, 
Yellow Pepper? 


“Why not, Little Red? 
I'm already podded.” 


food By THOMAS MARIO 
Just ABOUT THIS TIME each year—when 
the flames of the winter fireplace have 
been extinguished and the summer bar 
becue is still in the ofing—the knowl- 


“All us sweet peppers 
like to do our thing... 
especially during 
chili season.” 


edgeable host often adds a glow to a 
party with that sizzling crater known as 
the chili bowl. As a host, you can expect 
newcomers to a chili party to feel some 
distinct shock waves, like Becky Sharp in 


im hot stuff and hearty and guaranteed to win a warm reception” 


Vanity Fair, who gasped after 
tasting chili, thinking it "was something 
cool as its name imported"; but they'll 
return to the zesty mahogany-olored 
chili time after time, for its rich sock-it- 


to-me flavor. When pcople say "chili," 
they usually mean chili con carne, or 
chili with beef. Its name is Mexican, but 
its birthplace is most often attributed to 
the sprawling reaches of Texas. In the 


D of me, why not 


teke oil of me. 


wide-open spaces that make up chilidom, 
you'll find. besides chili con carne, chili 
con queso (with cheese) or chili con 
anything you please. (Texas is the home 
of the Chili Appreciation Society Inter- 


ILLUSTRATION BY BOE 208. 


national, which sponsored the World 
Chili Cookoff late last year. The hotly 
contested chilympiad ended in a draw.) 

Chilies are the curries of the Americas, 
Like curries, they walk hand in hand 
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with such spices as oregano and cumin, 
whose 


aggressive flavors automatically 
alleged aphrodisiacs. But 
traction is the native Ameri- 
сап chili pepper. As early as 1493, the 
newly discovered pepper pods were re- 
ported by Peter Martyr to be more 
powerful than the East Indian pepper 
berries for which Columbus originally 
led. The native chili (chile in Span- 
ish) from the new continent turned out 
to be of a pepper family altogether dif- 
ferent from the onc that is ground and 
sprinkled from the pepper mill. Spanish 
explorers fighting their way through 
South America learned about its penc- 
trating pungency the hard way. Natives 
simply built numerous fires in the path 
of the invaders and at the proper 
threw chili pods into the flames, r 
a smoke screen of burning fumes that 
stopped the conquistadors, crying and 
sneezing, in their tracks. This 
note isn't to suggest that the ability to 
build up mere burning power alone will 
make you a sophisticated chilicrat. Ac- 
tually, a fine dish of chili is a pepper 
polyphony containing not only dried 
chili powder but fresh chili pepper, dried 
cayenne pepper, mild fresh bell. pepper, 
freshly ground black pepper, as well as 
sweet Hungarian paprika. But the horses 
of fire must have something to carry into 
the whirlwind; 1, the case of chili 
con carne, the chariot is filled with beef 
and beans. 

The carne should be a sturdy, 1 


an cut 


such as beef rump or round. Although the 


meat is often ground fine like hamburg- 
cr, chili connoisseurs prefer the meat put 
through the coarse plate of the meat 
grinder, so that distinct tiny chunks 
emerge. looking like meat from a chop- 
ping blade, (In Texas, the grinder plate 
with large holes is known as the chili 
plate) "There's a second version in which 
the meat is cut by hand into cubes from 
Y4 to l in. thick. They shrink later as 
the meat simmers. During the first step 
n chili building, the meat should be 
lightly sautéed. Here again, there are 
two rival camps—those who sauté the 
meat in melted beef suet and those who 
sauté it in olive oil. Disciples of beef suet 
are careful to remove the crisp pieces 
that remain after the fat melts, Those 
who have olive oil running in their veins 
will use only the most aristocratic of oils 
for chili 
Chili powder is а conglome 
. consisting in its simple form of dried 
d chili pepper. oregano, cumin, 
and salt. Other blends, with the 
same starting lin re merged with 
coriander, allspice 
powders are even graced with a sprinkling 
of bitter chocolate. But most chili master: 
look upon chili powder i 
artist looks upon a tube of paint—as just 
E. To put something morc 


eina 


than a dehydrated tiger in their tank, 
they add fresh onion, fresh garlic and 
fresh chili pepper. so that the crater 
really begins to bubble. Every host 


should make due allowances for the ca- 
pacity of the fire-caters at his party. If 
he knows there arc timorous palates in 
the crowd, he'll subdue the potency of 
the chili pot and provide supplementary 
bottles of crushed dried pepper or Ta- 
basco sauce for the braver ones. 

Your best bet for finding fresh chili 
peppers is a vegetable stall in а Spanish 
or Italian neighborhood. Fresh chili pep- 
pers—some are red, some green—should 
be skinned before going into the chili 
pot. Boiling them for f to three 
quarters of an hour will loosen the thin 
sheath. Another technique is to wrap 
them in aluminum foil, place them in a 
hot oven for about a half hour and then, 
with a towel ога ig knife, rub off 
or peel the skin. The little pods should 
then be split. the stems cut off and the 
seeds and veins removed with 
knife. If fresh chili peppers aren't 
ble, dried hot red peppers may be used 
—the familiar oncs, stung in long 
braids, that proudly adorn adobe homes 
in the Southwest. You may crush them 
by hand or in a mortar, or buy the red- 
pepper flakes that include sceds. 

One of the best ways of keeping the 
chili bulls at bay until the proper mo- 
ment of truth is to bring forth a shake 
ful of margaritas. The smoothly finished 
now coming to the States h; 


nkers north of the 
follow this prescription: 
ozs. tequila, 34 oz. fresh lemoi 
or lime juice and 14 oz. triple sec into 
cocktail shaker. Add more than the 
normal amount of icc and shake with 
abandon. Pour into am oversize cocki 
glass that is both prechilled and s 
rimmed. The salt on the rim shouldn't 


be so thickly encrusted that it overpowers 
the drink. The best procedure is to dip 
the rim of the prechilled glass into fruit 
juice to a depth of 

sprinkle the ri 


about . and then 
with salt from a salt 


dish of salt, 


s usually recommended. 
When pouring the margarita, be sure to 


pour into the center of the glass, to keep 
the salt rim intact. 

Si demands a 
quenching coolant, a chili party almost 
invariably becomes a beer party. The 
beer must be ice cold; th; colder than 
the usual 38°—40° Е. The brew, whether 
from boutle, can or dispenser, should flow 
copiously. 

While the chili itself should be blaz- 
ing hot, the rest of the menu shouldn't 
add fuel to the fire, Any guest with a 
margarita in one hand will appreciate a 
canapé of mild smoked sturgcon on 


cc the heat of the chi 


е butter or Nova Scotia salmon on 
parsley butter in the other. A smooth 
cold avocado soup and a dessert of fresh 
fruit chunks beneath a honey cream 
sauce will help everybody keep his cool 
before and 

Nothing sends an on the war- 
path as fast as somebody else's recipe for 
Ч Since по two chilies аге ever alike, 
it follows that chili men constantly lock 
horns over whether a proper chili should 
contain tomatoes, over how it should be 
thickened, over the cut of meat or the 
kind of beans or the brand of chili 
powder. Knowing full well that the eyes 
of Texas are upon us, we bravely offer 
our version of chili con came, together 
with citations of some of the many-sided 
chili classics now flourishi 
may be 
the quantities given are hot, but not 
hellishly so. 


CHILI CON CARNE 
(Serves sixy 

214 Ibs. beef round or rump, trimmed 
of fat, coarsely ground 

1 cup pinto beans 

14 cup olive oil 

1 cup very finely minced onion 

1 tablespoon very finely minced 

llarge green or red sweet pepper, 
minced 

arge bay | 

1 teaspoon ore 

3 tablespoons chili powder 

1 teaspoon ground cumin 

14 teaspoon cayenne pepper 

V4 teaspoon freshly ground black pep- 
per 

1 tablespoon papri 

2 fresh chili pods, skinned, minced 
very fine 

3 tablespoons flour 

1% quarts beef or chicken stock 

2 teaspoons sugar 

14 cup cracker crumbs 


as overnight. Cook in salted 
water, following directions on package, 
bout | hour or until tender. Heat о 
n a large heavy saw 

Add meat, stirri 


oregano, chili powder, cumin, cayenne 


pepper. black pepper, paprika and chili 
pods. Stir well Cover pan and sauté 
about 5 minutes. Stir in flour, blending 


well. Add stock and bring to a boil. Re- 
duce flame and simmer 1 hour. Sur in 
sugar and cracker crumbs. Drain beans 
nd add, without their juice, to the pa 
amer about 10 minutes longer. Add 
salt necessary. Serve freshly 
opened or toasted oyster crackers. May 
be served with plain rice or pas 
1 accompaniment. 

(concluded on page 172) 
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DAVID LEVINE pen-ulizmate 


His DRAWINGS are unmerciful: L.B.T. exhibiting his abdominal 
scar, which is shaped like Viet a bare-bottomed Harold 
Macmillan springboarding off De Gaulle's proboscis; then-Vice- 
President Ky at his desk under a huge portrait of a Hider that 
subtly resembles Ky. About 20 of them a month appear in The 
New York Review of Books, Esquire, The Washington Post, Look 
and, it sometimes seems, everywhere—as in the first week of 
1968, when they enlivened the covers of both Newsweek and 
Time. Yet their creator, David Levine—“the best political- 
-literary caricaturist of this century,” in the words of Jules 
Feiffer—is an unprepossessing Brooklyn family man who looks 
and dresses like ап accountant and who goes to bed when the 
Manhattan literary and intellectual jet set that adores him is 
just starting to party. А reporter who knew that Levine fre 
quents the seashore in the summer asked him which beach he 
prefers. "There's only one,” the artist replied. “Coney Island 
All the others tend to be chic.” One key to this thoroughly 
domesticated Daumier is to be found in the prosaic subjects of 
the representational painting from which Levine made most of 
his living until the carly Sixties, when he started doing cari 
catures: Dozens of his realistic canvases show pressers leaning 
over their work and overdressed, overweight women at the beach 
— depicted with a warmth that dignifics and humanizes them. In 
а way. the flamboyant exaggerations of his caricatures attempt 
to do the same thing. “What 1 want to do is bring the mighty 
down to the human level," he says. “Then I believe people can 
vote for so-and-so or judge so-and-so’s book on a sensible level, 
without being awed by the great presence.” Today Levine's in- 
come from his painting is again rivaling that from the lampoons, 
but contemporary Goliaths would be ill advised to hope that the 
Brooklyn David will put down his sling. “Мо governments have 
fallen as а result of my drawings,” he said, when a collection 
of them (The Man from ALA.L.LC.E) was published in 
1967; but Levine seems to take that fact as a self-challenge. 


PAUL YOUNG the paraphernalia of success 


THE BAROQUE VIDRATIONS of the New York Rock-and-Roll En- 
semble rattled the premises and, as the fashion models went 
through their paces at the august Parke-Bernet Galleries in 
Manhattan last spring, multiple images of their outfits were 
flashed on a screen behind them. It was a characteristically 
contemporary merchandising device for Paraphernalia's Paul 
Young, 38, the soft-spoken Briton who left the office of his archi- 
tect grandfather in 1957 and traveled Stateside, where (on 
behalf of J. С. Penney) he introduced Mary Quant's Mod de- 
signs to the American woman. Young's second American project 
"Youthquake" program for Puritan Fashions—gave him the 
impetus he needed to launch his own company three years ago. 
Paraphernalia, using young designers and executives, immedi- 
ately won the trust—and the trade—of teenagers (who spend 
18 billion dollars а year on clothing) and postteens. Today, the 
company boasts more than 50 franchises, including newly 
opened boutiques in Paris, Mexico City and Acapulco. While 
such spectacular success has won Young the influence he covets 
"Influence, to me, means sceing that what you're doing makes 
other people move"), he considers it only a beginning; he's cur- 
rently opening a new line of shops—Parenthetics—that will 
offer the sartorial benefits of the cultural revolution to men. 
According to Young, whose theories on the subject were incu- 
bated in informal discussions with Paul McCartney and Vidal 
Sassoon during their all-but-forgotten days of anonymity, Fash- 
ion is intimately connected with social change: “Today's young 
people are alive to everything on the scene—they're politically 
are, hip to what's new in music or films; in short, they're free, 
and their clothes exemplify this freedom.” In the future, Young 
forecasts, styles of dress will get even wilder than they are today; 
men and women may soon be able to create their own “sccond 
skins" by spraying liquid fiber over mannequins of themselv 
—a practice that Young believes will make fashi 


TOM O'HORGAN с! 


GENUINE EXCITEMENT is a rare fecling in Broadway's Theater 
of the Predictable, but director Tom O'Horgan is proving 
that the stage still possesses a dynamic life force that is at 
once dramatic, musical, visual, choreographic—and invigor- 
ating. As a 40-yearold with unde athies, his total- 
involvement approach to the love-rock musical Hair—besides 
shocking Broadway audiences with its nude tableau and ех- 
traordinary elfects—succeeded in driving home the show's out- 
front, hip celebration of pacifism, free love, miscegenation, 
homosexuality and drugs. Directing Rochelle Owens’ Futz!, he 
took a play dealing with a farmer who sodomizes the pig he loves 
and—despite its graphic sexuality—turned it into a dram 
cally viable black comedy. Tom Paine, Paul Foster's surrealistic 
biographical play about the dissipation of America’s revolu- 
tionary patriotpamphletecr, also came to life under what 
O'Horgan calls his “sensory bombardment,” completing а tr 
of successes that won him not only critical and commercial 
acclaim but several drama rds as well These di- 
rectorial plaudits fulhll an ambition he has cherished since 
childhood, when his father, a Chicago newspaperman, built 
footlights and a wind machine to encourage his young son's 
burgeoning theatricality. After composing an opera at the age 
of ten, Tom went on to music school at DePaul University, 
toured the country with a bizarrely comic harp act and, finally, 
moved to New York and the Café La Mama 1964. His first 
play there, Genet’s The Maids, staged with males in the female 
roles, alerted both critics and audiences to his presence—one 
that has grown through 30 La Mama productions. O'Horgan 
is now in the midst of putting Futz! on film, as well as inspect- 
ing properties from producers who hope to lure him back to 
Broadway. Whatever he does next, there are those who are likely 
to decry his work as gimmicky, sensational and even obscene: 
but in freeing the theater from traditional forms and rigid 
structures, Tom O'Horgan will probably be too busy to listen. 171 
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Chunk Beef Chili, Cut beef into cubes, 
% to 1 in. thick. Increase cooking time 
if necessary and simmer until beef is 
tender, Beef may also be cut chip size, 
Oriental style, as served in pepper steak. 

Chili with Tomatoes. A 1-1. can of 
tomatoes, coarsely chopped, may be add- 
ed, together with the juice in the can. 
Decrease stock to 1 quart. 

Chili with Red Wine. 1 to 2 cups dry 
red wine may be added; decrease quanti 
ty of stock accordingly. The chili powder 
still pulls the leading strings, but the 
cool wine flavor comes out distinctly. 

Chili with Kidney Beans, Bachelor 
chefs pressed for time find canned red 
kidney beans, drained of their juice, a 
satisfactory timesaver. 

Chili with Pork, Aficionados of chili 
who like their spices herculean often 
prefer a mild meat flavor. Instead of the 
21% Ibs. beef, use 114 lbs. beef and 1 
Ib. lean pork, 

Chili with Chili Sauce. Chili powder 
is one spice not used in bouled chi 
sauce. Many people who dote on 
sweet tart flavor like to blend it with 
chili con carne. Use anywhere from 14 
to I cup. 


COLD AVOCADO SOUP 
(Serves six to eight) 


? large ripe avocados 
Zcups cold chicken broth, fresh or 
aned 
2 cups milk 
24 cup light cream 
5% cup sour cream 

Salt, white pepper, monosodium gluta- 

mate 

2 mediumsize scallions 

Peel avocados and dice enough to fill 
2 measuring, cups, firmly packed. ‘There 
should be some avocado left to slice for 


;arnishing later. Sprinkle this with lemon 


juice, to keep it from discolor nd 
chill in refrigerator until serving time. 
Combine diced avocado with chicken 
broth, milk, light cream and sour cream 
for puréeing in blender. Do the job in 
two batches if necessary. Blend at low to 
medium speed until well puréed. Pour 
into bowl. Season to taste with salt, pep- 
per and monosodium glutamate. Chill 
well. Soup must be ice cold when served. 
Cut scallions (white and firm part of 
green) into thinnest possible slices. At 
serving time, pour soup 
cups. Slice remaini 

а few slices on soup. Sprinkle with scal- 
lions. Minced fresh chives may be used. 
in place of scallions if desired, 


CHILL CON QUESO 
(Six to eight appetizer portions) 


1⁄4 Ib. sharp cheddar cheese 

3 tablespoons butter 

И cup very finely minced onion 
1 teaspoon very finely minced р; 
1 tablespoon chili powder 


14 teaspoon ground cumin 

1 cup light cream 

10-07. can tomatoes with green chilies 

2 eggs, well beaten 

Salt 

Force the cheese through the large 
holes of a metal grater. Melt butter. in 
the top part of a double boiler over sim- 
mering water. Add onion, garlic, chili 
powder and cumin; stir well. Heat for 
about 10 minutes. Add cheese, cream and. 
tomatoes. Continue to cook, stirring oc 
casionally, until cheese has melted. Slowly 
stir eggs into mixture. Cook until thick. 
Add salt if necessary. For serving at a 
buffet, place chili con queso in a chafing 
dish over barely simmering water. (Do 
not heat in a fondue pot over a direct 
flame.) Serve with chunks of French 
bread, fondue style, or with crisp corn 
flavored chips. 


SHRIMP CHILI 
(Serves six) 


3 Ibs. medium-size shrimps in shell 
3 8-07. botiles dam bi 
1 large onion, diced 
2 pieces celery, diced 
14 cup butter 
14 cup very finely minced о 
114 teaspoons very finely mi 
14 cup minced fresh parsley 
1 bay leaf 
3 tablespoons chili powder 
114 teaspoons paprika. 
1 teaspoon cumin 
14, teaspoon oregano 
14 cup flour 
xit. freshly ground black pepper 

Pour clam broth and 3 cups water into 
a large sucepan or pot. Add shrimps, 
diced onion, celery and I teaspoon salt. 
Slowly bring to a boil. When liquid 
boils, remove pan from flame, Let 
shrimps remain in pan 10 minutes. With 
а slotted spoon or sl 
from рап, leaving vegetables and liquid. 
As soon as shrimps are cool enough 10 
handle, peel them and remove back veins, 
Return shrimp shells to pan and simm 
stock is reduced to approximately 3 
: stock; if necessary, add water 
10 make 3 cups liquid. In another sauce- 
n, melt butter and sauté minced onion, 
garlic, parsley and bay leaf until onion 
is yellow. Stir in chili powder, paprika. 
cumin and oregano; stir in flour. Slowly 
add stained shrimp моск. Bring to а 
boil; reduce flame and simmer 10 min- 
utes. Season with salt and a generous dash 
of black pepper. Add shrimps and simmer 
until they are heated through. Serve 
with rice. 


CHICKEN CHILE 
(Serves eight) 


2 2% -1Ь. broilers, cut up as for stewing 
Y, cup olive oil or cooking ой 

Va cup very finely minced onion 
2 teaspoons very finely minced р; 


14 quarts chicken broth, fresh or 
canned. 

6 tablespoons instantized flour 

2 tablespoons chili powder 

2 fresh chili peppers, peeled, very finely 

minced. 

1 teaspoon paprika 

14 teaspoon powdered cumin 

\ teaspoon cayenne pepper 

1 cup yogurt 

2 2oz. jars sliced pimientos 

Salt, monosodium glutamate 

Heat oil in a large stewpot or Dutch 
oven over a low flame. uté chicken, a 
few pieces at a ti light 
brown. Do not overcrowd pot. Remove 
each batch of chicken after it has heen 
browned. Add onion and garlic to pot 
and sauté until onion is light brown. Add 
oil if necessary. In an electric blender, 
blend chicken broth, flour, chili powder, 
chili peppers, paprika, cumin and cay- 
enne pepper until smooth. This should be 
done in several batches, Return. chicken 
to pot and add blended liquid. Bring to 
a boil; reduce flame and simmer about 
1 hour or until chicken is very tender. Re- 
move about a cup of gravy from pot and 
spin in blender with yogurt until smooth. 
Return to pot. Add pimientos; add salt 
and monosodium glutamate to taste. 


FRESH FRUIT COMFOTE, 
HONEY CREAM SAUCE 
(Serves six to eight) 


114 quarts fresh or cooked fruit, such 
as pineapples, pears, papayas, bi 
nanas, etc, in spoon-size chunks 

4 egg yolks 

44 cup sugar 

14 cup honey 

1 tablespoon flour 

1 cup milk 

1 cup light cream. 

1 teaspoon vanilla extract 

м cup heavy cream 

14 lb. extra-large, toasted, salted pecans 

uit should be ice cold for serving. 

Fruit such as pears and bananas should 

be dipped into orange or pineapple 

juice. to keep it from discoloring, but 

should not be immersed in juice for 

serving. Beat egg yolks until light in the 

top part of a double boiler. Slowly stir in 
r, honey and flour. Stir i 

light cream. Place over simmering water 

and cook, stirring constantly, until thick 

Remove from flame and stir in vanilla. 

Chill in refrigerator. Whip heavy cream 

until thick, Fold into sauce just belore 

serving. Spoon fruit into serving dishes, 
spoon sauce on top and sprinkle with 
pecans. 

No matter what permutation of chili 
strikes your fancy, it should always be 
served in an atmosphere of casual cama 
raderie. Even the most reserved of guests 

thaw out when exposed to the 

m glow emanating from the convivial 


chili pot. 


lk and. 


“Td walk a mile 
for a Camel? 


This message is strictly for smokers who never tasted a Camel cigarette. 
Camel smokers, you know what we mean. You other guys, start walking. 
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PLAYING FOR FUN (continued from page 116) 


programmers in obsolescent and eve 
с processing techniques, without a 
termina] and without the new languages. 
This isn't play, it’s drudgery. But soon 
it will pass, for we're involved in an 
ting revolution of staggering 
ns, which will transform ош 
ions and our lives. What's even 
to grasp is that there is no final 
sight, no settling down. We're 
ar era when all possible 
pasts and presents will coexist and where 
all conceivable futures are rushing toward 
us. Each of us will live many lives, some 
of them simultancously and not a few of 
them deeply and profoundly—all be- 
cause of the toy. 

When we want to study or work cr 
tively, every g sems 10 conspire 
against us. We need books and papers 
and articles to bring us the problem's 
dimensions and the solutions others have 
tried. We need tools, perhaps slide rules 
or calculators, perhaps only paper and 
pen. We need quiet and solitude. We 
need challenge, — leadershi and the 
chance to discuss the problem intelligent- 
ly on our highest level of understanding. 
We need the drive to avoid the di: 
tions of our subconscious necds—or, if 
not, we're shooting the breeze, dating, 
goofing off at the movies, working on 
casier problems, dozing. But once we 
control these psychological hazards, the 
miracle usually happens and we find 
ourselves involved beyond ti turned 
on, sensitive, deeply aware, resonant, 
working the world. Of all the many ways 
10 turn on—sex, drugs, nature, conversa 
tion, games, entertainment—the most 
deeply satisfying and longest lasting 
seems to be creativity. So far, it's been 
the hardest. The computer as toy will 
change this. When it does, nothing will 
be the same: not we, not our friends and 
—especially—not our institutions. 

There are some solid reasons our insti- 
tutions seem to be hesitating to innovate. 
Almost by definition, an institution is an 
embodiment of an ideal, dedicated to a 
proposition. Even a business institution 
has to offer society something worth 
while. If it doesn't, it stands to run out 
of customers and go bankrupt—or 
pursued through the courts by the state. 
The institutional ideal is embodied in its 
princes and its chicfs, ideal 
passes through them to the members of 
the institution’s май. Ultimately, this 
ideal saves institutions from budget 
slashes and other forms of attack. Solid- 


and the 


squa 
autious bureaucratic 
ıl be shaken by 
experimenta t backfires, the ulti- 
mate defense—the ideal itself—may not 
be suficient to protect the institution 


174 from attacks by the press, the courts or 


the holders of the public purse strings 

When the master toy becomes gener- 
ally available, very few of our great 
public or corporate institutions will sur- 
с as we know them. Th ideals and 
their purposes will be so drastically 
transformed that their princes will fall. 
Their methods will be га lly changed. 
‘Their great buildings will no longer be 

cedel. We will have to dismiss them as. 
outstitutions and turn to new systems 
based on new technologies and serving 
new needs, 

Lets take the communications institu- 
tions, to start: dhe press, the library, the 
theater, publishing and broadca 
hey will be most d ally affected 
nd have the least excuse for not know- 
ing what's going on. Perhaps the most 
modern of these, and the most technolog- 
ical—broadeasting provides a good ex- 
ample of the transformations the master 
toy implies. 

In the next medium, the medium after 
television, you have a terminal at home, 
h а screen—probably with higher de 
nition than today's television, capable of 
resolving 1000 lines or points, instead of 
the present 525. "There's a keyboard or a 
dial for making your wishes and feelings 
помп. plus some kind of printout de- 
е for hard copy—text and illustration. 
This home communicator is connected 
by a simple cable through a buller and 
switcher to the vast computer network 
and its omnibus memory. Entertainment, 
news, information—everything is there at 
your command, when you want to see 
as often as you wish. News is added to 
the bank as fast as it is digested; and if 
you want to know more about somc- 
thing, you merely ask. If you especially 
care about medical or engineering or 
labor news, it keeps you up to date 
whenever you have a moment—or it 
prints out the day's developments over 
nigh. Recipes, first-aid — instructio: 
personally graded exercises, language 
instruction, the state of your stock port- 
folio—all these are casy to program. In- 
structional material, Irom how to build а 
pipe rack to how to draw up a critical 
path or how to behave in Burma, will be 
generally and the methods of 
making these courses personally respon- 
sive 10 the re already known 
and are b n nearly 400 CAL 
(computer-assisted instruction). programs. 
Did you miss last fall's series on Jap: 
nese industry and now you're being 
sent there on assignment? Dial it up. If 
you've grown interested in Roman ar- 
chaeology, the unit can tell you that the 
ВВС has just put out a program that you 
might like to see. Perhaps you'd like to 
dial up a Buster Keaton festival or sec 
film versions of the works of Albert Ca 
None of this is beyond today’s 
technology: It’s just a matter of cost. If 


mus. 


you'd need $10,000 a year to subscribe 
to third generation machines, the fourth 
generation should bring it down to a cou- 
ple of hundred; and five years from now, 
as the fifth generation rolls around, the 
service will be cheaper than community- 
antenna television. 

Where does the demand broadcasting 
(or narrowcasting, as MIT's Joseph Lick. 
lider calls it) leave today’s ‘broadcaster? 
He becomes a minor supplier of pro- 
grams: an interviewer of local officials, 
an occasional news gatherer, a filmer of 
regional sports, an agent for signing up 
local commercials. Gone is the nonsense 
of scheduling and its prime-time con- 
cepts. Prime time will be whenever you 
want to see something. Gone will be 
balanced programing, equal time and 
the doom-and-disaster concept of news. 
“True, the networks will still show Son of 
Laugh-In ou. Sundays at ten; but if you 
like, you can wait for the critics before 
you take the time to watch; for it'll be 
there all weck, or all year, for that 
matter. Gone will be the summer desert, 
ngless term); 
gone the 58-minute and 30-second pro- 
gram: They will find their own length. 
Gone is the stupid waste of bi 
programy that found only part of their 
audience because nobody's always free to 
watch what he'd like when the schedulers 
want him to. If you want to watch Wayne 
and Shuster in the original Canadian 
version, or Peter Cook and Spike Mil- 
ligan on the BBC, or Japanese or Swed- 
ish programs, they're about to be there 
when you want them, via low-cost satel- 
lite transmission. 

In fact, with demand. broadcasting, 
various communications institutions—the 
press, the libraries, the broadcasters, the 
film distributors—w all be fused into 
one nstitution, 
with many private suppliers, as well as 
the computers, sharing the spoils. A look 
at the recent acquisitions of vast corpora- 
tions such as RCA will show you that 
this is well on the way. 

Lord Thomson, the British commui 
ions baron, once described his Scottish 
TV-broadeast-station permit as “a license 
to print money.” Seventy years ago, he 
might have said the sime thing about 
exclusive buggy dealership. Today, the 
future of these investments appears to Бе 
in doubt. The CATV, telephone and 
telegraph people are all mancuvering to 
exploit demand broadcasting through 
their existing cable network: ıd there 
is at present a strong movement to de- 
prive television of its enormous frequen- 
cy allotments in the broadcast spectrum 
by putting it all on cable, so that the 


nd expanding 
ns may have room to grow. The 
sentday institution of broadcasting 


тау soon be a historical oddity 

The institution of education has be- 
come the state religion, based on coer- 
cion, drudgery and an ‘undue respect for 
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the past. Salvation, since Sputnik, seems 
to lie in technology. Though the really 
modern school has big, shiny buildings 
named after successful politicians, and 
all sorts of “scientific” accouterments, the 
basic idea is still to bunch students into 
groups of 30 or so and drag them along 
at the dismal pace of the slower l 


dom) and ETV (for sleeping and doing 
homework). In grade schools, to rein back 


the little devils’ notorious. 
mischief, teachers are issued overhead 
projectors, so they needn't turn their 
backs to write on the blackboard. Now it's. 
almost impossible to pass notes. sling 
paper clips or read something interesting. 
What to do with your energy as the period 
drags on? You certainly can't use it for 
learning, because if something should 
happen to interest you, bong gocs the 
bell. Anyway, teachers are more inter- 
ested in teaching tha ing. Most 
of them still want you to pass their feu 
exams, dress like everyone else and be as 

onymous as you сап. You're indoctri 
nated with the thought that all of these 
days of penance will somehow pay off in 
a lifetime of grace as soon as you get into 
the real world. And to further the myth, 
escapees, no matter how brilliant and 
clearsighted (alter all, they've seen 
through the system), are labeled drop- 
outs and stigmatized for life. 

Opposed to this dismal mass-education 
approach are some preity bright experi- 
ments by the toy people. Here, the em- 
phasis is on learning, not on teaching; 
on the student, instead of on the class; on 
channeling and multiplying the individ- 
ual’s energy, instead of оп curbing it for 
the good of the group. The toy people are 
-crate rows of seats, 
the bleak square walls, the rigid time- 
table, the concept of the class that stays 
together all through the year. Instead, 
they are scheduling the anarchy with 
а computer programed to look after 
each student's interests, problems and 
eeds. They're putting in individualized 
film-loop projectors, dialaccess syst 
nguage labs (why should everyone be 
turned off while one student reads his 
homework to the teacher?) and computer- 
learning machines. This is our friend 
the home communicator under another 
guise; there is already a score of such 
systems in use. Educators have found 
that with a good machine, such as Omar 
Moore's talking typewriter (which pro- 
nounces letters and words as they are 
typed), tots of three can read and publish 
their own magazines. 

The educational authorities say it will 
be 10 to 15 years before computer le: 
ing machines will be generally intro- 
duced in the schools; and unless there's 
„ it will 


ms, 


probably take longer than that. But two 
or three years will see the ultimate toy 
enter the home, and then the kids will 
go wild, learning things when they're 
ready, asking questions parents can't an- 
swer, playing games, cruising through 
their homework, finding out about dra- 
ma, science and art, discovering who 
they are and what they like and the 
miraculous joys of the mind. Well be 
back the Elizabethan times, when the 
kids went on to the university at 15 and 
16. There'll be no reason to keep them 
out. Their minds will be tumbling with 
facts and ideas, a broad spectrum of cur- 
rent thought, backed by some cogent his- 
tory, integrated with their personalities. 
They'll be itching for debate and ci 
lenge and reinforcement from top think- 
ers and the chance to get their fin 
the electron microscopes, lasers and atom 
smashers—all the big toys the university 
can provide. 

When that starts to happen, the com- 
puter will begin entering the office as a 
toy. Of course, it’s already there as a 
drudge, looking after billing and payroll 
and inventory. It’s been used to simulate 


mers men, 
designer sters, sales- 
men—in short, anyone from whom inii 
tive is expected in the pursuit and 
development of his job, all the way up 
to and including the boss. The 
panies that throw our the remm 
their coercive systems and introduce the 
turn-on toys will attract the most crea- 
tive people. If they can handle the ex- 
plosion, they will rocket up Fe 
of the 500 biggest companies like squir- 
rels up trees. You can see it happening 
already in the ads for creative people 
placed by growth industries in the Sun- 
day New York Times. You can see the 
bait they're using: building big war toys, 
space toys and transportation toys; using 
toys to build them; and extolling the 
recreational joys and educational айу: 
tages of their particular boondocks. But 
until each of us gets his own personal 
master toy, we are still out of touch and 
held back in our work. However, the 
trend is there: For the men who are 
ng tomorroy 
work and entertainment are becomi; 
synonymous. When the master toy makes 
it happen, business institutions will be 
completely transformed and we'll all be 
ten feet tall. 

Under our patient tutelage, machines 
have evolved from mechanical pets to 
tellectual companions, and already we're 
getting on well together. Sooner or later, 
we'll get used to the idea of living 
with the changes machines will make in 
our society. Then we will have to face 
new challenges in our relationship, for 


education, creativity, 


our toys will take on a biological dimen- 
sion, to watch over our weight, diet, 
exercise and personal indulgen 
day, as we submit to the mach 
mate examination of our mortal coils, we 
will rest in the assurance that hospitals, 
diseases and poisonous anes- 
nd barbaric surgery, will soon be 
a thing of the past. And I suppose some 
of us will be ready to try man/machine 
sex, when they cybernate our pleasure 
centers through sensors, stimulators and 
manipulators, The ultimate state in this 
progressive man-toy 1 projected 
by Arthur С, Clarke, the poet of spiritual 
growth through technology, in the clos- 
ing chapters of his Profiles of the Future: 


One day we may be able to enter 
into temporary unions with any 
sufficiently sophisticated machines 
thus being able not merely to con- 
trol but to become a spaceship or a 
submarine or a TV network. This 
would give far more than purely 
intellectual satisfaction; the thrill 
that can be obtained from driving a 
racing car or flying an airplane may 
be only a pale ghost of the excite- 
ment our great-grandchildven may 
know, when the ] human 
consciousness is free to roam at will 
from machine to machine, through 
all the reaches of sea and sky and 
space. 


dividu 


Like a book, the master toy is a device 
for storing up the distilled knowledge 
and best thinking of our species, putting 
it at our disposition on demand. Unlike 
books, our master toys will playa radical 
role in transforming that knowledge 
i , which, like Einstein's atom, 
moves at the speed of light and is the 
source of limitless power. The Greek 
philosophers feared that books would 
destroy the memory, leaving the mind 
unsupported: but we've conquered that 
fear—and others—to rise to new plea 
ure, strength and wealth. Now it seems 
the hurdles are getting closer and closer 
together. It sometimes seems as if we 
have to keep running and jumping 
faster, and it’s no longer possible to stop 

nd see where we arc. If we could look 
back at the present Irom the coming 
decades, we might sec that it isn't an 
ever more frantic race but a take-off; and 
that the late Sixties, with their time- 
shared computer toys, showed the way to 
overleap the inanities, the extrayagances, 
the barbarities, the waste of 
potential that our pre: 
represent. And just for kicks, since the 
highways are much too crowded, we will 
crawl into our simulator, set the dial 
for Sopwith Camel, pull back the joy 
stick and joust a few rounds with the 
Red Baron over the green fields of France. 


human 


.. Howto buy a stereo 
if you're not a stereo nut. 


Panasonichas madeit a whole lot 
easier for people who don't know 
everything there is to know about stereo to 
get the right kind of stereo. 

All youneed is $174.95." 


Youdon't have to know what a tuneris. 
Or which speaker goes with what amplifier. 


Because Panasonic has done all the 
worrying and come up with the RE-767. 


The RE-767 is a complete stereo system. 


It has a Solid-State FM/AM and 
FM stereo tuner that'll pick up any kind 


PANASONIC. 


ЖЫ it price: Canadisa prica higher. 


of radio program you ever want to 

listen to. There's even an automatic 
Stereo Eye that tells you when you re 
listening to stereo. And a special Selector 
that'll blank out everything but stereo. 


And when you want to listen to records, 


there's a phonograph that'll play any 
kind of record, (Even your old records 
will sound allot better on it.) 

‘The twin speakers are the kind 


you сап put anywhere because they'll look 


good and sound good anywhere. 


They, like the rest of the RE-767, come in 
matched walnut cabinets. The kind you 
usually have to pay extra to get. 

Right now the RE-767 probably 
sounds pretty good. It'll sound a lot 
better after you listen to it. 

Just go into any store that we 
permit to carry our line. Ask the salesman 
what he thinks of Panasonic. 

We sort of think you'll end up 
telling all your friends how nutty you are 
about your new Panasonic RE-767. 


3 et 
For your nearest Panasonic dealar, call 800 243-0355. In Conn., 853-3600. 
We pay for the call. Ask about Model RE-767. 
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“You expect more from Standard—and you get it!” 


PLAYBOY FORUM (continued пот page 75) 


THE CLERGY IS ALIVE 

I feel compelled to comment on the 
letter from the woman in Wilmington, 
Delaware (The Playboy Forum, Novem- 
ber). who received little help when scek- 
ing birth-control counseling from the 
clergy of her church. She wrote: "Maybe 
people think God is dead because His 
priests and ministers are mentally and 
emotionally not quite alive.” 

Recently. more than 400 bishops met 
in London for the Tenth Lambeth Con- 
ference of the Churches that make up the 
world-wide Anglican Communion. On 
the first day of their meeting. the Pope 
sued his controversial encyclical on 
birth control. In. Christian. conscience, 
the bishops felt they had to make a state- 
ment on the matter. This they did by 
reaffirming what has been the Anglican 
position for many years now: 


The Conference believes that the 
respon: for deciding upon the 
number and the frequency of chil- 
dren has been laid by God upon the 
consciences of parents everywhere: 
‘That this planning, in such ways as 
are mutually acceptable to husband 
and wile 
a right and important factor in Chris- 
tian у life and should be the 
result of positive choice before God. 
Such responsible parenthood, bu 
on obedience to all the duties of mar 
riage, requires a wise stewardship of 
the resources and abilities of the 
family as well as a thoughtful con- 
sideration of the varying population 
needs and problems of society and 
the claims of future generations. 


This paragraph is simply a rewriting 
of the same decision stemming from the 
Lambeth Conference of 1958; thus, this 
line of thought has been policy for at 
least ten years and it is apparent that it 
will continue to be so. Let me assure 
your November letter writer that some 
of God's priests and ministers are very 
much mentally and emotionally alive. 
Could it be that this is so because some 
ol God's priests and ministers are also 
happily married? 

The Rev. Harry Callaghan 
Diocese of Guyana 
Georgetown, Guyana 


ADOLESCENT SEX 

An item in the December Forum Neus- 
front describes a program at the Sina 
Hospital adolescent center in Baltimore 
which teenage girls, “some as young 
are being given oral contracep- 
tives. This item happily goes on to state 
that none of the girls who took the pill 
regularly became pregnant. It strikes me 
that this little story belongs not in The 
Playboy Forum but in the Playboy After 
Hours section as a specimen of black 
humor. 


I'm not a moralist, but it would seem 
to me that sanctioning sexual relations 
of 12-year-olds is a bit much, even for a 
scientific study. 

Charles A. Bentley 
Rolling Meadows, Illinois 

The purpose of the study was to dis- 
cover whether от not anything practical 
could be done to cut down the inci- 
dence of unwed motherhood among sex- 
ually active teenage girls. The behavior 
of the girls was already established and 
would doubtless have continued with or 
without sanctions. 


BAIRD CASE PRESSED 

As you know, Bill Baird, crusader for 
enlightened attitudes concerning birth 
control and abortion, faces а ten-year 
ptison term for publicly exhibiting a 
birth-control pill and for dispensing 
three kits of contraceptive foam during 
a lecture at Boston University (The 
Playboy Forum, February 1968). Recent- 
ly, in the presence of a member of the 
Boston vice squad, I bought contraceptive 
foam at three leading Boston department 
stores. 1 am not married and I did not 
have а prescription. The stores, by selling 
m to me, thus violated the Mass: 
chusetts birth-control Jaw. I signed com- 
plaints against them to that effect. 

The case was brought before munici- 
pal court justice Elijah Adlow, who 
denied the complaints and stated that 
they were not appropriate for his court, 
though he did not give his reasons for 
this decision. It appears to me that Bos- 
ton law-enforcement authorities are not 
ing to prosecute these big depart- 
ment stores for quietly committing the 
same offense—dispensing contraceptives 
to a woman not having a prescription 
Tor them—that Bill Baird publicly com- 
mitted to test the Massachusetts law, 

Thus, while a knowledgeable middle- 
class woman who is unmarried can get 
contraceptives without a prescription in. 
violation of the Massachusetts law, a 
poor woman cannot get contraceptive 
ic, because there the law. 
thered to. The inequity of the 
Massachusetts birth-control law, which 
hurts the poor while leaving those who 
are beter off untouched, is what ВШ 
Baird came to this state to fight. 

Billie Jean Blair 
Parents’ Aid Society 
Hempstead, New York 


THE POPE AND VIOLENCE 

As I understand it, the Pope's encycli- 
cal bi ng birth control is based on 
the contention that contraceptives are 
unnatural and are interferences with 
life. Assuming the validity of the philos- 
ophy that life is sacred, then the Pope 
should also ban the use of pistols. guns 
and military weapons—all forms of 


nce. Think what this would do to 
lower the shocking crime rate in our 
cities and the carnage on battlefields 
and in bombed citi. Perhaps even 
non-Catholics would get the idea and 
follow suit. War would cease and Christ- 
mas hymns about “Peace on earth, good 
will to men” would become a reality in- 
stead of a sad joke. 

David Stry, Director of Education 
Villa Vegetariana Health Resort 

Cuerna „ Mexico 


VATICAN VS. BEDROOM 

Pope Paul, by publishing the encycli- 
cal Humanae Vitae, has created many 
conflicts of conscience among Catholics, 
without at all solving the problem of 
overpopulation. Unlike the Pope, French 
bishops have cautiously admitted, at their 
convention in Lourdes, that conwacep- 
tion is not a sin but a fault that can be 
rectified simply by a person's regretting 
it. One bishop compared it to his killing 
four Germans during World War Two. 
regretting it but feeling that it was the 
right thing to do. 

‘A German weekly newspaper, Die 
Zeit, stated recently that world popula- 
tion will amount to about five billion in 
20 to 30 years’ time and that even now, 
there are millions of pcople sufferin 
and dying from starvation, especially 
India and in some South Amei 
countries. The German paper added 
that the Church may belong to the Vati- 
can, but the bedroom belongs to the 
couple. 


Armand Panico 
Nice, France 


NEW YORK ABORTION BILL 
I am a member of the National Organ- 


ization for Women, New York Chapter. 
Believing that it is every woman's civil 
right to make her own decisions regarding 
her reproductive life and that no govern- 
ment should have the power to force 
women to have unwanted children, wc 
are working to help repeal the criminal 
abortion laws New York State. 

Republican assemblywoman Constance 
Cook of Ithaca, New York, prefiled a 
bill for the 1969 session of the state legis- 
lature, with Manhattan Democrat Franz 
Leichter as co-sponsor. If passed, the bill 
will completely repeal New York laws 
defining most kinds of abortion as crimes 
and will make it a medical procedure 
governed only by the laws regulating 
general medical practice. The decision to 
have an abortion will be a private matter 
between the woman and her physician. 

This may well be the most important 
bill that the New York State Assembly 
will consider this year. Every citizen who 
believes in this bill should write to his 
assemblyman and his state senator urging 
them to vote for it. 

Arleen Emery 
New York, New York 
The Illinois state legislature will also 
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consider a similar law this year. The Ili- 
nois Family Study Commission has ac- 
cepted a subcommittee report calling for 
the removal of restrictions on abortions 
performed under proper medical condi- 
tions. 


COURT FIGHT ON ABORTION 

“Progress Report on Liberalized Abor- 
ion” was the title of the lead item in 
fedicine” section of a well-known 
news magazine recently. The writer 
came to the conclusion. based on data 
from Colorado and California, that so- 
called liberalized abortion laws, were 
they to be passed in all 50 states this 
year, would make only the smallest dent 
in the incidence of criminal abortions. 
It ends with a prophecy by Dr. Alan 
Guttmacher that nothing will happen 
because the public is not ready to legal- 
ize abortion. But the public wa 
ready to grant civil rights, either 
people of California passed Proposition 
14, an initiative constitutional amend- 
ment that prohibited state f; i 
Taws, and the California Supreme Court 
struck it down as a violation of the 
“equal protection” clause of the U.S. 
Constitution. Now. the California Su- 
preme Court must determine the consti- 
tutionality of abortion laws with respect 
to that same 14th Amendment. A Cali- 
fornia superior court has already decid- 
ed that any omission in an abortion law 
that, like California's, denies ап арог- 
tion when there are indications that the 
child will be malformed violates the 
guarantee of due process and equal pro- 
tection and is therefore unconstitutional. 

The California Supreme Court has 
agreed to hear an appeal that challenges 
the constitutionality of all laws purport- 
ing to regulate abortion except those 
that govern surgical procedure and med- 
ical practice. The doctor bringing the 
challenge is Beverly Hills obstetrician 
Dr. Leon Belous. for many years a cru- 
sader for abortion reform. He has long 
pleaded the cause of pregnant patients 
seeking abortions and of doctors who 
wish to practice medicine properly by 
terminating contraindicated pregnancies. 
For many years, he has taken his 
pleas for mercy to the public, but the 
results have been negligible. Dr. Belous 
was convicted for referring a woman 10 
abortion whose skill 
well-known to many Southern California 
obstetricians. When the police raided 
the abortionist's Dr. Belous’ pa- 
tient was there, still groggy from the 
anesthetic, and under police interroga- 
tion, she gave the doctor's name. She has 
testified that she pleaded with Dr. Be- 
lous hysterically, threatening to injure 
herself and refusing to be turned away, 
until he finally gave her the name of 
someone he knew to be a safe and 
qualified person. 

So, it is down to the wire for abortion 


‚ а man was 


laws in California, and there will be 
further recourse to the U.S. Supreme 
Court for the loser. Advocates of abor- 
tion reform have always put themselves 
on the defensive, justifying gradual lib- 
eralization and answering their oppo- 
nents point by point. Now the question 
is turned around. What justifies the 
present abortion laws? What is the com- 
pelling interest of the state in interfer- 
ing with individual rights to control 
one's own reproductive life? If the state 
could show that it must force women to 
breed because increased population is 
cesary, that might be a compelling 
interest. Or if the nonviable fetus is 
legally regarded by the state as a human 
р. that would justify stringent laws. 
‚ it would require that abortion 
be redefined as murder, with corre- 
sponding penalties. Eminent lawyers are 
preparing their briefs on the constitu- 
tional challenges. It would be pointless 
here to second-guess them on the specific 
way they will attack these questions; we 
shall wait and эсс. 

Fllen W. Studhalter 

Secretary, California Committee 

on Therapeutic Abortion 
Van Nuys, California 


ABORTION AND JUSTICE 

I am curently serving 10 to 14 years 
in a state prison for abortion, attempted 
abortion, aiding and abetting the com- 
mission of abortions and conspiracy to 
commit abortions. I am guilty only on 
the conspiracy counts, having acted as a 
go-berween in several cases. Prior to my 


conviction, 1 remained a prisoner in a 
county jail for over 15 months because 1 
was unable to meet bail set at $50,000 


and later reduced to 520.000. During 
this period, my family forced to 
exist on welfare. At the time of thc 
uial, the doctor involved. was suffering 
from infectious hepatitis. His own doctor 
pleaded for a continuance but was re- 
fused. After being found guilty and 
while awaiting sentence, the doctor took 
an overdose of sleeping pills (accidental- 
ly, I believe) and died. The court, de- 
prived of one whipping boy, vented its 
spleen on the remaining “criminal” —me. 
When my lawyer asked the judge to 
reduce my unusually severe sentence, 
the judge replied that the sentence was 
not merciful but was just. 

My personal experiences with abortion 
indicate to me that so-called liberalized 
abortion laws are farcically inadequate. 
Most women who seek the services of an 
abortionist are healthy women; their off 
spring are in no danger of birth defects 
and the women have not submitted to 
incest or have not been raped. They have 
simply loved, not wisely but carelessly. 
They are the daughters of law-abiding 
ns, widows, divorcees, college stu- 
dents, older married women: they are 
not bad women, they аге our women. 


Therapeutic abortion laws won't help 
them. 

In the state of New Jersey, a woman 
who procures an abortion is not prose- 
cuted for it but is hounded by the 
authorities until she agrees to be classi- 
fied as a victim and to testify against the 
abortionist. The way women are pres 
sured into turning against those who 
helped them reminds me of the phony 
confessions and accusations that mark 
purge trials in Iron Curtain countries. 

What price justice? One man is torn 
from his wife and two childr 
tenced to 10 to 14 years at hard Jabor. 
Another is dead. A cruel and unnecessary 
law has been enforced. When are we 
going to make our legislators enact laws 
keeping with the people's wants and 
needs? 


(Name and address 
withheld by request) 


CLERGY AND ABORTION 

Your readers may be interested il 
hearing about the formation of a Clergy 
Counseling Service for Problem Preg- 
nancies here in Southern orni; 

When a peron dials the Clergy 
Counseling number (213) 666-7600, the 
call is answered by an automatic answer- 
ing device with a recorded message, giv- 


i 
ing the names of five ministers and rabbis 
on call for that particular week and the 
suggestion that she call another number 
in her own area to make an appointment 
to come in for counseling. The counsel- 
ing team is composed of rabbis and minis- 
ters of all major Protestant faiths. Our 
aim is to provide the best medical, legal, 
psychological and theological advice avai 
able to enable a woman to make a deci- 
sion that meets her particular situation. 
‘The service was formed bet e of a 


iu 
recognition that the recently enacted 


California Therapeutic Abortion Act 
meets very few of the problems faced. 
every year by women who must resort to 
the humiliation and the physical peril 
of illegal abortions. Women are forced 
by ignorance, misinformation and des- 
pération into a course of action that 
demands human concern on the part of 
religious leaders. 

Under present abortion law in the 
U.S. it is estimated that more than 
1,000,000 women each year are forced to 
resort to dangerous illegal abortion, In 
California, nearly one third of all mater- 
nal deaths are due to abortions, either 
selLinduced or by malpractice. 

The Rev. J. Hugh Anwyl 

Mount Hollywood Congregational 
Church 

Los Angeles, Ca 


fornia 


STRAIGHT IS GREAT 
1 am a homosexual who was married 
g which I was able 
lair number of sex acts 
with my wife. I still keep in touch with 
the progress of medical science through 


The Major is British...the Lieutenant is American. 
They're out to win World War II this weekend...or die trying. 
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Their mission: penetrate ^ 
} the dread "Castle of the Eagle,” 
the Gestapo nerve-center ... 
and rescue — or silence — the 
Allied general who knows 
the secret of the D-Day invasion. 
Not bad for a weekend's work 
in Bavaria! 


Metro-Gcldwyn- Mayer presents a Jerry Gershwin- Elliott Kastner picture starring 
Richard Burton -Clint Eastwood Mary Ure 
“Where Eagles Dare” 
= Patrick Wymark -Michael Hordern. «е з=, Анг Maclean ФУ 


directed by Brian G. Hutton. produced by Elliott Kastner - Panavision® and Metrocolor MGM 


See itsoon at a theatre near you. 
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family doctor, hoping that someday 
y desire can be reversed from that for 
men to women. 

Despite my present propensity, experi- 
ence has told me the heterosexual's secret, 
and I want to be like him. There is no 


question that superior satisf to be 
gained from heterosexual intercourse. 
Any homosexual who states that he 


doesn't want to change just doesn’t know 
what complete and normal sex satisfac- 
tion is like—and especially the awc- 
inspiring presence of a joyfully fulfilled 
woman lying beside him. 
(Name withheld by request) 
Chicago, Illinois 


THE MAN BETWEEN 

I have enjoyed the debate in The 
Playboy Forum among those who w: 
to kill homosexuals, those who want to 
cure them and those who just м 
leave them alone to own 
I would like to su my own life 
briefly and then ask some questions that 
might stimulate further debate. 

My father died when I was an infant 


and I was raised by my mother and my 
aunt (one of the classic situations that 
produce homosexual personalities. 1 am 
told). T started having homosexual rela- 
tions at the age of eight and remained 
exclusively homos in behavior un- 
til I was 19. At that point, I started 
having sexual relations with a girl. fell 
in love with her (1 had never loved any 
of my adolescent male partners), mar- 
ried her and for five years was faithful 
to her. Then I was drafted—and you can 
guess what happened. After a few months 
of loneliness and frustration, I resumed. 
my former homosexual pattern. I even 
fell in love with a man for the first time 
in my life. He was killed in battle and I 
was honorably discharged a few months 
later. I returned to my wife and we are 
now expecting our second child. Al- 
though I feel very settled and satisfied 
in my role as husband and father, I, of 
course, cannot predict what the future 
might bring. (No man knows his destiny 
until he's dead.) 

Now, my questions: Was I sick when E 
was exdusively homosexual before the 


Jo one denies that he had the right 


to hold dissident views. On the other hand, 
it was a drag having him around.” 


age of 19? Am I well now? If so, since I 
never had any kind of psychoanalysis or 
other ару. what cured me? 
n when I went into 
the Army? And, for those of your read- 
ers who are especially hostile to the 
notion of homosexual love: Which was 
ing casual affairs with men 
love with one? 
(Name withheld by request) 
Dayton, Ohio 


A QUEER SORT OF FUZZ 
e some other letter writers to The 
Playboy Forum, 1, too, was approached in 
a public rest room by a vicesquad cop 
(just shortly before being sent to Viet- 
nam) It was unfortunate for the cop, 
because he had guessed wrong; I am het- 
erosexual. Also, I had just completed a 
course in judo and karate and my 
reflexes were extremely quick. As a re 
sult, he landed on his behind at the ор: 
posite end of the room. At first, he was 
angry as hell, flashed hi 
threatened me with arrest for assault; but 
it gradually got through to his fuzzy 
brain that I was not homosexual and 
could therefore not be intimidated. Since 
he made the initial move (grabbing for 
my genitals), I acted solely in self-defense, 
He unhappily allowed me to go on my 
ay; but I think he is one cop who will be 
more careful in the future to observe cor 
rect legal procedures in dealing wi 

sexuals and will not at 


(N: 


APO San Francisco, California 


CRIME AGAINST NATURE 
Ralph Nader's statement in the Octo- 
ber Playboy Interview that automobiles 
are responsible for more than 50 percent 
of the air pollution in the United States 
was quite a shocker. Even more shocking 
is Nader’s claim that nonpolh 
driven by electricity, are deliberately 
being withheld from the public due to 
collusion between the auto companies 
and the petroleum interests. If this 
true, these corporations (and not individ- 
uals who engage in noncoital sex) should 
be prosecuted for “the abomii 
detestable crime against nature 
Janet Hermosa 
nois 


“The Playboy Forum" offers the oppor- 
tunity for an extended dialog between 
readers and editors of this publication 
on subjects and issues raised in Hugh 
M. Hefners continuing editorial series, 
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Four booklet 
reprints of “The Playboy Philosophy." 
including installments 1-7, 8-12, 13-18 
and 19-22, are available at 50¢ per book- 
let. Address all correspondence on both 
“Philosophy” and "Forum" to: The 
Playboy Forum, Playboy Building, 919 N. 
Michigan Ave., Chicago, Illinois 60611. 


THE BALL HAWKS (continued from page 138) 


looks more mournful than ever now. 
You won't understand this, kid, but 
somebody has to hear it. You see, there's 
this woman I know, a really great wom- 
n, in all senses of the word. Except she 
just don't fit what I want to wind up 
with. She's a brunette, for God's sake, 
and another twenty years or so, she may 
even have a mustache. As if that’s nor 
bad enough. this woman, Gladys. she's 
not even educated! She's a nurse, a 
dumb nurse; she thinks Oliver Twist is a 
pastry recipe, that the theory of relativity 
is about family togetherness. And 
her ankles are just a bit too thick. WI 
would you do with a woman like that 

“I don't know what you do with 
women." 

“I do love her, you see. I'm crazy 
about her. That's what I don't undc 
stand. She's pretty, but she's not a 
blonde. Levelheaded, but dumb. Femi- 
nine enough, but mot altogether com- 
pliant. In short, she's full of nicks. What 
do you do with a woman like that? It’s 
driving me nuts, I tell you, I don't cat, 1 
don't sleep, I don't care about anything 
but her. When I walk, I'm six inches off 
the ground, When I see my friends, all 1 
can talk about is her. Wherever I am, I 
sce her, hundreds of her; only, at the last 
moment, it’s always someone cse. I lost 


my job over mooning about her. And 1 
never want to see her again!” 

“Why по" 

“Are you nuts? She's full of nicks. Bru- 
пене, thick ankles, dumb. I can get 
damn woman I want, and the ones I м: 
have got to be round, white. perfect!" 

“If you've got those kind, why don't 
you marry one?" 

“Because they're so grea 
marry them all 
"But you nexer do." 


nt 


l want to 


Why don't you learn to play golf?” 
"What has ihat got to do with any- 
thing: 
"I don't know," mutters Bertie, but his 
mind is now on other things; namely, 
the advancing ball hawk down the slope 
from “Look, mister,” he says, 
“thanks for the lesson. It sure seems to 
work, that trick." And Bertie hands the 
master three Dunlop Gold Cups 
two U.S. Royals. "Your pay," he 
“And I've got to run. Otherwise, that 
guy will beat me to the ball I found." 
“Hey,” the master calls after him, 
keep one of these U.S. Royals, but all 
the others got nicks in ‘em. 
“Thanks again,” says Bertie, snatching 
up the ball on the cinder path. “They're 
all yours.” 


them. 


In the course of this day, using the 
master’s technique, Bertie finds eight 
more balls, and only one of them is too 
badly scarred for use. And before the 
summer is ош, the boy has amassed 
enough lost balls to purchase three golf 
clubs: a wood, an iron and a putter. His 
career, in other words, is launcher 


It is autumn before Bertie sees the 
master again. He has teed off on the 14th 
link, his ball has hooked far to the 
left—over the fence, in fact, onto the 
bridle path. Right where the ball should 
be stands the master; only this time, 
there is a woman, not a dog, with him. 
She is a brunette and very pretty, al- 
though her ankles are a little thicl 

“Hey, kid.” says the master, “ 
you been the last six weeks 

“Playing golf. I guess.” says Bertie. 

Glad to hear it, kid. By the way. I 
want you to meet my wife, Gladys. 
ladys, this is. . what is your name, 
kid?” 

“Bertie McKeon.” 

“Bertie McKeon,” the master says to 
Gladys. “Remember that name. Bertie, I 
have a present for you, some things of 
no use to me anymore. 

Bertie takes the old beach bag and 
opens it. It is full of golf balls, all of 
them shining white, round, perfect. 


RELAX. 

After a tough day, you both 
deserve a break. So stretch 
out. Have a drink 

Share a few quiet moments 
together. The drink? 

Seagram's 7 Crown. Because 
at a time like this, you want 
a whiskey you know will always 
taste smooth and light. 

That's The Sure One. 

A pleasant addition. To a 
pleasant interlude, Enjoy both. 
Tonight! 
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GRANDSTAND PASSION PLAY 


them! The house scemed to age in one 
week, What had been a nondescript bun- 
galow became a battered, hinge-sprung, 
sagging hillbilly shack. 

I remember only brief images of vari- 
ous Bumpuses. They never mixed with 
anyone clse in the neighborhood, just 
moiled around, hawking, guffawing, kick- 
ing their dogs and piling up junk in the 
back yard. They drove an old slatsided 
Chevy pickup truck that was covered 
with ceamy-white bird droppings and a 
thick coating of rutted Kentucky clay. It 
had no windshield and the steering 
wheel looked like it was made entirely of 
old black friction tape. It roared like a 
tank, sending up clouds of blue smoke as 
it burned the sludge oil that the Bum- 
puses slopped into it. It seemed to be 
always hub-deep in mud, even though 
there was no mud in our neighborhood. 

Old Emil Bumpus was kind of the 
headman. He bout eight feet tall 
and always walked like he was leaning 
into a strong wind, with his head hang- 
ing down around his overall tops. He 
must have weighed about 300 pounds 
not including his chaw of navy plug, 
which he must have been born chewing. 
His neck was so red that at first we 
thought he always wore some kind of 
bandanna. But he didn’t. He had an 
Adam's apple that rode up and down the 
front of his neck like a yoyo. His hair, 
which was mud-colored, stuck out in all 
directions and looked like it had been 
chopped off here and there with a pair 


б Va 
SELECTIVE M 
SERVICE 4 
SYSTE, 


(continued from page 164) 


of hedge-trimming shears. And his hands, 
which hung down to just below his 
knees, had knuckles the size of pool 
balls, and there was usually a black, 
stringy bandage around a thumb. His 
hands were made for hitting things. 

The Bumpuses weren't in town three 
days before Emil cleaned out the whole 
back room at the Blue Bird Tavern one 
night. They said somebody had given 
him a dirty look. Another time, Big 
Rusty Galambus, who had heard about 
that incident and felt his reputation was 
at stake, busted Emil's gallon jug over 
the back of his head. They said that 
Emil didn't even know he'd been hit for 
a couple of minutes, until somebody told 
him. Then he turned around, stood. up, 
looked down at Big Rusty : 

"Ald be mo’ careful with that t 
jug a mahn ef'n ah was yew. Ef ah didn’ 
know Бецић, ah mighta tho't yew was 
spoilin’ for a fight.” 

There was something about the way 
he said it that persuaded Rusty, а 
ved veteran of the open hearth, who 
had once hoisted the back end of a Ford 
truck with his bare hands when the jack 
busted, to apologize and say that the jug 


slipped. 
Emil let it pass; after all, he had 9000 
more ї home, of all sizes and 


shap g on various window sills, 
We wondered what they were for, until 
we saw the Bumpuses carrying in pieces 
of copper tubing—and until we got our 


II 


first whiff of a mighty aroma from their 
basement that overpowered even the nor- 
mal neighborhood smell from the Sin- 
clair oil refinery a half mile away. It got 
so bad at times that starlings would sit 
around on the telephone wires back of 


the Bumpus house, just breathing deeply 
and falling off into the bushes and 


squawking. From time to time, there 
would be a dull explosion in the cellar, 
and a Bumpus would run out of the 
house with his overalls on fire, 

One afternoon, with a snootful of 
whatever they were making down ther 
Emil came reeling out onto the b 
porch. He was yelling at somebody in 
the kitchen, his decp molasses drawl 
booming out over the neighborhood. 

"WHO YE THANK YO" TAW- 
KIN’ TEW?” With that, he grabbed 
ahold of the back porch and pulled it 
right off the house. He just grabbed the 
porch and yanked it out by the roots: 

“AA Auuugeghhht” 

From that day on, the Bumpus house 
had no back porch, only a door about 
cight feet up in the air and a rusty 
screen. Once in a while, one of them 
would jump out—and land in the gar- 
bage. And every so often, one of the 
skinny, red-faced sisters would fall out 
accidentally, usually carrying a pail of 
dishwater or chicken innards. 

“Lawd a'mighty Amy Jo, efn yew 
cain't watch them clodhoppers а yourn, 
we gonna have to chain yew up!" An- 
other raucous round of harrooping. 
They sure loved one another. 

From the day they moved in, the 
house was surrounded by a thick swamp 
of junk: old truck tires, barrels full of 
bottles and tin cans, black oil drums, 
rusty pitchforks, busted chicken crates, 
an old bathtub, at least 57 ancient bed- 
springs, an old tractor hood, a half- 
dozen rotting bushel baskets overflowing 
with inner tubes and galoshes, а wheel- 
barrow with one handle, eight or nine 
horse collars and a lot of things th 
mobody could figure out—things that 
looked like big tall water boilers with 
ipes sticking out. For some reason, they 
loved wire; they had all kinds of it— 
chicken wire, baling wire and rolls of 
barbed wire, just sort of lying around. 
And in between the big stuff, there was 
all the little stuff: sardine cans, old bat- 
teries, tire irons, old blue tin cups. cori 
cobs, leather straps and a lot of tire 
pumps. They were always bringing home 
license plates, which they nailed up by 
the basement door. The Bumpusces went 
to the city dump two or three times a 
week—like art patrons to a gallery—to 
stock up on more of the same. 

The sca of wreckage spread like a 
blight onto the surrounding yards, first 
a ironing board on our lawn, then a 
bicycle tire in our bushes, then a few 
odd corncobs on the front porch. And 
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one day, a gust of wind covered my 
mothers flapping Iaundry—her pride 
and joy—with a thin, indelible co: 
of chicken dung. pigeon feathers. rabbit 
fur and goat droppings. After that, her 
was grim, her cyes thin slits of rage, 
every time another burst of haw! 


dark over a rusty radiator in our back 
yard, causing him to drop his bowling 
ball on his left foot, didn't help things. 
either. He grabbed the tor and 
flung it into the dark, back into the 
Bumpuses’ yard; it crashed into the rub- 
ble, and for five minutes, 
of sound rumbled on and on, 1 
McGee's closet. Emil stuck his head out 
of the kitchen window, quickly followed 
by the barrel of his trusty shotgun. When 
the old man stood his ground, Emil 
hissed, "Sic 'em, Luke!” Instantly, 17 
dogs roared out from behind the garage. 
"The old man barely made the kitchen. 

A few days later. Schwartz, Kissel, 
Flick and I were trudging up our drive- 
ay when Flick stopped in his tracks, 
pointed and said, with a touch of de- 
lighted wonder, “Hey, look at that funny 
little house. 

“Yeah, look at that little moon on it,” 
replicd Schwartz, likewise with some 
wonder 

“What the hell is it?” Junior Kissel 
chimed їп. 

Suddenly, Delbert Bumpus shot around 
the side of the house, dodging his way 
through the junk yard like a broken-feld 
runner, and hurled himself headlong into 
the tiny pine shack and slammed the 
door, disappearing from our view—but 
not, unfortunatcly, beyond our earshot. 
Tt was then that we found out about 
litle houses with moons, а new concept 
for all of us. Devout believers 
verities and ancient traditions, the Bum- 
puses obviously usted newfangled, 
citified contraptions such as that white- 
porcelain doohickey beside their upstairs 


bathtub, which didn't get much use, 
cither—except, rumor had it, for the 


aging and storage of white lightning. 
From that day on, there was an endless 
stream of Bumpuses beating a path 
through the back yard at all hours of the 
day and night. The outhouse also solved 
for them the problem of what to do with 
last year's Sears, Roebuck alog. 

With the Bumpuses—and the out- 
house—came the rats. They must have 
brought back a couple of thousand from 
one of their trips to the dump. Emil 
would squat out in back and pop at 
them with a long-baneled single-shot .22. 
You could hear the ricochets bouncing 
off the oil drums, and th yelling: 

“Gahdamn, Ima Pearl, ah missed that 
varmint agin. 


"Emil. yew kin go out huntin' after 
supper. 105 time we ct." 
The Bumpus hounds, who had their 


186 own problems with an even larger popu- 


lation of ticks and lice, had no interest 
at all in the rats. Once in a while, you'd 
see a hound sprawled flat on his back in 
the dust, legs spraddled, ears spread out, 
mouth hanging open, tongue lolling, 
sound aslcep in the sun, with a rat lying 
beside him like they were the best of 
friends. The rats had no such nonaggres- 
sion treaty with the Bumpus chickens, 
whom they ganged up on now and then, 
but their losses were too heavy to make 
it a regular thing. The Bumpuses had 
mean chickens. One big gray hen with 
a ratty tail and demented yellow eyes 
chased Schwartz all the way to school 
опе day and waited in the playground 
for him to come out at recess. He wisely 
cowered in the locker room. 

They also had rabbits—and_ pigeons. 
For some reason, hillbillies dearly love 
pigeons. They kept them in chicken-wire 
pens when they weren't out dive-bombing 
our yard and roosting on everybody's 
laund And the Bumpuses had one ani- 
mal nobody could identify. It was kind. 
of round, with blackish fur and claws, It 
weighed about 30 pounds or so, and Mrs. 
Kissel told my mother it was “a swamp 
bear." Nobody believed her, 
time it tried to eat Mrs. Gammi 
dale, Rags, who had a nervous break- 
down and had to be sent to the country. 
But the only atrocity it ever actually 
committed was to devour all my mother's 
iris bulbs. Emil used to holler at it once 


в a while, when it got to chewing on 
the truck tires. Iis name was 
The three goats never gave anybody 


much trouble; in fact, they kept our 
lawn mowed for us. They didn't smell 
too good if you got downwind of them 
on a warm day, but nobody complained 
about it—what with all the other inde- 
scribable smells that drifted our way da 
and night. My old man would peek out 
of the kitchen window with а Montgom- 
ету Ward spygliss to try to see what 
the Bumpuses ate when they were all 
squatting around the trough in the kitch- 
en, with a yellow light bulb hanging 
overhead amid the wriggling flypaper. 
There was one smell that really used to 
get him. He could never tell what it was 
—a kind of smoky, greasy, gamy animal 
scent. Then one night he got it. He was 
watching them wolf it down, the way 
they always did. slurping and crunching, 
throwing off a thick yellow spray. 


"By God, they're eating possum! 
That's м Possum! 
My mother, who was always interested 
cooking, asked: “Possum, what's 
that? 
А Field & Stream subscriber, the old 
man immediately answered, "Possum— 


you know, it’s kind of a big rat.” My 
mother, who was putting tomato paste on 
top of our meat loaf at the time, dropped 
her spoon and ran into the bathroom. 
After that, she didn’t ask much about 
t the Bumpuses ate. 

“I wonder where the hell they get it?” 


wh 


the old man continued. “I never heard 
of a posum around here.” Where they 
got possum was just another of the Bum- 
pus mysteries. 

Every five minutes or so, someone 


threw something out the back window 
into the yard. My mother would be 
standing at the sink, peering out the 


window that looked right into the Bur 
pus house just across the driveway from 
us, А soggy paper sack filled with coffee 
grounds and apple cores would sail out 
and land amid the rubble. 

“Tch, tch, just look at those pigs!" 

She was right. We were living next 
door to a tightly knit band of total slobs, 
a genuine gypsy family. The Bumpuses 
were so low down on the evolutionary 
totem pole that they weren't even in- 
cluded in Darwin's famous family tree. 
‘They had inbred and ingrown and finally 
emerged from the Kentucky hills like 
some remnant of la the Hun's bar- 
ba horde. Flick said that they had 
webbed fect and only three tocs It 
might have been true. 

Delbert Bumpus, the runt of the litter, 
came to school about three days a 
month. It was three times too often. 
Whenever he showed up, there would be 
а lot of yelling, and they'd throw him 
ош. Delbert never played with anybody 
and he hardly ever talked; but he sp: 
lot. Since he lived with the goats and 
abbits and chickens, he didn't smell ex- 
tly like the rest of us, cither—and we 
weren't any bargain. 

One time. Miss Parsons, our gym 
teacher, made the mistake of putting 
Delbert in a volleyball game. 1 guess they 
never played volleyball in Kentucky, be- 
ise at first he didn't sccm to under- 
stand what was going on. But when he 
got the hang of it, everything changed. 
He stood there, watching them 
the ball back and forth, for n 
minutes, and then somebody hit one 
toward him. He left the ground about 
three feet and gave the ball an overha 
shot that sent it sc 
it caught Schwartz just below the left сус 
and knocked him fla. Bumpus side 
checred. 

Miss Parsons said, “No, Delbert, you 
mustn't that hard." 

Bumpus spat on the gym floor and 
glared at her for a minute. and th 
growled. “What the goddamn hell is this 
game ‘spose ta be about?" 

While Schwartz crawled around on the 
floor, crying, Miss Parsons—who he 
Sunday school at the Baptist church— 
tried арай 

“You mustn't use those bad words, 
Delbert. Now, let's begin the game 
again, shall we: 

Miss Parsons be ed in Jaw and or- 
der. Schwartz. who had been removed to 
the nurse's office, trailing blood, had 
been replaced by Roger Beanblossom, 
who, at the age of seven, was already si 
feet tall. Be 
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serve, sliced a whistler right at Bumpus, 
who stopped scratching just in time to 
slam the ball back over the net. This 
time, he got Jack Morton in the pit of 
his stomach, knocking the wind out of 
him like a deflated beach ball. He 
slumped to the floor, the color of Cream. 
of Wheat. 

“No, Delbert.” Miss Parsons was back 
in the fray. “Here, I'll show you." 

She tapped the ball delicately 
air, to show how the game was played. 
Bumpus, watching this exhibition, came 
out with a line that soon became legend 
at Warren С. Harding School. 

"Who the hell wants to play a god- 
damn silly girl's game lahk that?” 
ns, now bect red and faced 
with à question many of us had privately 
asked, since volleyball was a hated game 
among the males of the school, could do 
only one thing. “Delbert Bumpus, you 
go to the office this instant!” 

Picking his nose, Delbert slouched to- 
ward the door and muttered, with classic 
simplicity: “Screw you.” 

And he left. It was lucky that Miss 
Parsons didn’t know what he meant by 
that. or there would have been real trou- 
Ше. He was kicked out of school for only 
а week. 

Then there was the time Miss Shields 
opened up the day by reading us a 
chapter of Raggedy Ann and Raggedy 
Andy, Miss Shields, our second-grade 
teacher, was tall and thin and wore 
less glasses. She was a very kind lady, 
who believed that all children were basi- 
cally good. 

Boys and girls,” she began, after set- 
ting the book down, “are there any 
questions?” 

Bumpus, who had never asked a ques- 
tion. spoke up. He had a very deep voice 
for a Кі ready, it sounded a lot like 
old Emil's, rich and phlegmy. 

"Yeah." That was all he si 

“Oh, you have a qui 
asked Miss Shields, obviously pleased. 
She felt at long last that she was reach- 
ing him 

“Yeah.” He was a kid of few words. 

“Well, what is your question, Delbert?” 

“Was this guy Raggedy Andy a bo- 
hunk: 

“What was that?” Miss Shields was 
caught off guard. 

“Mah Uncle Cletus knew a bohunk 
onc't named Andy.” 

Miss Shields, who did not know Delbert 
Bumpus the way the class did, gamely 
replied: “Well, no, Delbert, Raggedy 
Andy was not of Bohemian extraction. 
He was a doll.” 

“Well, аһ be goddamned.” he snorted. 

"What was that, Delbert?” М! 
Shields felt the class slipping from her 
grasp. 

"You mean a doll that walked aroun'? 
Sheee-it!” 

“Delbert, you mustn’t use words like 
that in class. Yes, Raggedy Andy was a 
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“Then there was another little oddity that 
caught our eye. You claim to 
have two wives, both over sixty-five and blind.” 


doll who walked around, and so was 
Raggedy Ann." 

Delbert snorted again in disbelief and, 
as he sat down, said in a loud voice, “Ah 
һ did heah such a crock a hog drip- 


ne 
pin's. 
Delbert,” said Miss Shiclds with an 
ashen face, "report to the office this in- 
stant!” We waited for him to say what 
he usually said when he left the room, 
but I guess he liked Miss Shields. He just 
stalked out and went home. 

The only time Delbert ever said any- 
thing to me directly was one day when I 
made the mistake of throwing him out at 
first . He looked at me real hard for 
a long time and then said: "Doan' worry, 

issant, ah'll git yew someday." 

Little did I dream at the time what 
Torm his revenge would take. 

Delbert was the only Bumpus kid in 
my grade, but they infested Warren G. 
ike termites in am outhousc. 
"There was Ima Jean, short and muscu- 
lar. who was in the sixth grade. when she 
showed up, but spent most of her time 
hanging around the poolroom. There 
was a lanky, blue-jowled customer they 
called Jamie, who ran the still and was 
the only one who ever wore shoes. He 
and his brother Ace, who wore a brown 


fedora and blue work shirts, sat on the 
front steps at home on the Fourth of July, 
sucking at a jug and pretending to lig 
sticks of dynamite with their cigars when 
liue old iadies walked by. There were 
also several red-faced girls who spent most 
of their time dumping dishwarer out ol 
windows. Babies of various sizes and sex- 
es crawled about the back yard, fraterniz- 
ing indiscriminately with the livestock. 
They all wore limp, batleshipgray T- 
shirts and nothing else. They cried day 
and night. 

We thought that was all of them—un 
til one day a truck stopped in front ol 
the house and out stepped a girl who 
made Daisy Mac look like Little Or- 
phan Annie. My father was sprinkling 
the lawn at the time; he wound up 
watering the windows. Ace and Emil 
came running out onto the porch. 
whooping and hollering, The girl carried 
a cardboard suitcase—in which she must 
have kept all her underwear, if she 
owned any—and wore her blonde һай 
piled high on her head: it gleamed in 
the midday sun. Her short muslin dress 
strained and bulged. The truck roared 
off. Ace rushed out to greet her, bellow 
ing over his shoulder as he r 
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we put honey in the bowl 


"MAH GAWD! HEY. MAW, IT'S 

SIE! SHES HOME FROM THE 
REFFORMATORY'" 

imil grabbed her suitcase and C; » 


the ripest 16-year-old ever lo descend on 
northern Indiana, kissed her father in a 
way that clouded up windows for blocks 
around. 

“Маһ Gawd. Cassie, yew sure filled 
out!” he boomed, slapping her none 
too paternally on the backside. Maw 
Bumpus, drying her hands on her apron, 
yelled from the porch: 

“YEW GIT IN HERE. CASSI 
LEAVE YORE PAW ALONE. LEAST- 
WAYS TILL WEVE ET. 

After that, my father stepped. up his 
spygliss work considerably, since they 
had no window shades and. Cassie liked 
to dress very casually around the house. 
She also liked lo lie in the swing on the 
front porch and suck jawbreakers when 


arrived, a roaring fleet of old cars would 
park around the Bumpus house and a 
mob of slope-browed, slack-jawed friends 
and relatives would crowd into the place. 
All night, paneless windows needlessly 
flung wide, a thunderous square dance 
would shake the aockery for blocks 
around. Hawking and spitting and swill- 
ing applejack, they yelled and sweated 
ed up and down, while old 
sat in a comer and sawed on hi 
fiddle. On those nights, hardly anyone 
dared leave their homes. These parties 
always cnded one way—with a sudden 
crash, a prolonged scuflle and then: 

EFN YEW LAY ANOTHA FINGA 
ON MAH WOMAN. AITLL SLICE 
YEW UP LIKE HOG BACON!” 

“YEW AN’ WHO ELSE, YEW SO 
OVABITCH!” 

Followed by screams, cr 
running feet: then a distant w 
sirens. A tremendous roaring, of ancient 
motors, a cloud of gravel and they were 
all gone, leaving 1 of blood and 
sweat behind them. 


rashing bottles, 
il of 


а 


Then there were the dogs. They 
at least 715 dogs. Now, our 
hood 


neighbe 
Iways had doas—walking- 
ary dogs, with names like 
nd Ralph. Once in a while, one of 
them would knock over a garbage can, 
but they were dogs that knew their 
place. The Bumpus hounds, on the other 
d, didn't seem to be dogs at all, ог 
maybe they were such total dogs that no 
onc knew how д0 handle them. They 
were the most uninhibited anin 

ever saw in your life. They had 
ly no sense of privacy. They did every- 
thing in the bright sunlight, and I mean 
everything. “They just a great 
churning mass of tails and tongues and 
flea-bitten bodies. You could almost sce 
the smell On a warm day. a sort of 
bluish-greenish-yellowish haze hung over 
ihe Bumpus house, amd even the haze 
had fleas. 


had 


were 


Every day, one of the Bumpus women 
would swing down from the back door to 
feed them. She strode amid the 
pack, carrying a greasy dishpan full of 
obscene table scraps and chicken gizzards. 
OME АМ GIT YO" VITTLES! 

The mob would charge, rolling over 
her in a tidal wave of heaving flanks, 
bloodshot eyes and mangy fur. Snarling 
and squealing, they stormed over the 
littered back yard. a heaving ball of 
yapping curs. The Bumpus woman, fas- 
tidiously shifting her wad of tobacco 
from one side of her mouth to the other, 
would then kick her way through the 
k and back into the house. 

"They dug holes continuously—under 
the porch, in the back yard, in the 
middle of our scrawny lawn and under 
the car. Five of them took up residence 
beneath our garage. They slept there in 
shifts 24 hours a day. Every time the old 


man would drive the Olds we'd hear 
under the floor: “ROW ou 
ROWWEFF!" and they'd run in mad 


circles around the garage. 

“Shoo! Beat it! Lemme alone!” my 
ther would shout. as he hopped up 
nd down amid the hounds. fighting his 
way toward the kitchen door. We'd see 
the eyes of the Bumpus family peering 
out, waiting for him to make a wrong 
move. They were a real hillbilly family 
when it came to their dogs. You could 
say anything you wanted about anybody 
in the family, but you didn’t dare insult 
one of their dogs. You didn't say any- 


thing against Old Blue or Big Red. AN 
the dogs—with the exception of those 17 
named Luke—were named either Big 


Red or Old Blue. 
Half a dozen times a week, my old 
man would come sprinting up the back 
steps just a stride ahead of the leader of 
the pack—a wiry, scarred battler named, 
of course, Big Red—baying the м: 
Kentucky hounds always do when the 
got а bear up a 
would happen, there would be another 
wave of juicy gulfaws and wheezy back 
slipping from the Bumpus mob. This 
really burned the old man up. After a 
at the office and the Olds’ act- 

g off Big Red to get 
really got him. Hed sit 
chen table. his face sweaty, gulp- 
ing down a bottle of Atlas Praeger. Fin; 
ly, after catching his breath, he'd say, 
“Goddamn it, dil you sce what those 
lousy hounds did to the hedge 

My mother, who had long since given 
up caring, always shrugged her shoulders 
and continued stoically scouring her 
pots. 

When there was a full moon, the Bum- 
pus hounds, feeling some ancient cinine 
urge, would treat the neighborhood to a 
nightiong serenade. 

"OwwwwwOOOO00000000000. 
WOWOOOOO0O000002000000000. Yap 
yaoo00OO OC 200000000000." 


псе. у time this 


One after the other, they would take 
solos: then, after a blessed moment of 
silence, a full chorus, 15 or 20 strong. 
would howl to the inconstant moon: 

"Yipe vipe yaa WOOOOOOOOoo0000- 
ооо. Ом Ow OWOOO00000. 00000- 
OO0000000WOWOOO WOW! WOW! 
WOWOOOo000000." 

All over the neighborhood, in dark- 
ened bedrooms, hairs rose on reddened 
necks, children whimpered in fear. The 
Bumpus hounds bayed on. interspersed 
with Gene Autry—* "MEXICALI ROSE, 
KEEP SMILIN', AH'LL COME BACK 
TO YEW , and the running com 
mentary of the Bumpuses themselves: 
"HOICK-PATOOLY." 

Months went by. We were in a state 
of siege. Only after you've lived next to 

like the Bumpuses can you 
nd how anyone could carry on 
a lifelong feud with his neighbors. My 
mother and father were just standard- 
туре people. The old man would flip his 
cork once in a while w the furnace 
went on the fritz; he'd threaten to blow 
out his brains when the White Sox irad- 
ed away the only ballplaycr they had. 
But he never got mad enough to throw 
rocks at. pcople—not until that fantastic 
day when the rumbling volcamo of his 
temper, roused from dormancy by the 
arrival of the Bumpuses, finally erupted. 

Every three or four months—ioug' 
three times а year—we would make 
jor food investment. 1 suppose rich fami- 
lies don't even thii bout this kind of 
thing, but ordinary families in those 
days spent their lives cating canned 
com, meat loaf, peanutbuner sand 
wiches, oatmeal, red cabbage and peas. In 
such a home, the great meals that came 
along every few months stuck out. like 
icebergs in the Caribbean. Buying a tur- 
key а state occasion. ‘The entire 
family would go to the market to in 
spect all the turkeys: they'd discuss the 
relative merits of cach, press the breast- 
bones down, wiggle the legs, until finally 
they'd take a vote and decide on this 
particular 12-pounder. which is borne 
home with honor and prepared for the 
big day, like a virgin for the sacrifice. 
LOS ritual almost as cherished and 
time-honored as the moment when the 
tribe hunkers around the ceremonial 
campfire to devour it. 

For weeks alterward, the theological 
debates continue: 

“That was a very good turkey. Very 
good 

“It was almost as good as the turkey 
we had in Thirty-three.” 

“But it wasn't quite as tender as the 
one we had in Twenty-nine. Actually, 
as a litle dry.” 

hese feast days are always associated 
with major holidays: turkey for Thanks. 
and Christmas, roast chicken for 
d, in our house, Easter al- 
ways meant ham. My father was totally 
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“I wanted to buy a filthy, shocking button 


to flout the hypo 


itical values of our degenerate 


society, but the salesclerk was a lady.” 


ape over ham. The week before Easter, 
usually on Friday night, he'd say, “TI 
tell you what let's do. What do you say 
we all pile in the car, drive down to the 
: P. and pick out a great big ham for 
Easter?’ 

He said ii 
his eyes would be 


almost nonchalantly, but 
it with a wild and 
wenous light. It was no small thing he 
was suggesting, since “a great big ham” 
meant about half his pay check in those 
(iva 


My mother almost always would come 
back with, “Well, gee, І don't know. 
we afford it this year? We can 
always get a nice little pot roast,” 
h, come on! What the hell. You 
only live once. What do you say?” And 
she would always relent. 

Quivering slightly, he would throw on 
his coat and rush to the door. He could 
already see the ham half eaten, rich 


nd red, weeks of magnificent pickings. 
Nothing goes with Айаз Pracger like 


cold ham after a session at the bowling 
alley. 

We'd race to the A. &P. All the hams 
would be laid out, wrapped in white 
paper, some marked Armour Star, others 
Swift; not to mention Hormel. There 
were always great a 

as really best. These were not dinky 
tle canned hams but weighty monsters 


smoked darkly and tied with greasy, 
twisted twine. 

The oll ma 
the case, pol 


would go up and down 
ing, peering, hefting. sniff- 
Шу punching, until, even- 
ally, the ham was isolated from the 
common herd, Somehow, it looked а 
lile different from the rest. It was our 
ham. 

We would leave the market with at 
least four giant bags of groceries, our 
fare for the week: loaves of Wonder 
Bread, Campbell’s tomato soup, Ann 
Page pork and beans, eggs, a two-pound 
аг of grape jelly, fig bars, oatmeal, 
ream of Wheat—ical people food— 
nd the ham. The ham. 

When we got the ham home, my 
mother immediately stripped off the 
white paper and the string in the mid- 
dle of our chipped white-enamel kitchen 
ble. There it 1 ding heavenly per- 
fumes— proud, 1t had a 
dark, smoked, y skin, which my 
mother carefully peeled off with her 
sharpened bread knife. Then the old 
the only one who could lift the ham 
without straining a gut, placed it in the 
-blue oval pot that was used only 


d turned up the gas until it 
boiled. It just sat there on the stove and 
bubbled away for maybe two hours, 


filling the house with a smell that was so 
luscious, so powerful as to have erotic 
overtones. The old man paced back and 
forth, occasionally lifting the lid 
prodding the ham with a fork, inhaling 
deeply. The ham frenzy was upon him 
After about an hour, the whole n 
borhood knew what we were having for 
aster. Finally, the next phase began. 
Grunting straining, my mother 
poured off the water into another pot. It 
would later form the base of а m; - 
cent pea soup so pungent as to B 
tears to the cyes. She then sprinkled а 
thick layer of brown sugar, dotted with 
butter, over the ham. She stuck cloves in 
it in a crisscross design, then added sev- 
eral slices of Del Monte pineapple, thick 
and juicy, and topped it off with a mara- 
schino cherry in the center of each slice. 
She then sprinkled more brow! 
over the lot, a few teaspoons of molasses, 
the juice from the pincapple сап, a little 
ult, a little pepper, and it was shoved 
мо the oven. Almost instantly, the 
brown sugar melted over the mighty ham 
nd mingled with the ham juice in the 
n 
By this time, the old man, humming 
nervously to himself, had checked his 
carving set several times, to make sure 
the knife was honed, the fork tines 
sharp—while in the oven, the ham 
d on, until late Satu 


always did, "Never 
right after it’s baked. Let it sit in 
oven for twelve hours at least. 

All night long. I would lie in my 
nd smell the ham. The next day wi 
aster: Easter eggs and chocolate bun- 
nies and all that. But the ham and only 
the ham was what really counted—not 
only for itself but because it always put 
my father in a great mood. We would 
play catch tomorrow; he would drink 
beer and tell stories. For once, the Bum- 
puses would be forgotten. Who the hell 
cares about a bunch of hillbillies, when 
there’s baked ham on the table? I in 
my bed, awake, the dark, indescribable 
aroma of ham coiling sinuously into my 
bedroom from the kitchen. In the next 
room, my father snored lustily, resting 
up for the Tea: 

Immediately after br st the next 
morning, while my brother and 1 crawled 
around the house, looking for Easter eggs, 
my mother turned on the oven to heat 
the ham ever so slowly. This is important, 
she told us. The flame must be very low. 

By 1:30 that afternoon, the tension 
had risen almost to the breaking point. 
The smell of ham saturated the drapes. 
And on my tip down to Pulaski’s for 
the Sunday paper, 1 found that it could 
be smelled at least four blocks away. 
Шу, at about two o'dod e all 
gathered around while my mother opened 
the blue pot—releasing а blast of 
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fragrance so overwhelming that my knees 
wobbled—and surrounded the ham with 
sliced sweet potatoes to bake in the 
brown sugar and pineapple juice. 

"We usually had our Easter meal 
around three. Everything was timed 
arefully around the ham and thc Par- 
ker House rolls. About 30 minutes be- 
fore H hour, my mother took the ham 
out of the oven and laid it out on a big 
sheet of wax paper, right in the middle 
of the kitchen table, to let it cool a bit 

nd set—the thick, sweet, brown molasses 
r oozing down over the sides, the 
the cloves 

the hot 


like tiny black insects soa 
ham gravy, 
Easter that year 


as the way all Easters 
should be but rarely Spring had 
come carly, for a chi There were 
years when winter's hard rock ice was 
sull ble along the curbs. blackened 
and filthy, coated with steel-mill grime, 
until late in May. But this Easter was 
different; gentle breezes blew through 
the kitchen screen. door. Already the 


stickers in our yard gave promise of a 
bumper cop. The air was balmy and 
heavy with spring passion about to burst. 

The spring sunlight slanted in 
through the kitchen window and bathed 
the ham in a golden, suffused light, 
just like any good religious experience 
should be lit The old man was in an 
exalted state of anticipation. Whenever 
he really got excited, he would crack his 
knuckles loudly. On this fateful day, he 
was popping them like a set of Brazilian 
castanets. He had on the new white shirt 
that he had gotten the week before at 
J. €. Penney. 

While the ham sat basking in our 
gaze, my mother busily spread the lace 
tablecloth on the dining-room table and 
set out our best china, which was used 
three or four times a year at the 
maximum. My father picked up his carv- 
ing knife again, for one last stroke on 
the whetstone. He held the blade up to 


the light. Everything was ready. He 
went into the living room and sat down. 
ВАТ 


“In one easy operation, you dial the 
correct postage and print your crackpot slogan 
directly on the envelope.” 


His eyes glowed with the primal lust 
out to dig into the kill, 
which would last us at least four months. 
We would have ham sandwiches, h 
alad, ham gravy, h nd, fir 
about ten gallons of pea soup made with 
the gigantic ham bone. 

When it happened, he was sitting 
knee-deep in the Chicago Tribune sports 
section, 1 had been led in to 
My mother was in the bedroom, 
the curlers from her hair. My A 
Glenn and Uncle lom were on their 
way over to have Easter dinner with us. 
Unde Tom a е me a doll 


did I suspect. w 

I had just left the bathroom and my 
kid brother had just gone Tor his 
fumigation, when suddenly and without 
warning: 

BLAM! 

The kitchen door flew open. It had 
been left ajar just a crack to let the air 
come in to cool the ham. 

I rushed to the kitchen just in time 
to see 4293 blueticked Bumpus hounds 
тоаг through the screen door in a great, 
roiling mob. The leader of the ра 
the one that almost got the old man 
every day—leaped high onto the 
nd grabbed the butt end of the ham in 
his enormous slavering jaws. 

The rest of the hounds—squ 
pping, panting, rolling over оп 
сг in a frenzy of madness—pounded out 
tchen door alter Big Red. н 
brown sugar and pineapple slices be- 
hind him. They were in and out in less 
ihan five seconds. The screen door hung 
on one hinge, its screen ripped and torn 
and dripping with gravy. Out they went. 
Pow, just like that. 

“HOLY CHRIST!” The old man 
leaped out of his chair. 

"THE HAM! THE HAM! THOSE 
GODDAMN DOCS! THE HAM 

He fell heavily over the footrest as he 
struggled to get into the kitchen, his voice 
а high-pitched sa id 
rage. My mother just stood in the dining 
room, her face blank and sta 
aluminum hair curlers still in p 
ran through the kitchen, follo 
old man out to the back porch. 
ng mob had rolled 
d and was now ba 
i0 the garage, yipping and 
ing with excitement. Occasional: 
one of them would be hurled out of the 
pack, flipping over backward in the air, 
to land heavily amid the barrel staves 
and sardine cans. Instantly, he would be 
back in the fray, biting and tearing at 
whatever move 

The ham didn't Jast cight seconds. 
Old Grandpa Bumpus and a dozen other 
Bumpuses stuck their heads out of var 
ous windows, to see what e yowling 
was about ausing 10 aim, he 
reared back and spit a great big gob of 
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tobacco juice—a new long-distance rec- 
ord—right into the middle of the pack. 
It was a direct hit on our ham—or what 
was left of it. 

He whooped wildly, wattles reddening 
with joy, spraying tobacco juice in all 
directions, while Cletus, his dim-witted 
grandson, yelled from the basement 
door: 

“GAHDAMN. GRAN'PAW, LOOKA 
THEM HOUN'S GO! LOOKA THEM 
OL' BOYS GO! HOT DAMN! 

Delbert, meanwhile, circled around 
the roaring inferno, urging them on, 
kicking dogs that had given wp back 
into the fray. Suddenly, he looked up at 
where I was hiding, a sadistic grin on 
his face, his hair hanging low. Our eyes 
met significantly for a flecting instant 
and then he went back to kicking. A 
paralyzing fear gripped me. I remem- 
bered! That time I threw him out at 
first! Was this what he meant? Was I 
responsible for this tragedy? Oh, God, 
no! I slunk back into the shadows. 

Bumpus women, their lank hair 
streaming down over their red necks, 
cackled fiendishly. Emil Bumpus, who 
had been asleep under the front. porch, 
came reeling out, trailing his jug of 
white lightning. He took one look and 
practically passed out, wheezing and har- 
rumphing and gurgling with hilari 

Му old man just stood stoc 
the Back porch for a long moment, and 
then he blew his stack. I had never seen 
him do anything before that came near 
what he did now. We kept bottles on 
the back porch to be returned to the 
grocery store. He reached down and 
grabbed a milk bottle. His face white 
with rage, he wound up mightily and, 
with a sweeping, sidearm motion, hurled 
the bottle against the side of the Bum- 
pus house with a deafening crash 

Grandpa Витри stopped in mid-spit, 
a big juicy gob hanging down over his 
chin. Emil dropped his jug to the 
ground, cyes lighting up with joy. This 
was back home for Emil. He was in his 
element. Turning around as if to run 
for his shotgun, he paused when he saw 
the old man standing there unmoving— 
radiating the clearest and most beautiful 
rage I'd ever seen in my life. 

I cowered next to the railing on the 
back porch. Even the dogs felt his 
hatred. One by one, they fell silent. The 
bare, shiny bone of the ham lay in the 
sun. Big Red licked his chops. 

After a long, pregnant moment, the 
old man turned, walked back into the 
kitchen and slammed the door. He stood 
for a minute by the kitchen table, look- 
ing down at the big sheet of wax paper 
dripping warm ham gravy. The heaven- 
ly aroma still hung heavy in the house. 
The old man just stood there—and 
came as close to crying as Id ever seen 
him come. 
ly, he spoke, in a low, rasping 
“All right! OK! Get your coats. 


We're going to the Chinese joint. We're 
going to have chop suey.” 

Ordinarily, this would have been a 
gala of the highest order, going to the 
chopsuey joint. Today, it had all the 
gaiety of a funeral procession. "The meal 
was eaten completely in silence. 

That was the beginning of the bitter 
Shepherd-Bumpus feud. Relentlessly, the 
ok! man beleaguered the Bumpuses at 
every He p-dancing 
cleats put on his shoes, which proved to 
be quite a nasty surprise to Big Red the 
first day he tried his usual ankle grab and 
caught a cleat behind his left ear. The 
old man took up tobacco chewing and 
arched long, undulating gobs onto thc 
Bumpuses front porch when the wind 
right. Every time the Bumpuses 
cranked up for a Gene Autry record festi- 
val, the old man countered with In a 
Persian Market played at full blast on 
our Sears, Roebuck Silvertone phono- 
graph. 

He took to throwing beer bottles out 
of the kitchen window and hurling 
coffee grounds onto the roof of the 
Bumpus truck when it bellowed by, 
ing the Bumpuses down to pick up their 
weekly relief check. He put boule caps 
and tacks in the driveway and laughed 
uproariously every time one of the Bum- 
pus women fell out the back door. He 
planted stickers in the cave that the Bum- 
pus hounds lived in under the garage and 
took to jumping up and down on the 
rage floor late at night, when the 
hounds were asleep. Once he even bayed 
the moon louder than all the hounds 
put together. I still remember the startled 
look on Big Red's face when the old 
п let out а long, drawn-out, quave 
g howl that he had learned from 20 
years of watching Tarzan pictures. 

"The only trouble was that nothing he 
did—but nothing—made the slightest 
dent on the Bumpus way of life. They 
didn't even seem to know he was doing 
anything. The bottle caps and tacks he 
threw in the driveway never even 
scratched their feet, horny-hard after 
generations of shoelessness. The only 
thing that came of it was that we got 
two flats in one day on the Olds. His 
pitiful tobacco juice added as much to 
the sea that the Bumpuses themselves 
produced as a raindrop in the ocean. 
Nothing he could do 1 any effect. 
One night, he told my mother he had 
concluded that the Bumpuses planned 
the ham raid, the dogs carrying out their 
orders like guerrilla fighters. He hinted 
that he had something up his sleeve that 
he was working out in the basement 
that would really settle the score once 
and for all. He was biding his time. 

The Bumpuses, meanwhile, went on 
with life as usual. There wasn't much 
they could do to us that they hadn't 


moment. had 


already done without to. 
Grandpa Bumpus jacked up his output 
of tobacco juice а little, but the rest of 
them just went about their business— 
collecting junk and piling it in the yard, 
tossing potato pecls out the window, 
brewing moonshine, hollering, hitting 
each other and scratching themselves. 

Then one night, without warning, 
everything changed forever. I awoke 
suddenly about three A.M. with a strange 
feeling that something was wrong. It 
was. For a couple of minutes, I couldn't 
focus my mind; then, gradually, it be- 
came clear to me that something 
I heard my father in the next room. He 
had apparently awakened about the 
time I had. 

He said hoarsely to my mother, “Hey, 
wake up!” 

Then а long period of silence, wl 
he listened in the darkness. We were 
always having alarums and excursions, 
but this was really different. 

The bedsprings squeaked and the old 
man's feet pattered across the bedroom 
floor; the thump and groan of 
excruciating pain as he stubbed the foot 
of the dresser. A rustling silence as he 
peered through the curtains into the 
blackness of the night. 

‘Shhhhht” 

Another pause. I waited, scared and 
anxious in my bed, my kid brother mew- 
ing softly across the room. 

"Ll be damned!” the old man said 
aloud in wonder. “You'll never believe 
it. 

“Believe what?” whispered my moth- 
er, who had gotten up and joined him. 

“Just take a look out there.” he sai 
with disbelicf. “They moved out! They're 
gone!” 


ed why I had awakened. For 
the first time in many months, the sound 


of Gene Autry records had ceased; the 
continuous whine and yelp of the Bum- 
pus hounds had been silenced. Everything 
was—quiet. 

My father sniffed noisily. 

“The smell is gone. Even the smell is 
gone!” 

It was true. The air in my bedroom 
was clear of cabbage, dog urine and 


corn whiskey for the first time in six 
months. 
The next morning, the truth was 


there for all to see. The Bumpuses had 
packed up and moved on, leaving be- 
hind a sagging shambles of a house, the 
back yard rutted and ground to gray 
dust by the endless clawings and scratch- 
ings of the Bumpus dogs and the Bum- 
pus chickens, with great, tangled 
nests of rusting junk апа weather-b 
barrels, and smelly gallon jugs and emp- 
ty bean cans that told everything there 
was to know about the way the Bumpuses 
lived out their days. They just ran up 
a big enough rent bill and then moved 
out in the middle of the night. We 
never heard another word about them. 

At first, my father seemed to be glad. 
Then, about а month later, a nice old 
couple moved in next door and soon 
had the house and. yard looking like an 
illusration for an insurance company 
that sold retirement plans to nice old 
couples, They went to bed every night 
at 8:30 and had a canary asa pet. 

One night at supper, after а couple of 
beers, the old man finally said i 

"You know, they cleaned out just 
when I was going to hand ‘em my 
crusher. I'll bet they did it on purpose.” 
He got kind of moody for a while after 
that. We never found out what he had 


planned. 
Ba 
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FPF EY continued pon page 165) 


а deadly hunter. Amelia smiled as she 
read the rest of the words. Arthur would. 
be pleased. 

The thought of Arthur made her turn 
to look at the telephone on the table 
beside her. After a while, she sighed a 
set the wooden box on the sofa. Li 
the telephone to her lap, she picked up 
the receiver and dialed a number. 

Her mother answered. 

“Hello, Mo Amelia said. 
"Haven't you left yet" her mother 
asked. 

Amelia stecled herself. “Mom, I know 
il «7T she started. 
There was silence 
on the linc, Amelia dosed her eyes. 
Mom, please, she thought. She swal- 
lowed. “There's this man,” she said. "His 
пате is Arthur Bredow. He's a high 
school teacher 

“You aren't coming,” her mother said. 

Amelia shivered. "It's his birthday, 


she said. She opened her eyes and looked 
at the doll. “I sort of promised him we'd 
- spend the evening together. 
Her mother was silent. There aren't 
any good movies playi i 
Amelia's mind cont 
tomorrow nighi 


Now суеп Frid 
for you.” 
"Mom. I see you two, three nights 
weel 
“To visit,” said her mother. “When 
you have your own room here. 
“Mom, let's not start on that again," 


lay night's too much 


Ameli id. I'm not a child, she thought. 
Stop treating me as though I were a 
child! 


"How long have you been seeing 
him?" her mother asked. 

A month or so. 

“Without telling me 


her mother said, 


“Newcomers are always so surprised when they 
find that the suburbs really swing.” 


“I had every intention of telling you.” 
Amelia's head was starting to throb. 1 
will not get a headache, she told herself. 
She looked at the doll. It seemed to be 
glaring at her. “He's a nice man, Mom," 
she said. 

Her mother didn't speak. Amelia felt 
her stomach muscles drawing taut. 1 
won't be able to eat tonight, she 
thought. 

She was conscious suddenly of hud- 
dling over the telephone. She forced her 
self to sit erect. I'm 33 years old. she 
thought. Reaching out, she lifted the 


doll from its box. “You should see what 
I'm giving him for his birthday.” she 
said. “I found it in a curio shop on 


Third Avenue. It's a genuine Zuni fetish 
doll, extremely rare. Arthur is а buff on 
anthropology. That’s why I got it for 
him 

There was silence on the line. All 
right, don’t talk, Amelia thought. “It’s a 
hunting fetish,” she continued, uying 
hard to sound untroubled. "It's supposed 
hunter 


ound it to prevent the spi 
couldn't think of the word. She 
> .) “escap 
ing, I guess," she said. “His name is He 
Who Kills. You should see his face." She 
m tears trickling down her cheeks, 
Have a good time,” said her mother, 
hanging up. 

Amelia stared at the receiver, listening 
to the dial tone. Why is it always like 
she thought. She dropped the re- 
г onto its cradle and set aside the 
telephone. The darkening room looked 
- She stood the doll on the 
d pushed to her feet. 
ake my bath now, she told herself. 
ГИ meet him and we'll have а lovely 
time. She walked across the living room. 
A lovely time, her mind repeated еш 
ly. She knew it was ble. Oh, 
Mom! she thought. She denched her 
fists in helpless fury as she went into the 


bedroom, 


ing room, the doll fell off the 
table edge. It landed head down and the 
spear nto the carpet. 
braced the doll's legs in the air. 

The fine, gold chain began to slither 
downward. 


most d 
mo the living room. She had 
off her clothes and was wearing her t 
cloth robe. In the bathroom, water was 
running into the tub. 

She sat on the sofa and placed the 
telephone on her lap. For several min- 
utes, she stared at it. At last, with a 
heavy sigh, she lifted the receiver and 
dialed a number. 

“Arthur?” she said when he answered. 


knew the tone; pleas- 
ng. She couldn't speak. 


ant but suspect 


“Your mother,” Arthur finally said. 

That cold, heavy sinking 
ach. “It's our n 
plained. “E 


n her stom- 
together,” she ex- 
y Friday" She stopped 
Arthur didn't speak, “I've 
ed it before.” she said 

I know you've mentioned it,” he 

Amelia rubbed at her temple. 

“Shes still running your life, isn't 

ic?" he said. 

Amelia tensed. "I just don't want to 
hurt her feelings anymore,” she said 
“Му moving out was hard enough on 
her." 

"p don’t want to hurt her feelings 
ien" Arthur said. 
birthdays а year do 1 have? We planned 
on this." 

I know." She felt her stomach muscles 
tightening again. 

“Are you really going to let her do this 
to you?” Arthur asked. y 
ht out of the whole уса 


id. 


“But how ma 


One Frida 


Amelia clowd her eyes. Her lips 
moved soundlessly, Т just can't hurt her 
feelings anymore, she thought. She swal- 


lowed. “She's my mother,” she said. 

“Very well," he said. “I'm sorry. I was 
looking forward to it, but He 
paused. “I'm sorry, He hung up 


quietly 
Amelia sat in silence for a long time, 
listening to the dial tone. She started. 


when the recorded voice said, loudly, 
“Please hang up." Putting the receiver 
down, she replaced the telephone on iis 
table. So much for my birthday present, 
she thought. It would be pointless to give 
it to Arthur now. She reached out, 
switching on the table lamp. She'd take 
the doll back tomorrow. 

The doll was not on the coffee table 
Looking down, Amelia sıw the gold 
chain lying on the carpet. She eased olf 
the sofa edge onto her knees and picked 
it up. dropping it into the wooden box. 
‘The doll was not beneath the coffce 
table. Bending over, Amelia felt around 
underneath the sofa. 

She cried out, jerking back her hand. 
Straightening up, she turned to the 
p and looked at her hand, There was 
something wedged the index 
. She shivered as she plucked it 
ош. the head of the doll's spear. 
She dropped it into the box 
finger in her mouth. Bend 
she felt around more cautiously ben: 
the sofa. 

She couldn't find the doll. Standing 
with a weary groan, she started pulling 
опе end of the sofa from the wall. 11 was 
terribly heavy. She recalled the 
that she and her mother had shopped for 
furniture. She'd wanted to furnish the 
apartment in Danish modern. Mother 
had insisted on this heavy, maple sofa; it 


beneath 


had been on sale. Amelia grunted as she 
dragged it from the wall. She was con- 
scious of the water running in the bath- 
room. She'd better turn it off soon 

She looked at the section of carpet 
she'd cleared, catching sight of the spear 
shaft, The doll was not beside it. Amel 
pickel it up and set it on the coffee 
table. The doll was caught beneath the 
sofa, she decided; when she'd moved the 
sofa, she had moved the doll 

She thought she heard a 
her—fr: ittering. Amelia turned. 
The sound had stopped. She felt a chill 
move up the backs of her legs. "Its He 
Who Kills," she said with a smile. "He's 
taken olf his chain and gone— 

She broke off suddenly. There had 
definitely been a noise inside the kitch- 
en: a metallic, rasping sound. Amel 
swallowed nervously. What's going on? 
she thought. She walked across the living 
room and reached into the kitchen, 
switching on the light. She peered inside. 
Everything looked normal. Her gaze 
moved falteringly the stove, the 
pan of water on it, the table and chair, 
the drawers and cabinet doors all shut, 
the electric clock, the small refrigerator 
with the cookbook lying on top of it, the 
picture on die wall, the Knife rack fas- 
tened to the cabinet side— 

—its small knife missing. 

Amelia stared at the knife rack. Don't 
be silly, she told herself. She'd put the 
te ver, that's all. Stepping 
mo the kitchen, she pulled out the 
The knife was not 


cross 


inside it. 

Another sound made her look down 
quickly at the floor. She gasped in shock. 
For several moments, she could not re- 
act; then, stepping to the doorway, she 
looked into the living room, her he 
beat thudding. Had it been imagination? 
She was sure she'd seen a movement. 

"Oh, come on," she said. She made it 
disparaging sound. She hadn't seen a 
thing. 

Across the room, the lamp went ou 
Amelia jumped so startledly, she 
immed her right elbow against the door- 
amb. Crying out, she clutched the elbow 
with her left hand. eyes dosed momen- 
tarily, her face a mask of pa 

She opened her eyes and looked 
the darkened living room. “Come о! 
she told herself aggravation. Three 
sounds plus a burned-out bulb did not 
add up to anything as idiotic as— 

She willed away the thought. She 
to turn the water off. Leaving the kitch- 
en, she started for the hall. She rubbed 
her elbow. grimacing. 

There was another sound. Amelia 
froze. Something was coming across the 
carpet toward her. She looked down 
dumbly. No, she thought. 

She saw it then: a rapid movement 
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near the floor. There was a glint of 
metal; instantly. а stabbing pain in her 
right calf. Amelia gasped. She kicked out 
blindly. Pain again. She felt warm blood 
running down her skin. She turned and 
lunged into the hall The throw rug 
slipped beneath her and she fell against 
the wall, hot pain lancing through her 
right ankle. She clutched at the wall to 
keep from falling, then went sprawling 
on her side. She thrashed around with a 
sob of fea 

More movement, dark on dark. Pain 
her left calf, then her right again. 
cried out. Something brushed 
along her thigh, She scrabbled back, then 
п. 


convulsively. The heel of her left hand 
rammed against the wall, supporting 
her. She twisted around and rushed into 
the darkened bedroom, Slamming the 
door, she fell against it, panting. Some- 
thing banged against it on the other side; 
something small and near the Noor. 

Amelia listened. trying not to breathe 
so loudly. She pulled carefully at the 
knob to make sure the latch had caught. 
When there were no further sounds out- 
side the door. she backed toward the 
bed, She started as she bumped against 
the mattress edge. Slumping down, she 
grabbed at the extension phone and 
pulled it to her lap. Whom could she 
Gill? The police? They'd think her m 
Mother? She was too far off. 

She was dialing Arthur's number by 
the light from the bathroom when the 


doorknob started turning. Suddenly, her 
fingers couldn't move. She stared across 
the darkened room. The door latch 


dicked. The telephone slipped off her 
lap. She heard it thudding onto the 
carpet as the door swung open. Some- 
thing dropped from the outside knob 

Amelia jerked back. pulling up her 
legs А shadowy form was scurrying 
across the carpet toward the bed. She 
saped at it, It isn't rue, she thought, She 
stiffened at the tugging on her bed- 
spread. Jt was climbing ир to get her. 
No. she thought; if isn’t true. She 
couldn't move. She stared at the edge of 
the mattress. 

Something that looked like y head 
appeared. Amelia twisted around with a 
сту of shock, Rung herself across the bed 
and jumped to the floor, Plunging into 
the bathroom, she spun around and 
slammed the door, gasping at the pain in 
her ankle. She d barely thumbed in 
the button on the doorknob when some- 
thing banged against the bottom of the 
door. Amelia heard a noise like the 
scratching of a rat. Then it was still. 

She turned and leaned across the tub. 
The level of the water was almost to the 
overflow drain. As she twisted shut the 
iucets, she saw drops of blood falling 
into the water. Straightening up, she 
turned to the medicine-cabinet mirror 


She caught her breath in horror as she 
saw the gash across her neck, She pressed 
а shaking hand against it. Abruptly. she 
became aware of pain in her legs and 
looked down. She'd been slashed along 
the calves of both legs. Blood was run- 
ning down her ankles, dripping off the 
а started crying. 
an between the fingers of the 
st her neck. It trickled down 
her wrist, She looked at her reflection 
through a glaze of tears. 

Something in her face aroused her: a 
wretchedness, a look of terrified surren- 
der. No, she thought. She reached out 
for the medicine-cabinet door. Opening 
it, she pulled out iodine, gauze and tape. 
She dropped the cover of the toilet seat 
and sank down gingerly. It was а strug- 
gle to remove the stopper of the iodine 
bottle. She had to rap it hard against the 
sink three times before it opened. 

The burning of the antiseptic on her 
calves made her gasp. Amelia clenched 
her teeth as she wrapped gauze around 
her right leg. 

A sound made her twist toward the 
door. She saw the knife blade being 
jabbed beneath it. It's trying to stab my 
feet, she thought; it thinks I'm standing 
there. She felt unreal to be considering 
its thoughts. This is He Who Kills; the 
scroll flashed suddenly across her mind. 
He is a deadly hunter. Amelia stared at 
the poking knife blade. God, she thought. 

Hastily, she bandaged both her legs, 
then stood and, looking into the mirror, 
Cleaned the blood from her neck with a 
washrag, She swabbed some iodine along 
the edges of the gash, hissing at the ficry 
pain 

She whirled at the new sound, heart- 
beat leaping. Stepping to the door, she 
leaned down, listening hard. There was 
а faint, metallic noise inside the knob, 

"The doll was trying to unlock it 

Amelia backed off slowly ng at 
the knob, She tried to visualize the doll. 
Was it hanging from the knob by one 
arm, using the other to probe inside the 
knob lock with the knife? The vision 
was insane. She felt an icy prickling on 
the back of her neck. I mustn't let it in, 
she thought. 

А hoarse cry pulled her lips back as 
the doorknob button popped out. Reach- 
ing out impulsively, she dragged a bath 
towel off its rack. The doorknob turned, 
the latch clicked free. The door began to 
open. 

Suddenly, the doll came darting It 
moved so quickly that its figure blurred 
before Amelia's eyes. She swung the towel 
down hard, as though it were a huge bug 
rushing at her. The doll was knocked 
against the wall. Amelia heaved the tow- 
el on top of it and lurched across the 
floor, gasping at the pain in her ankle. 
Flinging open the door, she lunged into 
the bedroom. 

She was almost to the hall door when 


edges of her feet. Amel 
Blood 


her ankle gave. She pitched across the 
carpet with a cry of shock. There was a 
noise behind her. Twisting around, she 
saw the doll come through the bathroom 
doorway like a jumping spider. She saw 
the knife blade glinting in the light. 
Then the doll was in the shadows, com- 
ing at her fast. Amelia scrabbled back. 
She glanced over her shoulder, saw the 
closet and backed into its darkness, claw- 
ing for the doorknob. 

Pain again: an icy slashing at her foot 


Amelia screamed and heaved back. 
Reaching up. she yanked а topcoat 
down. Ir fell acros the doll. She jerked 


down everything in reach. The doll was 
buried underncath a mound of blouses, 
skirts and dresses. Amelia pitched across 
the moving pile of clothes. She forced 
herself to stand and limped into the hall 
as quickly as she could. The sound of 
thrashing underneath the clothes faded 
from her hearing. She hobbled to the 
door. Unlocking it, she pulled the knob. 

‘The door was held, Amelia reached up 
quickly to the bolt. It had been shot. She 
піса to pull it free. It wouldn't budge. 
She clawed at it with sudden temor. It 
was twisted out of shape. "No." she mu 
tered. She was trapped. “Oh, God." She 
started pounding on the door. “Please 
help me! Help me!” 

Sound in the bedroom. Ame! 
and lurched across the living room. She 
dropped to her knees beside the sof: 
feeling for the telephone, but her fingers 
trembled so much that she couldn't di 
the numbers. She began to sob, then 
twisted around with а strangled cry. The 
doll was rushing at her from the hallway, 

Amelia grabbed an ashtray from the 
coffee table and hurled it at the doll. She 
threw a vase, a wooden box, a figu 
She couldn't hit the doll. It rc; 
started jabbing at her legs. + 
up blindly and fell across the coffee table. 
Rolling to her knees, she stood again. She 
staggered toward the hall, shoving over 
furniture to stop the doll. She toppled a 
а table. Picking up a lamp, she 
huıled it at the floor. She backed into the 
hall and, spinning, rushed into the closet, 
slammed the door shut. 

She held the knob with rigid fingers. 
Waves of hot breath pulsed against her 
face. She cried out as the knife 
jabbed beneath the door, its sharp point 
sticking into one of her toes. She shuffled 
back, shifting her grip on the knob. Her 
robe hung open. She could feel a trickle 
of blood between her breasts. Her legs 
felt numb with pain. She closed her eye: 
Please, someone help, she thought 

She stiffened as the doorknob started 
turning in her grasp. Her flesh went 
cold. It couldn't be stronger than she; it 
couldn't be. Amelia tightened her grip. 
Please, she thought. The side of her head 
bumped against the front edge of her 
suitcase on the shelf 

The thought exploded in her mind. 
Holding the knob with her right hand, 
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she reached. up, fumbling, with her left. 
The suitcase clasps were open, With a 
sudden wrench, she turned the door- 
knob, shoving at the door as hard as 
possible. Te rushed away from her. She 
heard it bang against the wall. The doll 
thumped down. 

Amelia reached up, hauling down her 
suitcase. Yanking open the lid, she fell to 
her knees in the closet doorway. holding 
the suitcase like an open book. She 
braced herself, eyes wide, teeth clenched 
together. She felt the doll's weight as it 
banged against the suitcase bottom, In- 


stantly, she slammed the lid and threw 
the suitcase flat. Falling across it, she 
held it shut until her shaking hands 


could tem the clasps. The sound of 
them clicking into place made her sob 
with relief. She shoved away the suitcase. 
It slid across the hall and bumped 
against the wall. Amelia struggled to her 
feet, trying not to listen to the frenzied 
Kicking and scratching inside the suit 
case. 

She switched on the hall light and 
tried to open the bolt. It was hopelessly 
wedged, She turned and limped across 
the living room, glancing at her legs. 
‘The bandages were hanging loose. Both 
legs were streaked with caking blood, 
some of the gashes still bleeding. She felt 
at her throat, The cut was still wet. 
Ame d her shaking lips together. 


Removing the ice pick from its kitchen 
draw: he returned. to the hall. A cut- 
ting sound made her look toward the 
he caught her breath, The 
с blade was protruding from the suit- 
case wall, moving up and down with a 
sawing motion. Amelia stared at it. She 
felt as though her body had been turned 
to stone. 

She limped to the suitcase and knelt 
beside it, looking, with revulsion, at the 
sawing blade. It was smeared with blood. 
She tried to pinch it with the fingers of 
her left hand, pull it out. The blade was 
twisted, jerked down, and she cried out, 
snatching back her hand. There was a 
deep slice in her thumb. Blood ran down 
across her palm. Amelia pressed the 
finger to her robe. She felt as though her 
mind were going blank. 

Pushing to her fect, she limped back 
to the door and started prying at the 
bolt. She couldn't get it loose. Her 
thumb began to ache, She pushed the 
ice pick underneath the bolt socket and 
tried to force it off the wall. The ice pick 
point broke off. Amelia slipped and al- 
most fell. She pushed up. whimpering. 
There was no time, no time. She looked 
around in desperation. 

The window! She could throw the 
suitcase out! She visualized it tumbling 
through the darkness. Hastily, she 
dropped the ice pick, turning toward the 
suitcase. 

She froze. T he doll had forced its head 


and shoulders through the rent in the 
suitcase wall Amelia watched it strug- 
gling to get out. She felt paralyzed. The 
twisting doll was staring at her. No, she 
thought it isn't true. The doll jerked 
free its legs and jumped to the floor. 

Amelia jerked around and ran into 
the living room. Her right foot landed 
on a shard of broken crockery. She felt it 
ng deep into her heel and lost her 
Jance. Landing on her side, she 
thrashed around. The doll came leaping 
ar her. She could sce the knife blade 
nt. She kicked out wildly, 
back the doll. Lunging to her feet, she 
reeled into the kitchen, whirled and 
started pushing shut the door. 

Something kept it from closing. Amelia 
ht she heard a screaming in her 
Looking down, she saw the knile 
and a tiny wooden hand. The doll m 
was wedged between the door and the 
Amelia shoved st the door 
with all her might, aghast at the strength 
h the door was pushed the 
„ There was a cracking noise. А 
fierce smile pulled her lips back and 
she pushed berserkly at the door. The 
ig in her mind grew louder, 


drowning out the sound of splintering 
wood. 
The knife blade sagged. Amelia 


dropped to her knees and tugged at it. 
She pulled the knife into the kitchen, 
seeing the wooden 
from the handle of the knife. Wi 
gagging noise, she struggled то her leet 
nd dropped the knife into the sink. 
The door slammed hard against her side; 
the doll rushed in. 

Amelia jerked away from it Picking 
up the chair, she slung it toward the 
doll. It jumped aside, then ran around 
the fallen chair, Amelia snatched the 
pan of water off the stove and hurled it 
down. The pan clanged loudly off the 
floor, spraying water on the doll. 

She stared at the doll. It wasn’t com- 
ing after her. It was trying to climb the 
sink, leaping up and clutching at the 
counter side with one hand. It wants 
the knife, she thought. It has to have its 
weapon. 

She knew abruptly what to do. Step- 
ping over to the stove, she pulled down 
the broiler door and twisted the knob on 
all the way. She heard the puffing deto- 
nation of the gas as she turned to grab 
the doll. 

She cried out as the doll began to kick 
and twist, its maddened thrashing fling- 
ing her from one side of the kitchen to 
the other. The screaming filled her mind 
again and suddenly she knew it was the 
spirit in the doll that screamed. She slid 
and crashed against the table, wrenched 
herself around and, dropping to her 
knees before the stove, flung the doll 
inside. She dammed the door and fell 


“The door was almost driven out. 
Amelia pressed her shoulder, then her 


pounding scrabble of the doll inside the 


broiler, She watched the red blood puls. 
ing from her heel. The smell of burning 
wood began to reach her and she closed 
her eyes. The door was getting hot 
She shifted carefully. The kicking and 
pounding filled her cars. The screaming 
flooded through her mind. She knew her 
back would get burned, but she didn’t 
dare to move. The smell of burning 
wood grew worse. Her foot ached terribly 


Ameli ked up at the electric clock 
on the It was four minutes to 
seven. She watched the red second hand 


revolving slowly. A minute passed. The 
aming in her mind was fading now. 
She shifted uncomfortably, gritting her 
ist the burning heat on her 


Another minute passed. The kicking 
nd the pounding stopped. The scream- 


ing faded more and more. The smell 
of burning wood had filled the 
The 


tch 
was a pall of gray smoke in the air. 
t they'll sec, Amelia thought. Now 
they'll come and help. 
That's the way it always is, 

She started to ease herself away from 
the broiler door, ready to throw her 
weight back against it if she had to. She 
turned around and got on her knees 
The теск of charred wood made her 
nauseated. She had to know, though, 
Reaching out, she pulled down the door. 

Something dark and stifling rushed 
cross her and she heard the screaming 
in her mind once more as hotness flood- 
ed over her and into her. It was a scream 
of victory now. 

Amelia stood and turned off the broil- 
er. She took a pair of ice tongs from its 
drawer and lifted out the blackened 
twist of wood. She dropped it into the 
si and ran water over it until the 
smoke had stopped. Then she went into 
the bedroom, picked up the telephone 
and depressed its cradle. After a moment, 
she released the cradle and dialed her 
mother's numbci 

“This is Amelia, Mom,” she said. “I'm 
sorry I acted the way I did. I want us to 
spend the evening together, It’s a Tittle 
late, though. Can you come by my place 
and we'll go from here?” She listened. 
оой," she said. “I'll wait for you.” 
Hanging up, she walked into the 
Kitchen, where she slid the longest carv- 
ing knife from its place in the rack. She 
went to the front door and pushed 
its bolt, which now moved frecly. She 
carried the knife into the living room, 
took off her bathrobe and danced а dance 
of hunting, of the joy of hunting, of the 
jov of the impending kill. 

Then she sat down, crosslegged, in the 
comer. He Who Kills sat, crosslegged, in 
the corner, in the darkness, waiting for 


the prey to come. 


FOLKS DON’T ALWAYS AGREE on the best way to drink 


Jack Daniel's. Вис we see no cause for dispute. 


Some say the less you add to a glass of Jack Daniel's, the more you 
enjoy its taste. Others insist on plenty of mix. 


But to us Jack Daniel’s is Jack Daniel’s. The whiskey with a rareness 
none other can achieve. And that holds true no matter 
how you fix it. 


CHARCOAL 


You see, every drop is seeped through ten feet of Кесу 


finely ground charcoal before being barrelled to age. 
Called charcoal mellowing, this extra step takes a f 
lot of time and patience. But the mellow 
difference it gives Jack Daniel's makes іс all 
worthwhile —and everyone agrees on that. 


© 1969, Jack Daniel Distillery, Lem Motlow, Prop., Inc. 
TENNESSEE WHISKEY - 90 PROOF BY CHOICE - DISTILLED AND BOTTLED BY JACK DANIEL DISTILLERY - LYNCHBURG (POP. 384), TENN. 
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Dur recording РИ, АМ, FM stereo radios. 


RS-763S 
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Panasonic's RS-763S is a radio. But 
it’s more. RS-763S is a 7”, 4-track 
stereo tape recorder. As a result, you 
can tape FM stereo and FM/AM broad- 
casts direct. And that means you don't 
need connecting cords. And that means 
you can tape your favorite program 
while listening to it. 

Good idea? We thought so. That's 
why we put a 4-track stereo cassette 
recorder into Panasonic's RS-280S 
FM/AM/FM stereo radio. Of course, 
you don't need connecting cords. And 
you can tape your favorite program 
while listening to it. 

What's more, both can be used as 


first-class amplifiers. All you have to 
do is turn the sound-source-selector 
knob. This lets you listen to many dif- 
ferent types of sound equipment. Like 
FM/AM/FM stereo radios, tapes and 
phonographs. 

And Panasonic's RS-763S and RS- 
2805 have FET (Field Effect Transistor) 
circuits. They give you super-sensitive 
reception and reproduction of FM and 
FM stereo. 

In addition, both have an FM stereo 
‘eye’ to let you know when you're re- 
ceiving stereo. And a stereo headphone 
jack. And a handsome walnut cabinet. 

RS-763S has 40-watt music power 


MATSUSHITA ELECTRIC (Р. April 6s. 
8-2, 4-chome Shiba, Minato-ku, Tokyo, Japan 


Please send me your free RS-763S and RS-280S broch 


NAME and RANK - AGE. 


ARD) 


ures, 


ADDRESS APO/FPO 


for true-to-life sound. Automatic tuning. 
And automatic stop. While RS-280S 
has 20-watt music power. And auto- 
matic start-and-stop ‘pop-up’ cassette. 

And let's not forget that both are cov- 
ered by warranty service throughout 
the U.S. And let's not forget that Pana- 
sonic’s RS-763S tape recorder and 
RS-280S cassette recorder can tape 
just about anything. Even radio pro- 
grams .. . direct. 


ASON 


NATIONAL ord PANASGNIC arc the Brenda 


RS-280S 


сштш EEE та ll rear rou in Europe, ine T car Tours in Europe. tne Саг Tours in Europe, tnc. Саг Tours in Europe, Inc. 


Sss Fath Avenue 555 Fifth Avenue 55 Fatih Avenue | теси 555 Filth Avenue 
New York, N.Y. 10017 New York, N.Y. 10017 || Rew York, N-Y- 10017 New York, N.Y. 10017 | New York. N.Y. 10017 1 


Please rush me the free CTE 


Please rush me the tree СТЕ | Please rush me the tree CTE | ease rush me the tree CTE | Please rush me the tree CTE 
“Wheels for the Military. 


"Wheels for the Military. “Wheels for the Military." “Wheels for the Military.’ "Wheels for the Military." 


Make and Model Car Make and Node Car q Make and Model Car Make and Model Car» Wake and Model Car 


Name 


Name Name Name Name 
Address Address Aadress g 
Rank ‘Serial No. Rank Seral No. Rank Serial Мо. Rank ‘Serial No. 


Approx Deiwery Dare. Approx. Deivery Daie Approx Delivery Date "Approx. Denvery Date 


Adress =| ieee 


l 
1 
l 
ae | 
l 
І 
l 


| 


Delivery: City Delivery: Cily Delivery: Cit Delivery: City 

C Financing D Financing Financing [] Financing Q Financing 

D Lay-away C] Lay-away LBS | BG E] Layaway 1 
1 P-130 P-131 P132 P433 P434 


Г Well, we can't guarantee you a brunette traffic stopper. But you can save ир to 

car tron 30% on the purchase of a car from CTE because you're overseas and rato a 
E special price, tax-free at the factory in Europe. 

will re ally get Take your pick maybe а sporty Triumph, a flashy Jaguar or a luxurious Mercedes. 

We'll ship it to the U.S. or deliver it in Europe. Mail us one of the coupons and 

we'll send you our FREE CTE complete car guide, "Wheels for the Military.” 

you Around. there's no obligation. 

Decide which car turns you pn. What accessories and color you dig. Then just 
mail us a reservation form. That's all you do. CTE takes care of all the details— 
insurance, direct shipment and all car documents. We can arrange a special 
financing plan if you rank E-4 or above. Or you can use pur lay-away plan. We'll 
do just about everything—except choose your car. 

Send us that coupon now, so we can return your free catalog. Have your car ready 
and waiting to go the day you step stateside—or in Europe, You'll save at CTE. 
“Better Service for our Servicemen" 

CTE MILITARY CAR SALES 


555 Fifth Avenue, N.Y., М.Ү. 10017 
Division of Car Tours In Europe, Inc. 
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"That's what Imperial is all about. This rich 
tasting whiskey is just a sip smoother than 
the rest. Hiram Walker makes it that way. 
Game for taste? Taste Imperial. One of 
America's largest selling whiskeys. 


Imperial 


by Hiram Walker 
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T CUT OUT HER HEART (continued from page 120) 


employee reports that when he was at the 
paper. the editorial budget was around 
$500,000 a усаг. but Pope never imposed 
a mandatory ceiling. One story in the 
1960s cost more than $60,000 in trans- 
atlantic fares and telephone bills, medical 
fees and ма expenses. 

The Enquirer's most prolific contrib- 
tor at that time maintained office 
Fifth Avenue and 57th Street on the 
strength of his earnings of about $100,000 
Шу. Another former editor. who 
nce. bought a 40-foot motor 


ad а house in the 'ernando 
Valley and had enou y left over 
10 go imo t ness him- 


self. Among the freelancers were a staff 
member of The New York Times and a 
former assistant producer for David Sus 
kind. Hubert Selby. author of Last Exit 
to Brooklyn, worked in the Enquirer's 
fabulously unsuccessful mail-order dep: 
ment. 71 couldn't believe the way Pope 
spent money," Selby told me. “He hired 
а bu at five hundred dollars a we 
and spent something like a quarter of 
million a year on running the operation.” 
Selby stayed less than s 

When Pope bought the 
1952, it had circulation 
25,000 a week. Today, according to the 
Audit Bureau of ulation, it sells more 
than 1,000,000 a week and there are 
signs that it is still growing. Last fall, 
the paper opened its new automated 
printing plant in Florida. When I was 
at the paper. there were no bureaus south 
of the border and, apart from an elderly 
American in Mexico City, no correspond- 
ent onc k with the 
Spanish-language press was provided by 
a former Mexican attorney who lived 
on Long Island. It was his job to write 
synopses of stories that had appeared 
panish publications 
mising for development. i 


x months. 


to full- 


pr 
length features for the Enquirer. José, 


h was not his name. was known at 
the office as the “Omposible Man" after 
hc left the following note on my desl 


w 


To Mr Paterton atencion. 
1 am sending you de four (rasta 
ion you order me to do. 

ав omposible to see you Mon- 


It 
day, but I will be at your office soon. 


Shortly after, José delivered the fol 
lowing synopsis of a story he had seen in 
Excelsior, а Mexico City daily: 


An AIRPLANE pilot killed a TA- 
COS vender. The vendor refused to 
sell him more beers and the pilot 
тогу and in a funny ques- 
ked the vendor: “Who bought 

funny li * The ven- 
dor answered: m your father." 
The pilot drew his gun out and 


er, the Omposible М: 
new 

co. In addition to the touch of Dadaism 
that José gave the proceedings, the К 
quirer was 


ihe readers who wrote to the paper 
pressed thei i 

kept a few of the letters th 
cubicle alter they were rejected for 
cation. Among them we 


killed the man and injured GUA- 
DALUPE MENDIOLA a waitresess. 
He is in jail. Photos available. 


When not "traslating" for the Enquir- 
п taught English to 


ivals from Puerto Rico and Mexi- 


(and still is) notable for its 


prose style, which often approached black. 
humor at its blackest. The lead for a story 
about ile expert who wiped out his 


y offers а typical example 


Joseph Barnocky 1 


wile, three lovely children, a healthy 
bank balance and a job that paid 
him a high fivefigure salary. 


On top of all that, Barnocky, 45, 
was one of the United States’ most 
highly respected missile scientists. 

He had only one problem. He was 


imilarl 


Salvador Jiminez took his girl- 
nd at her word when she told 
him to drop dead. He walked out of 
her house and blew his brains out. 


fr 


Eva Fedorchuk battered her hus 
band's face into a bloody pulp with 
a pop boule. Then she told police 
he'd cut himself while shaving. 


Mrs. Maria Contorno couldn't bi 
to watch her seven hungry children 
«зу for food while most of her hus- 
band's salary went to pay for her med- 
ical bills. So Mrs. Contorno, 47, and 
suffering (то пу ailments, solved 
the problem by hanging herself. 


The two policemen rushed 10 the 
bank in answer to ла alarm. Whe 
they saw Santa Claus coming out the 
door with his bag they started to 
chuckle. 

The laugh. died in their throats— 
because Santa had a special present 
for them. He lifted a tommy gun and 
shot them full of holes. 


n 


perhaps significant that many of 


thoughts 


nasi 


the following. 


From Brooklyn. New Yi 


About two weeks ago. there w 
story in the Enquirer about à m 
dying in New Jersey and after dying 
his pet dogs ate him. 1 would like to 
vow if the house that he was found 
in is for rent and if you could find 
ош if it is for rent to let me know. 


Phillipsburg, New Jersey: 


Would like to know who to con- 
tact in reference to selling a story of 


а 84 yrs old man recently descascd. 
He was a retired Paymaster of the 
Lehigh Valley RR. Worked there 42 
yr. T am his widow and have 48 
letters. 10 & 12 pages (Lge Pages) 
long written 55 yrs ago. In these 
letters, he discusses Rents, 8 rooms, 
all Imp.—SI8 a mo. His mind broke 
two das before xmas, 1962. He tried 
to kill me with chet, As I am 
partly crippled, 1 дорт know how T 
ot from him. He completely 
smashed the glass knob on our 1 
bath-room door. From then on it was 
hectic. I had to put him in а nursing 
home. Please have someone write to 
me and they will get а 100% w 
heard of story. He died 3000 mi. 
Eugene, Oregon. 


w 


Cleveland, Ohio: 


I like to know if you have any 
reporter around Cleveland, Ohio, 
because T have very interested story 
about me how they robed me 
Zagreb. Yugosl 20 mi 
1 left acroplan, it was in Groa 
paper and I have a copy of 
course in Croatian Lingvige. 11 
Enquirer every week for last three 
years and liked exerytl 
so I like to get that story in be 
lot Croatian people reed it, I 1 
those custom oficial arested and they 
are in jail now. There are two more 
things what happen same time, 
about Mexican vice counsel in Beo- 
grad and about smal girl who was 
dying and did die because they did 
not let medecine to be send in hospi- 
tal for her. So if you have somebody 
e send him to my house I 
will give him that margarine. from 
Zagreb, Yugoslav 


Why do people read the Enquirer? 
Kratt- Stekel d F 
have told us in a trice, In the first place. 
they might have said, this ostensibly 
asexual publication, with its explicit 
prohibition against sex stories, is based 
Amput 
of the Enquirer's most popul: 
in its gorier days, is a subject riddled 
with sexual connotations: Krafft-Ebi 
treated men who confessed that their 
sexual passions could be aroused only by 
the sight of women who had arms or 1 
missing. Stekel, who described such pa- 
ents as amputation fetishists, recorded 
a similar case of a man who declared: 


id would 


almost entirely on ses 


one 
mes 


“Any woman who has had а leg ampu- 
tated exerts а most marked. sexual in- 
fluence upon me" In w, such 


patients suffered a castration comple: 
As for the Enquirer's exposition of vio. 
lence, the experts would say that 

sies vicariously а form of Intent 


TRUST IN LONDON FOG 


The Poole or Lady Poole Melncost® of 65% DACRON" Polyester, 3596 Cotton, with DU PONT ZE PEL" 
ЕНСЕ ‘umbrellas, too. Londontowr's trademark for its any wealt 


in repeller about $42.50. SI ir West of the Rockies. Also evailable in Canada. 
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ml orka Londonon پلا ہہ ج امت‎ ORA. BE Manner 


PLAYBOY 


extravagant to supgest that a large pro- 
portion of the Enquirer's readership con- 
sists of sexually maladjusted, latent 
sadists. 

If this is the case, it offers food for 
contemplation, because the Enquirer's 
formula sells ten times as many copies 
ach week as does Justice Weekly, a 
tion that's been in 
circulation for 24 years and is probably 
the oldest regularly published tabloid in 
the world that caters almost. exclusively 
10 what might be described as the hard- 
core deviate market. To quote from one 
s house ads, Justice Weekly is for 
sciplinarians, boot and foot slaves, 
faddists and transvestites, ladies & gentle 
Each edition sells around 100,000 


copies. 
‘The news stories that 


appar im this 
Canadian weckly revolve around the top- 
ics of indecent exposure, rape. corporal 
punishment, child molesting, incest, 
homosexuality and transvotism—or TV, 
10 use Justice's beguiling abbreviation. 
Sometimes it manages to combine a 
soupçon of everything, as in a recent 


story headlined, “ine 
ELEVEN TRANSVESTIT 

It is а soberlooking publication with 
no pictures or cartoons; and scattered 
among the court reports that constitute 
the news stories terms of editorial 
reproof such as “loathsome activities,” 
offenses too indecent to describe" and 
the rest of the evidence, of a revolting 
nature, cannot be published." Fortunate 
ly for its readers, however, JIV's code of 
morality is governed by expediency rath- 
er than substance; for. in addition to the 
court reports, there are several pages of 
personal ads and interminable letters to 
the editor, many of which recount the 
writers’ fondne: 
stupor while we: 
corsets. 

The editor-publisher, and the man re- 
sponsible for the tone of civic outrage 
that runs through the news columns, is 
Daniels, a 76year-old journalist 
n reporting court cases since 
1911 I telephoned his Toronto 
office to question him about the authen- 
у of the ads and letters that appear 


TUOUS FATHER OF 


s for being beaten into. 


ng combat boots a 


in his paper, he said, without any 
prompting: "I am one hundred percent 
normal" I was a little taken aback by 
this unexpected confession but conclud- 
ed that the automatic response was one 
born of long custom. "There's a need for 
a paper like mine,” Mr. Daniels went on. 
“It allows these people who can't be 
cured—and they can't, you know, they 
can't—to get in touch with each other 
through our ads. By doing so, they leave 
decent, innocent people alone. Every- 
thing in this paper, including the letters, 
is guaranteed bona fide. "There's nothing 
phony about this operatioi 

1 was impressed by the tone of trium- 
phant pride in А els erudite 
analysis of sexual incongruitics, but I 
reasoned, perhaps uncharitably, that with- 
out such conviction, he might feel he was 
wasting his timc. When I asked him 
about circulation figures, however, he 
was less outspoken. 

“Justice Weekly is sold all over the 
world in huge numbers" w. 
would say. Pressed further, he added: 
"Mine is the only publication I know 
that doesn't lic about its circulation, and. 
the reason we never lie is because we 
never divulge it" I м later able to 
obtain the figure of 100.000 from the 
papers former advertising agency 
New Yoi 
In addition to the contents already 
described, Justice carries editorials (of 
ten on the need for more stringent law 
enforcement in these evi 
paid ads that promote everythi 
club for "swinging discipli 
set of ninebysix plossies featuring bond- 
age equipment, hoods, rubberwear, gags 
and masks, “as modeled by Wendy, one 
of Europes topline bondage models." 
Each of the ads is prefixed with a code 
number, It costs two dollars to advertise, 
and respondents must pay a dollar for 
their reply, which is forwarded by Justice. 


Nobody who has read the case histo- 
ries in Krafft-Ebing’s Pochopathia Sexu- 


alis or in Stekel's Sexual Aberrations wi 
be too puzzled by the classified ads i 
Justice Weekly. Clearly, as editor-pub- 
lisher Daniels confirmed, the publicatio 
represents a kind of community bulletin 
board for foot and boot fetishists, sado- 
masochists, parapathic voyeurs and trans- 
vestites. The cryptic wording of some of 
the personals would be immediately ex- 
plicit to those partial to mixoscopia—. 
term psychiatrists use for sexual excite- 
ment derived from witnessing others per- 
form sexual acts; while other ads might 
ppeal to those with a preference for 
everything from Pygmalionism to copro- 
philia. 

One wonders what Stekel or anybody 
else would have made of the man who 
wrote the following letter about life in a 
concentration camp. It appeared in an 
issue of Justice Monthly, which was a 
short-lived attempt to exploit unused 


In the Shelby GT for 1969, Carroll Shelby has created a 
car that blends two entirely different qualities: high- 
performance and luxury. 

Seventeen years of running atthe front of the pack, field- 
ing the cars the competition had to match, has put fire 
into this car. Power comes from your choice of two mind- 
bending engines: the all new Ram-Air 351 V-8, or the un- 


tona. There's stirring music to 

fully crafted 4-speed manual or 3-speed automatic. And 
the power assisted front disc brakes come on like the 
great hand of gravity. 

Altogether it adds up to an uncommon Sports machine. 
Butthe fire is balanced by a rare kind of elegance and 


refinement. Deep nylon carpeting throughout. Handsome ` 


touches of simulated teakwood. Courtesy lights in the 
doors. Bright trimmed pedal pads. Plush high-back 
bucket seats. An array of luxury options that include air 
conditioning and stereo tape equipment. These are the 
touches of luxury cars. 


Together the fire and the refinement make the Shelby a 


very special kind of 
car be ita SportsRoof 
or Convertible in either 
the GT 350 or GT 500. 


A car designed for rapid 
transit in the utmost 
comfort and luxury. 


See your nearby Shelby 
Performance Dealer 
now! 
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MISSING 
PERS 
HE AU 


material from the files of JW, and Phil 
Daniels swears it is authentic. 


ions, hu- 
some 


What was hellish degrada 
miliations and tortures [oi 
prisoners was simply heavenly de- 
light. felicity and ecstatic fascination 
for others. Having been а boot fetish- 
ist and masochist of booted men 


c by the SS was for me 
arding and fascinating 
t could happen to me. 
During those years of boot servitude, 
I lived in sheer ecstatic fascination 
and heavenly delight. 

Every day, for 12 to 14 hours, I 
was kept in groveling servitude un- 
der those irresistible high bla 
leather militaristic boots, caring for 
them, pulling them off my captors’ 
feet and pulling them on for them, 
keeping them spotlessly clean and 
highly polished at all times, 

I was always so fascinated by those 
domineering and masterful high- 
booted 55 men, who also wore full- 
flared black riding breeches, that 
І constantly assumed а cringing, 
crawling and groveling attitude be- 
fore them, keeping my head low, 
never above the level of the height 
of the boots of my masters, as in- 
suucied, keeping my eyes constantly, 
fixed on the boots, admiring them, 
hypnotized by them, and my ears 


always opened to the heavenly sound 
of creaking and squeaking boot 
leather as well as to the thumping 
and scraping sounds of heavy boot 
soles and heels on the floor around 
me. 

An intelligent, genial and genuine 
boot sadist will get actively stimu- 
lated to more imaginative actions in 
the presence of a slave who is com- 
pletely submissive and subservient 
under his boots. 


‘The writer went on for several hun- 
recalling past delights he 
had experienced the feet of his 
g nd genuine boot sadists” and 
noting, with genuine nostalgia, that life 
had not been quite so rewarding since. 
“I only wish it had lasted until the end 
of my days,” he concluded. “I was per- 
haps the most happy and contented cap- 
tive that ever lived through the War. 
„.. - It just shows that what can make onc 
man miserable can also make another 
man happy.” The letter was signed, 
“Happy Boot Captive, Lachine, Quebec 
рру Boot Captive would find little 
to excite Midnight. which, after 
the Enquirer, is the best-written tabloid 
and the most professionally produced. 
When it started in Montreal 15 years 
ago, the paper was little more than a 
parochial scandal sheet, еп to such 
delicate observations as, "Miss Thingum- 
my. a well-stacked secretary who works 


for the XYZ Company on Craig Street, 
turned her eyes the other way last week 
when she exited from her apartment 
building and saw two dogs doing what 
comes naturally on the sidewalk. She 
should be so prudish! Anyone would 
think she spent those long lunch hours 
with her boss taking down dictation!) 

ince those pioneering days, Midnight 
has eliminated its provincialism and in- 
ceased its circulation to 550,000 а s 
by adopting a more salable formula. А 

later issue, for example, carried this 
headline over a story on June Wilkin- 
Son: "I HATE MY BUST—IT GETS IN MY 
WAY TO success.” She was quoted as say- 
g: "When I come out for my act, there 
is always a chorus of low, long whistles. 
These I like very much. It is so flattering 
always makes me think the men 
nt to do awful things to me.” 

Elsewhere in the same issue was, “Bo 
M. KIDMAPS TOT TO RAPE ITS MOTHER’ 
and on page 15 
British Broadcasting Corporation docu- 
mentary, captivatingly titled “ORGY TEL 
ViskD—Live.”” Page 19 was headed “FORCES 
HIS WIFE'S LOVER TO WALK DOWN STREET 
IN THE Nupe”; while page 10 quoted 
Warren Beatty, allegedly in conversation 
with a Midnight reporter: "My child- 
hood ambition was to be а bareback 
rider. As any girl with whom I've been 
out can tell you—I've finally got halfway 
there. You just figure that one out any 
way you want.” This candid reportage, 
whether truthful or not, has one disad- 
vantage: Midnight appears regularly on 
the NODL list. 

For the rest, the paper offers nothing 
too exotic or erotic. There are the famil- 
iar gossip columns, with their forays into 
the sex-and-violence front in the world's 
movie capitals ind the popular tabloid 
formula of pseudo science, which prompt- 
ed this remarkable headline in а recent 
issue: “LATEST PSYCHIATRIC RESEARCH 
SHOWS BADLY FITTED SHOES CAN CAUSE 
CONSTIPATION, HEADACHE, BACKACHE, FRI- 
GIDITY, INSANITY, GANCER—AND МАКЕ 
YOUR FEET HURT, TOO!" In a bid for ге 
spectability, however, Midnight does not 
accept salacious or suggestive advert 
ing in its personal columns, and the paid 
ads that appear elsewhere in its pages 
are far less lubricous than those found in. 
some of the lower-grade tabloids. About 
the most bizarre ad Midnight has carried 
Tately is an offer to transform the reader 
10 а “master of Chinese Kung-Fu, the 
Oriental Art of INSTANTANEOUS 
DEATH that is applied with NO Bodily 
Contact." 

"Ehe paper shares with the Enquirer a 
fondness for uous prose, as this 
excerpt indicates: “If Clarence Harrell, 
31, had known that within an hour a 
man he'd never seen before would bite 
off his left ear and swallow it, he wouldn't 
have suggested going for a ride with his 
wife. ‘That,’ he says bitterly, ‘would be 
the last thing Га have done." Unlike 


appeared a story about a 
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What to put on to make 
your shirt and pants come off. 


Put on Jockey® Life® 
underwear. Because this 
underwear is made to go with 
today's trim, shaped lines in 
shirts, pants and suits. It's neat. 
Trim. Colorful. You can bet 
your shirt on it. 

Take the Life Cox'n shirt 
(top picture). Mock turtle neck. 
Thirteen colors. $2.50. 

Match that with the Slim Guy 
Racer. Tapered. Side vents. 
Piping. Patterns and brilliant 
solid colors. From $1.50. 

Or the Super Brute shirt 
(lower left). The body is tapered 
to fit smoothly under 
a tapered shirt. 

And there's a super choice 
of colors. Just $2. 

Want a slightly higher neck? 
Get the Bo'sun shirt (lower 
right). Both tail and sleeves are 


Fashion Beginsat the Skin—the Jockey? idea featured now at fine stores. 


That will give you 
some idea of the Life line. 
There are more styles 
to choose from. All 
designed to fit with the 
latest outer wear. 

So when you want 
your clothes to come off, 
put on Jockey Life 
underwear. 


extra long. It won't sag or pull 
out of shape. Just $1.50. 
Wear the Life Hip brief with it. 
The perfect match for hip 
hugger pants. It comes in red, 
white, blue or black. Just $1.25. 
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“You're not serious, I hope." 
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the Enquirer, however, Midnight seems 
unabashed by its professional vocation. 
Its corporate name is Midnight Publish- 
ing, whereas the Enquirer's is Best Medi 
um Publishing Co. a McLuhanish tide 
that sounds more respectable when 
Enquirer writers introduce themselves to 
some hapless celebrity they intend to 
crucify in a future issue, 

The National Informer, the fourth pa- 
per of the quintet, has all the earmarks 
of a tabloid in search of an audience. It 
is a quest for identity that sometimes 
produces this kind of front-page banner: 


"T WAS RAPED EIGHT DAYS BY THREE MEN 
Vince Sorren, the In- 
ays the 


is surprising, because the 
nce tends to take its sex 
nd horror seriously, and the Informer, 
though laced with the gaudicst imagina- 
ble innuendoes (“ANN-MARGRET ХХА 
BY NINE GUYS WILD эс! ‘—inside, 
readers learned that the xs stood for 
"k155"), does not. If anything, it could be 
considered a parody of the tabloid form, 
for its stories are of such blatant flam- 
boyance that none but the most gullible 
could be expected to believe them. One 
issue carried а story headlined “NUN сох- 
FESSES HAVING LOVE AFFAIR IN CONVENT 
WITH MEN—DRIDE OF CHRIST FLIPS HER 
up." This spectacular revelation was 
totally unsupported by the text of the 
story, which often happens when a tab- 
loid editor's imagination runs ahead of 
the available facts. 

Publisher Sorren holds a B. A. degree 
(in business administration) from Mar- 
queue. His editor. Joe Reece, an affable 
and mildly loquacious 38-year-old, d 
to have a Ph.D. from Stanford. Their 
South Side Chica 
hangar of а тооп 


filled with 
and ancient office equipment; one wall 


newspapers 


was covered with the Informer’s filing 
w upon row of large envelopes, 
ich bore a subject title printed. 
in black: NECROPHILIA, INCEST, MONSTERS, 
PERVERSION, SCANDAL, VICE, VIOLENCE, SEX 
LIGHT and sex SERIOUS, etc. “We go after 
all the sex we can get,” Sorren ex- 
plained, “although sometimes we have to 
draw the line.” He said that he had been 
compelled to exercise this kind of edito- 
rial discretion only the week before in 
rejecting a story about a horse and a 
nymphomaniac. “There's only so many 
of your perverted people who would be 
interested in that kind of thing,” he said. 

Reece began to describe the front page 
for the next issue. "Somebody made this 
schlock movie with Batwoman in it. We 
vanted to get a bust shot of her, but all 
we could get hold of was this tiny pic- 
ture, so we blew it up and cut out her 
profile in such a way so that her bust 
looked bigger. The headline will read in 
two parts, ‘I WANT To ВЕ HANDLED’ in our 
biggest type and ‘BY REAL MEN’ in 
smaller type down the side. But, actually, 


те been moving away from sex lately 
in favor of more gore features. We used 
to get some really wild stuff from a local 
cop—morgue shots and that kind of 
thing—but he's been made chief of po- 
lice or something and he's stopped 
supplying us.” Reece picked up a clip- 
ping from the pile on his desk. "Here's 
опе about a guy who was fished out of 
the river. Nobody knows how he got in 
there, but we've written a story that says 
it was a vengeance murder. Great pic- 
tures of his body. We'll call it ‘REVENGE 


"The paid ads thar run in the Informer 
include marital aids such as Prolong 
("Get more lasting pleasure from ma 
riage”) and Jems (“Sex Energizer Na- 
ture Pep Tablets"), a somewhat wishful 
course in mesmerism (“Hypnotize Wom- 
en Instantly—Unnoticed") and a service 
called Fantasy Correspondence, “I cater 
to your fantasies through ‘make-believe’ 
letters," the copy reads. “Who would you 

ke to hear from? Use your imagina- 

tion.” Another ad exhorts: "Answer 
od's Call. Start Preaching Today. Be- 
come an ORDAINED MINISTER of 
the Gospel for Christ. Conduct Funerals. 
—Perform Marriages. Send 10¢ for De- 
tails" 
"A lot of these are fake," Reece ad- 
mitted. “Тһе ads for Instant Pussy 
Instant Peter, which we run regula 
for instance. You send the compa 
dollar and they send you either a tiny 
cat or a rabbit made of sponge. All you 
do is drop them in water and they get 
bigger." The copy in both of these ads 
runs: "In keeping with the modern 
trend toward automation, we have de- 
veloped a product which we call Instant 
Peter/Pussy. This, of course, is synthetic 
and is not designed to replace the ori 
nal. However. in a pinch, we hope it wi 
prove to be a satisfactory substitute.” 

"Vince and l are both the squarest 
people, you know,” Reece went on. 
"He's married, with kids; we don't swap. 
nything like that and I lead a 
sedate life. In fact, I don't do any- 
thing but sleep, listen to classical music 
and read." 

"Ihe same tone of jovial depravity that 
characterizes the Informer’s feature sto- 
ries runs through the column edited by 
Miss Informed, one of the papers two 
lonelyhearts counselors. "I bet I could 
love you to death," writes Romco Hewy- 
h "I got 20 sez you can't,” replies 
Miss Informed. Another writer coi 
plains, "My wife brings home strange 
men every night. What should І do?" 
Miss Informed: “Tell her to bring home 
men you know." Also: "I th 1 know 
how we can crush the Communist na- 
tions," writes a reader in the letters-to- 
the-editor column. “All we got to do is 
infest everybody with crabs and they'll 
scratch themselves to death.” 

“These readers of ours never cease to 


wives or 


amaze me,” Reece said. “The letters they 
send in are more fantastic than the sto- 
ries we run.” He showed me one from a 
Philadelphia man who said his present 
wife was dying of “incurable diabetic 
sickness” and was, in addition, blind. 
Perhaps, he suggested, if the Informer 
published his lener, some healthy female 
reader would offer herself as a replace- 
ment. “I don't think people care that 
most of our stories are phony,” Reece 
said. “In fact, a lot of them write and 
say that while they didn't believe a spe- 
cific story, they enjoyed reading it. Others 
send in ideas of their own. many of 
which are a bit strong even for us.” 
“Truthful News of All Facts of Life 
runs the blurb under the Znformer logo. 
“When you think about "а friend 
pointed out later, "is it any more far- 
fetched a claim than the Chicago Trib- 
une's blurb, “The World's Greatest 
Newspaper 
The weekly tabloids devote little space 
to signifi d news, such as Viet- 
nam, an omission in coverage that could 
be due to the fact that even these papers 
are unable to grasp horror on a large 
scale. One occasional exception 10 this 
general rule is Confidential Flash ("No 
Fear—No Favor—The People's Paper"), 
a Toronto tabloid that jumped right 
into the void with a story by one Archer 
Heaton, staff military strategist, who had 
obviously given the Vietnam issue his 
unstinted and scholarly consideration. 
“Let's Smell Burnt Flesh!" ran the sub- 
head over the main hi ne, “ONLY 
BOMBS CAN PURGE THAT PYRI 
"Pinkos and pacifists and their misin- 
formed followers have been having a ball 
bellowing over the bombing of Vie 
Cong oil dumps by American fliers,” 
Heaton declaims, and then goes on to 
deplore the fact that these unworthy 
zens—"expenly brainwashed апа 
blinded by subtle Red propaganda” 
approve of official U. S. policy in Viet- 
am. Fortunately, as war correspondent 
Heaton is quick to point out, “The boys 
in the Pentagon have stuck to their 
guns.” This reference to the United 
States military leadership reflects a rela- 
tionship between Mr. Heaton and the 
generals that may or may not be mutual; 
but, in any event, it leads him directly to 
the core of his argument. After. noting 
that bombing raids will inevitably kill 
Vietnamese civilians, the only question 
he asks is, "Isn't quick death by high. 
explosive preferable to dying by inches 
in unspeakable torture or fire?” Unfor- 
tunately, what might have been a valuable 
contribution to national policy dete- 
ates from this point into a vividly 
imaginative unnamed 
“eyewitness” of a Viet Cong raid on a 
jungle village. Colorful dialog abounds 
("Shoot ‘em in the guts if there's any 
trouble”), and sex and violence replace 
the statesmanlike admonitions: "Rape the 
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women and burn the men—that’s the 
way to bring these scum into line.” 
"There's no question about it, concludes 
Mr. Heaton: Bombing is essential. “The 
Red Beast [must be] brought to bay and 
the insidious hammer and sickle broken 
beyond repair. 

For Confidential Flash, th 
serious stuff, far weightier, intellectually 
ng. than “NAKED SEX FIEND ATTACKS 
EFT UGLY HANDPRINTS ON LIT- 
h headlined one of its 
stories. Most of the news features in this 
arly humorless tabloid are clumsy 
ventions illustrated with stock shots of 
badly posed models. There's a gossip 
column written. by somebody identified 
as the founder and president of the 
Exotique Dancers League of America, a 
page of personals (lonely widows and 
some couples on the mike), plus two 
pages of classified and paid ads with an 
emphasis on homosexual publications, 
bondage equipment, transvestism, phy- 
sique photos (“Teenage German Sailor 


s pretty 


—striking, muscular! 
A film depict the birth of a с 
available for "those who desire knowl- 
edge on a subject of social and medical 
significance,” and, for readers whose sex 
knowledge stops short of the basics, a 
book that illustrates the sexual organs 
“and their functions.” These are “unre- 
touched, actual photos, not just drawings, 
[ef] уре of pul ements 
- nipples ns in sizes 
of penes—with average 
the largest ever recorded.’ 
During the time 1 worked for the 
Enquirer, I often wondered whether 
there was such a being as the typical 
tabloid reader; not the man or the woman 
who picks up a copy every mouth or so 
just for laughs but the regulars, the 
subscribers, the believers. I pictured such 
a person as a rollerderby fan who 
owned several Lugers, voted straight lu- 
nac fringe and cruised around the 
neighborhood in a 1955 Mercury sedan, 
hoping to come across fatal accidents. 


“Last night Jerome said he loved me and he 
wasn't on pills or anything!” 


Tt was suggested at the office one quiet 
afternoon that we throw a big party for 
50 of our most faithful readers and an 
equal number of the walking wounded, 
maimed and deformed who had ар- 
peared in previous issues. We dropped 
this plan when we discovered a man who 
had invented a machine that cured hic- 
cups. Somebody devised a scheme that 
was known briefly as Operation Belch, 
the being that we would bring a 
large number of chronic hiccup victims 
to New York and stage a demonstration 
of the machine at the Waldorf-Astoria, 
with in ions to the press. “Think of 
the publicity if it makes the network 
news,” one of the writers said. “Yeah, 
but we might kill some poor bastard 
with the goddamn machine." growled 
another. “Great,” said the first. “If that 
happened, we'd get an even better story 
Out of it. “ENQUIRER EXPOSES QUACK 
INVENTOR” Anyway, we'd have doctors 
there and everything." In the end, nei- 
ther plan was carricd any further, and so 
we never did get to meet our readers. 

Jn six years, 1 have seen only two 
people reading the Enquirer in public, 
The first was a man in his late 40s on a 
Long Island train bound for Montauk 
Point. He wore a tweed highland jacket 
with leather buttons and tart trousers, 
and he wasn't actually reading the paper 
when I first noticed him; he was playing 
Summertime on the bagpipes. He looked 
very pleased with himsell. It wasn't until 
after the train passed Patchogue that he 
took the Enquirer from his pocket and 
opened The second reader | saw 
was on the subway, going into the same 
station in which I had accepted the 
Enquirer job. She was an elderly, tor- 
mented-looking woman and she was visi- 
bly amused by a story about a Kansas 
woman who had driven 600 miles with 
her dead husband in the back seat of the 
car. J had been on the staff for only a 
short time and was tempted to identify 
myself but, after a second look, 
against it. She was still silently laugh 
behind the paper when I got olf the train. 

A couple of years ago, I asked Nat 
Chrzan if, as the Enquirer's new editor, 
he planned to conduct a survey of the 
rcadership. He recoiled and shook his 
head emphatically, His reluctance m 
be justified, but there is, somewhere out 
there, an appreciative and responsive au- 
dience, as I think this last letter to the 
editor, from one of its members, proves: 


decided 


I think your paper is wonderful. 
My husband and I both read й. You 
don't know that there is so much 
dirt and filth going on in this world 
untill you rcad about it in your pa- 
per. I look forward to seeing your р: 
per every sunday keep them cor 


g 
P.S. Print initialsonly. Thank you. 


SERENDIPITOUS CEYLON continued jrom page 126) 


Kwai was filmed at Kitulgala, about a 
two-hour drive east of Colombo. If you 
can brave leeches and the infrequent 
cobra, you can still see the river location: 
but the bridge is gone and there is no 
trace of the rails that carried the train to 
its spectacular doom. Locals still speak 
with awe of the time the locomotive was 


pulled out of the river because the 
scene had to be reshot. Today. an old 
bootlegger escorts an occasional party 


through the jungle, fortifying them first 
with some of his home-brewed coconut 
juice, a highly potent thirst quencher 
and cobra conqueror that swiftly ге. 
moves all fear of things that lurk in the 
dark. 

For а more civilized excursion, there 
is a delightful resthouse a couple of 
miles down-tiver that serves a stupendous 
lunch, Western or Cevlonese, in a setting 
of unparallel splendor. The wide 
brown river passes below the open veran- 
da and now and then a mahout from a 
jungle logging camp will steer his elc- 
phant into midstream and give E 
good scrubbing with a coconut husk. It is 
also a popular washing and bathing place 
with the villagers, and nobody will mind 
if you join them for a refreshing dip. 

Beyond а on the east coast at 
Trincomalee, early bathers spread their 


towels to soak up the first sun. There, the 
weather is hot and dry from May to 
September. The area has scarcely been 
touched by tourist development, al 
though one American firm has suggest- 
ed construction of а resort town. The 
beaches ате white and deserted and they 
stretch for miles, offering an incompa 
ble invitation to skinny-dip in the warm. 
emerald sea. You сап rent a place of 
your own at Trinco or put up either in a 
resthouse or at the popular Welcombe 
Hotel, 

To the south of Sigiriya lies Kandy, 
the romantic hill capital and scene of 
one of Asia's most colorful festivals—Per- 
ahera—a spectacle of richly caparisoned 
processional elephants in а torchlit pag- 
eant that has been held almost without a 
break every July and August for the past 
2000 years. From the grounds of the 
Chalet Guesthouse in the hills above 
Kandy. the town is a shimmering vision 
of twinkling hts reflected in the lake 
around which it is built. Drums throb in 
the Femple of the Tooth, repository of 
a cherished Buddhist relic: a tooth from 
the Buddha himself; fireflies glow incan- 
descently im the velvet darkness 
lightning flickers behind the di: 
mountains, throwing each successive 
range into relief, as if the earth had 


opened benween them to reveal some 
buried fire. 

In the town itself, a patent-medicine 
man sells peacock oil for the relief of 
aches, pains and brain tumors; and in 
the old-fashioned bar of the stately 
Queen's Hotel, a few tea planters sit 
sundowners and discuss the 
probable outcome of next week's golf 
ment at Nuwara Eliya. A trio of 
nned German girls chats in the ho- 
tel lobby with an American and an Aus 
tralian who accost every passing young 

id ask him to even out the party. 
ight go to the Kandy 
Lake Club, where there are occasional 
сєз; or, more likely, they'll take a 
moonlight drive into the tea country 
that surrounds the town. 

Nuwara Eliya (known to the locals as 
Nureli s the resort and recreation 
center of the district. For half the year it 
inswept replica of the West 


Grand Hotel sit in the oak-paneled b: 
and warm their hands over a blazing 
fire. But from late November to May, 
the weather is fine, and April is the 
busiest time of all. There are dances, 
parties and boat races on the lake; and 
the tea planters, contrary to their popu- 
lar image as slightly blimpish individuals, 
mpaging out of the hills like cow- 
hands with a month’s back pay. They are 


colorful casuals for the Live Ones. 


WINTHROP 


DIVISION OF INTERNATIONAL SHOE COMPANY, SAINT LOUIS, MISSOURI 


PLAYBOY 


214 


Medico 24 
filters doi 


give pleasure and peace of mind А 


MEDICO бж 


FILTER PIPES 


66-baffie absorbent replaceable Medico Fil- 
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Playboy's trio of luxurious leather pocket-ables for 
the organization man. New, slim pocket secretary in 
black glove leather complete with classic Parker 
ballpen and handy pad keeps your dates and data 
in perfect order. The handsome card case puts 
cash or credit cards at your 
igertips. Both Rabbit-patterned 
lined. Your money fold packs 
bills flat and features two in- 
side safety compartments for 
hidden assets. Pocket Secretary, 
JY109, $12.50; Card Case, JY108, 
$10. Money Fold, JY107, $6. 
Please order by product num- 
bers and add 50¢ for handling. 


Shall we send a gift card in your name? 
Send check or money order to: 

Playboy Products, Department JE0401, 
Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Av 
Chicago, Ш. 00011. Playboy Club credit 
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gencrally convivial types and it is seldom 
difficult to obtain an invitation to one of 
the many clubs in the region. Visitors are 
vs welcome at the tea processing fac- 
tories and afterward, more often than 
not, for a drink or two at the planter's 
estate house. 

From the tea country, it's about a 
three-hour drive to Ruhunu game park 
on the southern coast. The ideal times to 
arrive there, as with any natural reserve, 
are sunrise and sunset: except for buf- 
faloes and elephants, most animals stay 
away from the water holes during day- 
light hours. To sec all the action, you 
should plan to stay overnight at the 
Tissamaharama Resthouse, which is 15 
miles from the park. entrance, and leave 
very early in the morning. At that time 
of day, the grounds of the resthouse will 
give you a taste of what it's 1 
Kuhunu: There are monkeys stirring 
the trees and shouting abuse at the croc- 
odiles that float on the limpid surface of 
the adjoining lake. Once inside the park, 
you'll be accompanied by a ranger. 

From Hambantota, which is about 20 
miles west of Ruhunu, the road hugs the 
beach all of the 150 miles back to Co- 
lombo, through the coastal plains, past 
tiny fishing villages, Dutch and Portu- 
guese fortresses and ruffled coves where 
fishermen with hand lines perch atop 
one-legged stilts. One of the delicacies i 
the south is curd and honey served in 
big earthenware bowls; ask for it at the 
Hambantota Resthouse, where you can 
take your lunch in а sunny dining room 
overlooking the beach and fishing fleet. 
Afterward, follow the road то Hikkadu- 
a, where you'll probably want to spend 
a couple of nights at the Coral Gardens 
Hotel. 

The Coral Gardens is probably the 
most popular beach hotel among young- 
cr visitors to Ceylon. It’s a perfect place 
to end your island tour before returning 
to Colombo. There are usually some un- 
tached girls in residence, mostly Euro- 


peans—they fly in on the frequent 
charters from Zurich and Frankfurt— 
and a few Americans, It's also a favored 


for vacationing female staff 
members from the Colombo embassies 
and foreign business offices; although in 
the case of these local experts, you're as 
likely to find them halfway up a moun- 
tain as you are t0 meet them on a beach, 
Reserve one of the open-fronted suites 
the north wing of the Coral Gardens, 
for these are the most secluded and 
they're more comfortable than the inside 
rooms in the main building. By day, you 
can explore the beaches or rent one of 
the sturdy hand-built outriggers to carry 
you to the extensive coral reefs that lie 
offshore. Underwater gear can be rented 
оп the spot. 

At night, there may be an informal 


location 


party or two or a quiet cocktail in one of 
the hotel's bars before dinner, Many 
rs seem to arrive at Hikkaduwa 
toward the end of their Ceylon tours, so 
there's always lively conversation and ex- 
changes of experiences. So-and-so from 
an Francisco says his car was charged by 
1 elephant in the game park (it missed); 
and a young airline stewardess says she'd 
like to see the coral reefs by moonlight, 
but she's scared to go alone. A volunteer 
grabs her by the hand and in a couple of 
minutes they're undressed and swimming 
for the reef. “Chink I'll join them,” says 
a second girl; and before long, there's a 
general stampede for the sea, leaving the 
room occupied by a dutch of landlub- 
bers. 

About ten miles south of Hikkaduwa 
is the fortress town of Galle, built by the 
Portuguese and Dutch during the 16th, 
17th and 18th Centuries, when E 
coveted the nearby cinnamon forests 
other native spices. Today it’s known for 
its heritage of colonial architecture— 
1 its polished jewels. Since the earliest 
times, Ceylon has been famous for its 
gems, and few people leave without buy- 
ing a couple of samples. J. Р. Morgan 
once bought a blue sapphire of 466 car- 
ats found at Kurw and two of the 

arest sapphires unearthed on the island 
—the legendary 563-carat Star of India 
and the 116-carat Midnight Star—arc in 
New York's Muscum of Natural History. 

‘The present-day range of precious and 
semiprecious stones includes garnets, to- 
pazes, moonstones, star sapphires, rubies 
nd amethysts. Ask the Tourist Board for 
a list of recommended dealers and make 
sure you obtain a certificate of authentic- 
ity when you make your purchase. Some 
dealers have their own mines or work- 
shops, and visits are easily arranged. 
peris might like to choose their stone in 
the rough and follow the process right 
through the cutting and final polishing 
stages. 

But most of your shopping, even for 
gems, can be done in Colombo. Ceylon 
produces some exquisite handicralts— 
among them, Ambalangoda masks, which 

brightly painted and horrific 1 
messes of various deities; ivory and wood. 
carvings; lacquerware; tortoise shell; 
metalwork (including some damascene 
and gold fil potery; and hand- 
loomed batik textiles. Finished jewelry 
is, of course, in abundant supply. from 
antique picces to native adornments such 
as the silver phallic necklace worn by 
amil men who are worshipers of Siva 
the Destroyer and God of Sex. (Similar 
necklaces are sold in the gift shop of the 
Brooklyn Museum to respectable house- 
wives who would probably swoon if they 
understood the significance of the long 
silver tube on the chain.) 

Another bargain you can pick up on 


“George, just because I look like a prostitute, dress 


like a prostitute and talk like a prostitute doesn't mean 
I can make love like a prostitute.” 


your travels is Ceylonese shirts, Back 
home, they'd cost at least $15 apiece; but 
in Ceylon, they're about $1. One Colom- 
ho entrepreneur, evidently the confused 
victim of cultural cross-pollination, has 
come up with a “Nehru buttondowr 
an ingenious and foredoomed creation 
that owes unequal and incompatible al- 
legiance to both Brooks Brothers and the 
Maharishi, A hipper gift to take home is 
Ceylon’s Beedies, hand-rolled cigarettes 
wrapped in leaves and guaranteed, when 
smoked in public, to bring a squad of 
fuzz down on your neck because of their 
olfactory resemb now-w! 
No fear of arrest. however: they contain 
nothing but tobacco. 

If you have time before you leave 
Colombo, visit the downtown branch of 
Laksala, the government-operated handi- 
craft store. Prices are fixed by law and 
you can arrange to have bulky packages 
shipped to your home. (Remember that 
under U. $. Customs regulations, you're 
entitled to send gifts duty-free to the 
value of ten doll 
dressee doesn't receive more 
kage a day.) 

You should also save an hour for a 
look around Colombo's port where 
you'll run into everything from snake 
charmers and fortunetellers to stamp 
salesmen and native dancers. Most of the 
charmers haye cobras named Charlie, 
George or Harold, and the performance 
depends entirely on the snake's willing- 


s. as long as the ad- 
than one 


ness to rear up and strike. The venom 
glands are milked monthly, or so the 
charmer will tell you, The port's fortune- 
tellers may not give a very convincing 
demonstration of their powers, but it’s 
alwa ing. They nod their heads 
solemnly and pronounce a few sonorous 
platitudes, all the while looking into 
your еуез, uying 10 judge whether fear 
will wring a bigger donation [rom you 
than flattery and good tidings. One par- 
icular wizard carrics around a book of 
testimonials allegedly written by satished 
customers from all over the world: but on. 
examination, the handwriting of cach. 
laborious entry is, though thinly dis- 
guised. identical. 

Your onward or homeward flight will 
probably leave Colombo in the morning, 
possibly on a Poya holid Most com- 
ings and goings in Ceylon seem to be at 
that time of day, and it’s fitting that this 
should be so on the last. The morning 
air will be fresh and there will be few 
people on the highway leading out to 
the airport. A wave a» your car flashes 
past, a last shout of “Ayubowan" and the 
endless squawking of the beautiful black 
crows in the tall green trees—these will 
be among your final impressions; and 
then the island recedes rapidly in the 
distance, looking like some rare, uncut 
gem set in the deep blue of the sea. 


terta 
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PLAYBOY 


THE SWINGERS 


from the clandestine to the commonplace 
s coincided with the increasing 
ability of leisure time—and consequent 
unexpected boredom—as well as with the 
latitude and security provided by general 
acceptance of the pill. 
Although the word “sw 


for inclusion in the 1966 Random House 
Dictionary of the English Language, the 
activities it describes—indiscrim: 
ultacasual copulation with relative or 
complete strangers in groups of two, 
thee, four and up—are as old as the two 
sexes. As Pompcian frescoes testify, the 
multiple couplings that took place at 
Roman orgies are indistinguishable from 
those immortalized by Polaroid bu 
contemporary parties. And the gra 
of conventioneers with callgirls—or trav- 
eling salesmen with farmers’ daughters— 
iren't much different from those engaged 
in by most of the fun seckers who answer 
those “personal” ads in the underground 
newspapers. What's new about swinging, 
1s opposed to old-fashioned hanky-panky, 
is the fact that it’s organized—and almost 
openly embraced by a sizable 
ing segment of the population that would 
have been scandalized by such behavior 
only a few years ago. Society at 
meanwhile—inured by the mass medi 
increasingly unabashed expressions of 
public and 
sumed an attitude of indifference (o 
least neutrality) that lends the trend an 
aura of social acceptability. 

With this new semir 


g on 
talk shows, over tea 


radio and televisi 
weekly P. T. A. meetings and among 
strangers at so-called straight parties. 
Swingers invariably point with pride to 
their perpetuation of traditions 
back to Greck and Ron 
addition to the benefici 


l and deleterious 
„ the orgy scene 


ve become fami 
subjects for discussion open-to-the- 
public seminars bearing imposing titles 
such as “Exploring the Intimacy Barrier 
in Sexually Liberal Groups"—an over- 
night conclave for swinging couples 
conducted by Dr. Gerard Haigh, а ps 
chologist associated with the Elysium I 
ute in Santa Monica. 

The lively sales of works by contem- 
porary artists such as Rick Herold, who 
photographs orgies and then t 
these vivid impressions onto can 
acrylic paint and Plexiglas, signal an 

nportant trend toward honest eroticism. 
Some 200 aficionados attending one of 
Herold’s openings at the Molly Barnes 
Gallery оп La Cienega Boulevard 
art center of Los Angeles, were recently 
treated to an 


216 one of his female admirers. The total 


(continued from page 150) 


effect of his two-dozen latest efforts—sim- 
ar in impact to a genuine orgy—ii 
spired her to remove her Gernreich dress 
nd what little was beneath it. Therc- 
after, still in the buff, she graciously 
served as an expedient human screen on 
lı onc of the painter's orgiastic films 
was publicly p 
‘The girl in im Gernreich dress dis- 
ns than 
most рсы 10 the swinging scen 
Their experience is typified by the recol- 
lections of a blonde, blue-eyed mother of 
two. “I panicked when my husband first 
suggested that we swing with another 
couple,” recalls Michelle, who a 
time had been married for nearly. si 
years. "I thought he didn't love me 
. | went into complete hyste: 
nd everything. I thought: "Why 
t he divorce me if Im not enough 
for him? But then I decided І wasn't 
going to be like а lot of other women 
and let my husband have all the fun. 
And I hoped he might outgrow it if I 
went along with him in good grace. He 
had been telling me for years that sex 
and love weren't the same thing. À 
tried to tell myself that. But I'd never 
been with another man. I was 17 when 1 
met and married him.” 
Michelle and her husband became in- 
volved in swinging (most partic 
prefer that term rather than wile swap- 
ping, which they consider a pejorative) by 
responding to an ad in one ol the local 
swingers’ journals. They selected a couple 
that lived near their west-side home. 
“We went there and met a very attrac- 
tive model and her husband, a writer 
Michelle continues. “I swung with him 
and he was a very good lover. І had a 
marvelous time. I found that after being 
with someone else, Ї was stimulated. It's 
such a peak that you can't wait to get 
home to your own mate, almost to show 
him what you've learned. It's such a 
beautiful experience. It's good for people 
who've been married several years. No 
matter how much they love cach other, 
everything gets dull after a while. Some 
of the edge wears off. Swinging just makes 
the marriage that much better. As a re- 
sult of that one night three усаг ago, 
I've enjoyed swinging ever since. 
The nce- 
acceptance-enthusiasm undergone by Mi- 
chelle parallels that of many, perhaps 
most of the women involved in the swap- 
ping scene. Once the initial doubts are 
overcome, most swapping wives report 
feelings of greater security within their 
marriages and enhanced sexual relation- 
ships at home. The vast majority of more 
than 200 Midwestern and Southwestern 
swinging couples recently surveyed by 
Dr. Gilbert Bartell, a Northern Illinois 
University cultural anthropologist, con- 
curred that swapping had brought them 


process of revulsion-resista 


clo: 
ment of their little suburbia 
tacks, the work effort, 


than ever before. “In the develop- 
s, their tick 


the Protestant 
ethic and all that, these people have 


become estranged from each other," Dr. 
Bartell explained. “Then, for one of the 
first times in their lives, they do some- 
thing together without having the Ladies! 
Home Journal call it ‘togetherne: 
"They are communicating with each 
other, at least on one level. They join a 
group that gives them time to think 
about other people and become involved 
with other people, very much like church 
activity. the Kiwanis or what have you. 
These people, most of whom have been 
ied quite young, find this tremen- 
dously exciting. They feel in a sense that 
they're rejuvenating themselves. They're 
acting out what ‘swingers’ do in the 
movies, in the magazines and on TV." 

Inveterate swappers point with pride 
to the low incidence of divorce among 
them. One group of 400 East San Fer- 
nando Valley swingers, who have attend- 
ght parties for the past four 
reports that only three split-ups 
have resulted during that period—a 
figure dram ly below the nation 
average. But trained social scientists find 
this statistic misleading, since those who 
have dropped out are conveniently ex- 
cluded. 

“Turning on to the swinging scene 
probably has saved a large number of 
marriages," concedes Dr. William Simon, 
former senior research associate at the 
Institute for Sex Research at Indiana 
University, and curently a sociologist 
with the Illinois State Department of 
Mental Health. “Whether they should 
have been saved is another question. But 
what about the vast number that phase 
ош? Many of them are badly traumatized 
by the experience. Unless somebody 
intensely pathological, the normal reac- 
tion to engaging in this type of behav 
nvolves somchow the management of 
guilt and anxiety. For most people, this 
es some degree of tension and 
in. One gets the feeling in the swing- 
ng scene that people are using sex to 
fy motives that are intrinsically non- 


view is disputed, of course, by 
diehard swappers who consider them- 
selves emancipated rather than aberrant, 
“L was reluctant to attend my first swap- 
ping party, probably because of the way 
I was raised,” observes Joan, a confirmed 
swapper who has been m: 
years. "My head was just full of social 
conventions. I had no idea how І would 
feel seeing my husband having sex with 
another woman. I was curious as to my 
own reaction. It excited me. When he 
le me feel more 
like he's with me; he can have scx with 
somebody else, but he's mine. It made me 
more secure. I don't see where there's any 
place for gi long as we're 
doing it together. We're not deceiving 


س 
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Some pictures just cry out for natural lighting, but film speed 
ratings insist on flash. That's too bad, because results could 

be outstanding, as in these pictures by cover 

photographer Charles Varon. 


He was able to take these and scores of other 
low-light color shots, without bracketing, without 
"guesstimating." He could do it in only one 
way, with the fabulous Yashica Electro 35, the 
fully automatic "35" with an incredible range of 
speeds no other camera can equal. 


If you could check Varon's contact sheets, you'd find each shot 
was letter perfect in exposure, night or day, indoors or out, 
cloudy or bright. And he never used flash! 


And the beauty of the Electro 35's electronic shutter is that 
it should last a lifetime at 100% accuracy. Its solid state 
circuitry is so rugged the exposure system will probably 
never need repairs, no matter how rough the abuse. 


See it at your dealers' today, at less than $115, plus case. In 
complete kit, with wide and tele converters, under $220. 


Perfect exposure 
in any light...every time 


YASHICA 


YASHICA CO., LTD. 27-8, 6-Chome, Jingumae, Shibuya-ku, Tokyo, Japan 

YASHICA ТАЄ, 50-17 Queens Boulevard, Wocdsice. NY 11377, USA. 

YASHICA EUROPE G.m.b.H., 2 Hamburg 28, Bilistrasse 28, West Germany 

YASHICA HONG KONG CO., LTD. ROOM 1126, Star House, 3 Salisbury Road, Kowloon, Hong Kong 
Use REACTS Card — Page 219 
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Call Budget Rent-A-Car 


for this*7 Pontiac LeMans. 


We reat 1969 Buicks, Chevrolets, Oldsmobiles and Pontiacs. 


Why pay more? In most cities, our 
Chevelles rent for only $6 а day and 6¢ a 
mile... our Buick Skylark, Chevrolet 
Impala, Oldsmobile Cutlass or Pontiac 
LeMans rents out at a mere $7 a day 
and 7¢ a ! And, our cars are 
complete with power steering, automatic 
transmission, radio and proper insurance. 
Air conditioning is slightly more. Pay 

for only the gas you actually use. 

Look for us in the Yellow Pages! 

Free Tele-Reservations, Over 

500 offices—Coast-to-Coast 

U.S.A., Hawaii, Canada, 

Mexico, Caribbean, 

British Isles, 

Europe. 


3f The Car Rental Service of 
Transamerica Corporation 


Call the Budget Rent-A-Car office in 
your city and reserve ahead, 


Wehonor all major credit cards— plus our own. 


Every major airline city is a Budget 
Rent-A-Car city. 


© Budget Rent-A-Car Corp. of America 
35 E. Wacker Dr., Chicago, Ш. 60601 


Doesn't need any. The ingredients do the work, 
пої you. Classic rubs on and dusts off effort 
lessly. Wax a whole car—a big one—in less 
than an hour. You get a shiny, hard protective 
coat that lasts longer than any other, Classic 
contains plenty of camauba, the hardest wax 
known. Plus other ingredients that revitalize 
and protect your paint finish. Wax right in the 


CLASSIC PRODUCTS, LTD. PL-4 

2616 №. Tamarind Avenue 

West Palm Beach, Florida 33407 
Enclosed is $ in check or money order. 
Please rush ............ cans of Classic Car Wax at 
$500 each. 


Name 


sun without streaking. Our 1 Ib. 2 oz. tin gives 
you at least six full wax jobs. Only $5. Try it. If 


Address 


you don't think it's worth it, return the rest 
and you'll get your money back! 


City State Zip 


NOW AVAILABLE IN CANADA Sales Representatives Wanted Nationwide 


cach other. Often it will spice up our 
own sex life for three or four days after- 
ward, when we talk about something that 
turned us on in a swapping situation." 

However many partners they may en- 
tertain in the course of a weck—or even 
of an evening—the majority of swingers 
consider themselves nonpromiscuous and 
their activities highly moral. “This is the 
logical conclusion of the average cocktail 
party in a community where everyone 
knows everyone else,” explains a some- 
what prejudiced participant. “The hy 
pocrisy that you find in the country-club 
set—where everyone knows that every- 
one is balling everyone else, but 
clandestine—simply doesn't exist here.” 

This kind of self-righteous dialectic is 
typical among married swingers anxious 
themselves of culpability. 
е using this to condone their 
own guilt,” says Dr. Simon. “Most men 
involved really want to engage in cxtra- 
marital activity can't handle it 
alone. The easiest thing to do is simply 
their wives accomplices. Such men 
have very little ego strength going for 
them, and many are really very unattrac- 
, pedestrian types who have to use 
their wives for barter. It's not surprising 
that so many of the swapping scenes, 
consequence, don't have the emotional 
openness and honesty claimed by their 
spokesmen, It's a world in which you can. 
say ‘I love what we're doing,’ but there's 
an implicit prohibition against saying ‘I 
love you." 

In almost all cases, it's the male who 
instigates the init 
mate swapping. 
return 10 his youth and all its fantasies 
says Dr. Bartell. "In a sense, he is n 
ing real the juvenile dream of a harem 
full of women to which he will have 
ready access" But making this dream 
come true can often create more prob- 
lems than it solves. “These people buy 
tremendous amounts of what used to be 
called pornographic literature, word- 
and-picture studies on how 1o make 
love.” Dr. Bartell has found. “Almost all 
of them, at least in my sample, have 
cight-millimeter stag films. The difficulty 
es in trying to live up to the exam- 
in such material. These 
men have a high expectation rate as well 
а constant fear of failure.” 

Many of the studies couducted by Dr. 
Albert Ellis, the well-known psychologist 
and author of several popular books on 
human sexuality, reveal that such anxie- 
ties almost always plague the male at 
the inception of his swapping activities. 

He is especially worried whether he'll be 
able to do it with his wife present in the 
same room or, even if they take sepa- 
rate rooms, whether he'll be able to be as 
proficient as the other woman's hus 
band, Dr. Elis explains. "So at the 
beginning, he tends to fail. Practically 
no male is as virile as he imagines he 
would be in such a situation. Later on, 


and 


tion of a couple into 
"He envisions this as a 


tion! 


Thrilling Sounds From Perfe 


With an М-Ә high fidelity stereo, it's always a thrill to listen to 
the Hi Fi concert hall type sounds.Whether playback or recording, 


the tone perfection will be a constant companion of enjoyment. K I 
ind mp таси are availible in ы USA. Nita to as for а st of A e 
AKA! TAPE RECOROEI le US 
PACEK an ч 


Amy and Ан Force 

AKAI ELECTRIC CO.. LTD, 
ГЕШ ‘ARAL TRADING CO; LID: 
тай onder suction APO SanFrancisco, Сай. 96323. 


P.O. ВОХ 12, TOKYO INTERNATIONAL. AIRPORT. JAPAN 
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The Minolta SR-T 101: 


It gets you in good with the girls. 


Make friends. Next time a trip takes 
you where the girls are, take along 
our camera. And see how 
photographic flattery can get you 
somewhere. The Minolta SR-T 101 is 
a totally professional single lens 


reflex tool, but it’s not difficult to use. 


It's light, perfectly-balanced, the sort 
of camera you fall in love with at 
first sight. The control-integrated 
viewfinder lets you set shutter speed, 
aperture, then focus, without taking. 
the camera from your eye. 

There's ingenious Contrast Light 
Compensator for through-the-lens 
exposure measuring, too —gives 
uncommon accuracy even in tricky 
lighting situations. And there's the 
Minolta 35mm system of creative 
photography тоге than 30 


interchangeable Rokkor Lenses and 
about 100 other accessories fit the 
SR-T 101. Now we're not here to try 
to convince you that our camera will 
make you into a photographic genius. 
But we think you're going to have 
fun trying. Lots of fun. And maybe 
even a little romance. 


миоз Gamera Co. Ltd 3t, 4-chome, Shiomichier. Miamiu. Ома, Шрәл/митойа Corporation 300 Fart Avenue South; New York, М.Л. 1000, U S A /Minona Comers Hardchgeselsctum mb. Hamburg % Эре рине % Wen Germany. 


'eriary 


was organized by Thomas Cook, Esq.. in 


{The first professional tour o Switzerland 
63. Sine 


some things have changed and some haven't} 


then, 


Gor 


will now advertise 


S WITZERLAND (some- 
thing the Sw 


gel) is à sma 

Бош 16.000 square n 
6 ion inhabitants. In. 
other words smaller than 
Ceylon or Costa Rica, 
fewer people than Belgium 
or Mala: 

Many the old joke 
about the good brakes the Swiss Federal 


Railways need to keep from skidding over | awareness of the love 


the frontier on the far side. 
Talki ilways, we'd like to share 
а quotation with у 


E 


From the placid lakeside lowlands 
around Geneva, through the mountainous 
randeur above Montreux, on into the 
semi-industrial starkness of Swiss-German 
Zurich. you will have seen as much natural 
variety as you could expect on a coast-to- 
coast train ride across the U.S. 


Swissair 


Switzerland. 


Hoping not to 
succeed too well. 


Even the lowliest Swiss has an acute 
ness of his land, and 
the national consensus is to preserve this 
beauty at all costs. even at the cost of what 
we call progress. 99 


This was written by Len Deighton. who | 
doesn't know what pleasure trips are. 
because he was once an airline steward 
(not one of ours, unfortunately) and today 
s lo move around professionally ах 
travel editor of a magazine 

Even though we're committed to the й 


ir. we agree with Len 
hton: the rail journe 
to Zurich is fantastic. (We 
even plan to give i 
of its own: Instant Si 
erland. More about this 
another time.) 

We split with Len 
Deighton on only one 
point: the idea of sacrific- 
ing progress to beauty 
pains us as an airline just as much as a 
proposal to sacrifice beauty for progress 

So we needed an inspiration. Like 
this: instead of luring millions of tourists 
to milesof beachesand monster hotels with | 
over à thousand beds each (neither of 
which we've got), we'll try to distribute 
somewhat fewer. but highly individualis- 
tic. travelers around Switzerland in such 
a way that everyone has elbow room to do. 
as he pleases. 

This is what we shall call. by 
distinction from mass tourism, intellig 
sia travel. 


vay of 
nl- 


Here is our first Intel- 
ligentsia Travel Deal: 
The nest time you 
fly Swissair to Zurich 
or Geneva, take a little 
extra time. Justa little, 
Rent a car, ask where 
you can find a quict 
country inn. dine there, 


with a stone fountain in th 
door lacks of wrought iron or brass. and dusty wim 
the cellar. They're frightfully romantic, and thev set a glorious table. 


Cory inns in Switzerland are often ald houses 


les 


courtyard, rooms with creaky floors. а 


You тау not believe 
us. In that case, chal- 
lenge the nearest Swiss- 
air office. They'll tell 
vou under the head- 
ing of; Helvetian Hide- 
ау everything you 
in need to know. 

Never before has 


sleep in one of those 


comfortable. old-fash- 
ioned beds. linger over 
breakfast the пем 
morning. nd then 
drive the lo 


So far, just common sense. But here’s the Big Deal 
assuming there are two of you, 
more than 62 Swiss franes (say $14.60) per person in- 
cluding car rental for 185 miles and 2 day 
pay for separately is the gasoline.) 


wi 


ll cost you no 


(АН you 


Swissair so harmoni- 
ously blended the prog- 
ress of flying with the 
existing beauties of 
Switzerland. And this 
is just a beginni 


Geneva or Zurich air- 


port. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| @ 
| 
| 
| 
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Dear Swissair: 1 can imagine that a day's repose in one of those Swiss country. FR 


ht be the best treatment for 


inn hideaways ти 
brochure about it. 


Name 


Заан шш UH шешшш GU RG OU ERE | 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Address 
City 


PUDE GON ASR BON AOR AOR RUN BOE BOR ROE 


heart trouble. No doubt you have а Q 


Country 


Clip and send to Swissair! VPFA, P.O. Box, 8021 Zurich, Switzerland 


EU 


Even if you don’t use 
our planes, 
please use our people. 


Aem 


А. b 2 

— T 

More than 18,000 people in 56 countries around the world work for 
Lufthansa. 

What can they do for you? 

They've got a lot of experience helping a lot of other travelers. With a 
lot of pressing problems. 

One was a lady who — 10 days after the loss — asked Lufthansa to find 
the camera she'd mislaid in a New York cab. 

Then there were the Japanese businessmen. lost in Cairo, who got 
their bearings from Lufthansa. Naturally. in Japanese. 

Still another was the man who flew into Johannesburg with a tooth that 
was killing him. (We got him a temporary filling from the best dentist in 
town.) 

None of these people, in fact, was a Lufthansa passenger. 


None of them had to be. 
But we think that they might be Lufthansa passengers now. 


A © Lufthansa 


he may get better. But the female may 
eventually get more of a charge than he 
does, becaus 

“Women bloom in a swinging situa- 
tion because they get total attention,” 
explains a well-known Hollywood char- 
acter actor regarded as the sultan of 
swap in the San Fernando Valley. “They 
know they're women. You take just a 
plain, nice girl and all of a sudden she's 
got people making love to her like she's 
never had in her whole goddamn life 
and turning her on every way imagina- 
ble. Shes bound to react to that. She 
finds she has senses she didn't know 
existed." 

“Cardinal rule number one is that if 
we play, we play together," declares an- 
other acolyte. "None of this bullshic— 
"Can I see you sometime?’ The only 
other basic ground rules are that no one 
is obligated to do anything he or she 
doesn't want to and that you must con- 
duct. yourself. reasonably, without forcing 
your attentions on anyone. It just takes 
little patience. If you've got 20 women 
in the room and you've got some kind of 
weird hang-up—like sometimes a broad 
will like two guys at once or a guy will 
like two girls—as long as it isn't olfensive 
or painful, you'll certainly find a means 
to express 

Hard-core swingers, however, deliber- 
ately avoid what are referred to as 
freaky scenes, such as the regular Mali- 
bu parties—thrown by a group of aero- 
space employecs—that feature such kinky 
divertissements as velvet whips, wet tow- 
cls, leather fetishism, spanking and other 
sadomasochistic pursuits. The use of 
marijuana to heighten the sexual experi- 
ence is also downgraded by most swap- 
pers. “If pot is smoked at a party, the 
bulk of the people tely leave," 
says an informed “Th: one 
damn situation where the police could 
walk in and arrest everyone. Why leave 
yourself wide open? Instead, the liquor 
flows fairly fre 

Dr. Tom Grubbs, a Beverly Hills 


psychiatrist, es another reason for 
the swingers aversion to marijuana. 
“They've done what the establishment 


has dictated for years—grow up. finish 
h school, get an cight-te-five job. get 
married, have kids, buy a home and go 
to church. Despite their unusual group 
behavior in private, they still reflect es 
tablishment values, And right now, the 
tablishment says smoking marijuana is 
not only against the law, it's harmful 
nd it’s wrong.” It may be one of the 
ironic anomalies of culture lag that such 
moral and legal censure is no longer 
meted out to those decent, law-evading 
citizens who care to experiment with 

sexual consciousness ex pansion. 
Apart from the obvious attractions of 
erotic adventuring, says Dr. Simon, 
ny of the people who go to these 


“We should have barricaded ourselves in the cafeteria 
instead of the administration building! I'm starved!” 


These are people to whom society is not 
yet prepared to accord the upper-middle- 
class status they aspire to and identify 
with. They're not big in the communi- 
ty; they're not big in politics nor even 
on the job. Swinging becomes one means 
to act out their frustrations; they feel it’s 
n intense experience and that they're 
doing something that's significant. It's 
kind of an overcompensation for what 
they subconsciously feel is really ап act 
of deviance.” 

Considering the persistence of this re- 
sidual guilt, most experienced. swingers 
show an almost cavalier disregard for the 
possibility of discovery and arrest for 
violation of such statutes as those de- 
fining cunnilingus and fellatio—both 
common activities at swinging parties — 
as crimes punishable with severe prison 
sentences. The uneasiness of initiates is 
assuaged when they learn that swinger 
parties are very seldom raided, even 
when the police know what's going on. 

“The reason they never bust the swap- 
pers is because the court has to prove 
that there was a conspiracy to commit 
immoral acts.” explains Harold Neben- 
zal, the coproducer of All the Loving 
Couples, who conducted extensive re- 
search on his own. “They cannot prove 
that. The people attending the party 
could very well say: ‘We met to play 
bridge. We didn’t meet here to exchange 
wives” In many states, fornication and 
adultery per se are not illegal activities; 
the authorities have to prove that they're 
ried on ‘openly and notoriously.’ This 


is sufficient to 
impossible.” 

Still, nagging fears persist among many 
swappers, even though they know that 
these laws, and others pertaining to 
“lasciviousness” and “corrupting mor- 
als,” are rarely enforced. What they are 
doing may not be strictly illegal, but 
it isn’t quite legal, either. They occasion- 
ally hear reports of undercover activity 
such as the recent raid on a Hollywood 
apartment where a dozen swingers were 
one of the participants had u 
gly picked up a female vice-squa 
officer on the Sunset Strip and taken her 
to the party. But even in this case, the 
charges were eventually dismissed for lack 
of evidence. 

Two years ago, in an address before 
the Sherman Oaks Chamber of Com- 
merce. Sergeant Noi n Dracger of the 
Van Nuys vice squad warned community 
leaders about the sex orgics, lewd movies 
and wife swapping he alleged were ru 
g rampan: Iside homes overloo! 
ing the San Fernando Valley. Several 
concerned citizens vowed to organize 
vigilante groups to flush out the sinners, 
but no serious action ever materialized. 
Perhaps the involvement of off-duty 
vice-squad officers as enthusiastic partici- 
panis in many wife-swapping parties ac- 
counts for the absence of even token 
issment in most communities. 

Periodic attempts at exposés by crusad- 
ing newspapers have also been fruitless. 
The Newhall Signal, a thrice-weekly sub- 
urban paper published just north of the 
San Fernando Valley, recently assigned 


ake prosecution virtually 
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one of its reporters to infiltrate the par- 
ties known to proliferate among those 
living in lower-middle-class housing devel- 
opments in the unincorporated neighbor- 
ing community of Saugus. The reporter 
was unable to gather enough solid facts 
to substantiate such activity: but before 
abandoning the crusade, the Signal satis- 
fiel its mandate by printing several 
insinuating items in an cditorial-page 
gossip column, “Rumor Department.” 
one of them read. “An unusually reliable 
source reports that а wileswapping club 


ners are chosen simply by drawin 
You'd think the least they could do 
more creative.” 

Editor John Newhall received ап an- 
gry letter signed by several Saugus resi- 
dents soon after the item appeared. 
“They demanded one of two things. 
recalls. “Either we fire the column 
we print the names of the people ir 
volved. They admitted there were people 
engaged in wife swapping. but they 
didn't want everybody in the tract to be 
implica 

Increasingly concemed about infilt 
tors, swappers have begun to voice 
good deal of skepticism and suspicion 
about the clas adve 
underground newspapers and swapping 
ines—the very outlets that provided 
most of them with their first group-sex 
contacts. "You don't know who they are,” 
says an articulate spokesman, lately wary 
of opporunists. "It could be a setup. 
"They could be blackmailers. Or vice cops. 


Ог postal inspectors. We don't want to 
put ourselves in a vulnerable position. 
We've become more selective as well as 
intelligent. Most of the people are also 
hip on hygiene, so that’s the least of our 
worries. 

One notable exception occurred after 
a party last year, when one of the partici 
nts discovered that he had contracted 
а dose of syphilis: Within 24 hours, every- 
one in attendance had been contacted 
and assembled in the ofice of a West 
Hollywood general practitioner, who ad- 
ministered penicillin shots and tablets. 
The atmosphere in his waiting room 
resembled that of a class reunion, Natu- 
rally, the doctor was also a swinger. 

The communal aspects of swappers’ 
sexual behavior seem to have solidified 
many of the participating couples into a 
remarkably close-knit relationship. Un- 
like gle swingers, they tend to be as 
clannish as the American Legion and as 
loyal to one another as a maftoso family. 
Politically, a majority of them embrace 
the conservative wing of the Republican 
Party (psychologists explain that swap- 
ping often reflects an overcompensation 
for the puritanical restrai posed by 
the up-tight environment in which such 
people arc raised), апа Negroes 
most always excluded from thei 
s. But most disparities in income and 
us are characteristically for- 
gotten—ample evidence t x in these 
circles is the great equalizer. “It’s hard to 
be a snob when you're b assed,” one 
of them admits. 

I's also hard to re 


unger to 


“Boy, for the Now Generation, you're 


sure full of а lot of ‘Nol nows. . . . 


the people you party with, The private 
lives of the swappers, fact, often be- 
come intricately interwoven with those 
they enjoy carnally. Groceries are pur- 
chased from swinging supermarket ow 
ers, accident policies from swinging 
insurance salesmen, cars from swinging 
automobile dealers. One woman who re 
cently serviced а tire salesman at а sw: 
party appeared several days later at his 
garage to 
ars. He was more than happy to ac- 
commodate her—at wholesale prices. 
Like dedicated Gray Ladies, swappers 
visit even comparatively unfamiliar bed- 
mates recuperating in hospitals. They 
baby-sit with one another's children, lend 
money to kindred souls with no questions 
та when they leave the city on 
п trips, they know they'll be able 
to visit tola rs functioning as 
active parti the underground 
netwo 
Several months ago, a London-based 
professor and his wife made extraordi- 
nary use of that extensive grapevine—co- 
ordinating a lecture tour of various 
American medical schools with a swing- 
ing tour involving likeminded couples 
—lrom coast to coast and back again. 
Midway through their 26-stop ju 
they were entertained like visiting roy 
ty at a San Fernando Valley party at- 
tended by some 50 swappers, all of whom 
were enthralled by the professor's reports 
of burgeoning group activity from San 
Francisco to Cape Kennedy. “One of the 
couples we stayed with were already tak 
ing bets about who would be the first 
ppers in outer space.” he told them. 
His hosts in Los Angeles were a San 
Fernando Valley couple who had ac 
cumulated a collated list of 1800 swingers" 
names, broken down according to sexual 
preference, geographic locale, physical 
characteristics, age and occupation 
treasuretrove of information stored 
phabetically in а locked filing cabinet. 
Many of the festivities that take place at 
ies organized by this enterprising 
pair—and by other swinging hosts—are 
depicted їп extenso in All the Loving 
Couples. The provocative script—o: 
which the Valley couple served as un- 
official “technical advisors" —chronicles 
in color an overnight. 12-hour marathon 
ong four swapping couples. three of 
enced weekend partygoers, 
the newcomers undergoing ап unforget- 
ble introduction to the scene. But there 


quire five new tubeless Good- 


are signilicant diflerences between Loving 
Couples and its proge 


jors—the more 
blatant sexploitation films. 

The cight participants epitomize mid- 
dle-class America. They discuss little 
league trophies and recipes for Dutch 
chocolate cake as avidly as they describe 
their respective sexual lusts. Before 
proceeding to the inevitable—and pro- 
longed—seduction scenes, which occur in 
bedrooms, in a swimming pool and on 
the living-room couch of a WASPishly 
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comfortable, pine-paneled home, they 
rail about the A. C. L. U., the John Birch 
Society, local police and whether the 
Supreme Court decision quashing praycrs 
in public schools was Communistically 
inspired. 

Revealing the kind of ambivalent 
mood, manners and mores that character- 
ize many real-life swinging situations, one 
of the impatient husbands finally bellows: 
"When do we get laid?" 

"Well, you don't have to be crude,” 
reproaches one of the wives, while the 
others greet this boorish remark with 
humiliating stares. 

"What I like about swinging," says 
another character, finally changing out 
of her strcet clothes in the powder room, 
“is that no thought processes are going 
on.” 

Leo Gordon offers a ready explanation 
for this shroud of mindlessness that hovers 
over numerous swinging affairs. “When 
you're popping your nuts, you can't very 
well be thinking about whether Mayor 
Yorty is going to run again,” he declares. 
"Its a sublimation and a moment of 


escape that happens in times of stress. 
A 


id we are living in a stressful society. 
ice are the days in the bunker in 
Berlin, for Chrissakes. This is the blitz in 
England. The bombs are dropping. Let's 
do something. Let's fuck." 

"The Lesbian scenes in this film, while 
hardly comparable with the denouement 
in The Killing of Sister George, do 
reflect some of the corollary aspects of 
many swinging parties. Though male 
homosexuality is almost unknown, it is 
not unusual to be confronted with wom- 
en kissing each other's breasts or genitals. 

“I once saw a guy making it with a 
broad who took his wife's hands and put 
them on the broad's breasts," Gordon re- 
ports, “Nobody complained. A woman has 
much more latitude in her approach to 
sex, anyway. She'll do any goddamn thing 
as long as she has a reason. Most of them, 
after they overcome their initial shyness, 
turn out to be incredible exhibitionists.” 

That may be an exaggeration, but the 
average woman, according to many soci- 
ologists, deports herself in group sexual 
situations in a manner approximating 
her attitudes in contemporary culture. 
Not only does she dress exhibitionis- 
tically, they feel, but she undresses the 
same way as well; in either case, her 
behavior is often compulsive. Women 
will occasionally arrive with suitcases 
and slip into provocative bedwear for 
everyone to ogle. Costume masquerades 
are also common. In their constant 
search for novelty, swappers may dress 
up as children, ог as doctors and nurses, 
before getting down to the business at 
hand. 

“These men and women are crying in 
the night, trying to say ‘Love me,'” says 
a disenchanted observer. “They're all 
looking for something, but they never 
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quite find it. They're kind of sad, in 
their way." 

‘All this smacks of infantilism, reliving 
their childhood,” explains Dr. Grubbs, 
whose patients include a significant num- 
ber of swappers. “The swapping parties 
actually remind me very much of being 
a little kid and playing naughty in the 
bedroom with the kids from down the 
strect and running the risk of getting 
caught by the parents, who I suppose are 
represented by the police when you're an 
adult. They are tantalized about doing 
something wrong and forbidden.” 

More complex games are played at an 
increasing number of night clubs de- 
signed to convene and catalyze swinging 
couples, both married and single. The 
logical extension of classified “personal” 
ads, they enable swingers to widen their 
circle of "friends" beyond the neighbor- 
hood grapevine—and to mect one 
other face to face, rather tl aste time 
corresponding or risk sending provoca- 
tive Polaroid photographs through the 
mails. 

The West Coast prototype for this 
new phenomenon is The Swing, an aptly 
named establishment located across the 
street from a fashionable restaurant, The 
Tail o' the Cock, in the otherwise sedate 
San Fernando Valley community of Stu- 
dio City. When they were devising a 
name for their new club, owners Joyce 
and Greg McClure were sorely tempted 
to christen it The Head o' the Cock—a 
bit of japery that might have appealed 
to their dientele but certainly would have 
irritated the local sheriff's department. 

The McClures were not deterred by 
the dozen other night spots that had 
previously failed on the same Ventura 
Boulevard premises. Based оп their ex- 
tensive experience in the field, they were 
able to accumulate a sizable and selective 
mailing list. The hundreds of printed 
formal invitations heralding the club's 
opening in April 1966 more closely re- 
sembled wedding announcements, “All 
the swinging people will be there if you 
come,” the invitations promised, in the 
double-entendre argot of the erotic un- 
derground. 

Three consecutive opening nights, 

h of them attended by a different 
group of 200 swingers, were necessary to 
accommodate the huge demand. “It was 
a strange feeling, like belonging to the 
Elks or the Masons,” recalls one of the 
celebrants, “like strangers walking into a 
convention hall in an alien city and 
suddenly acting like it was old home 
week, because they all had the same 
secret handshake 

Three years later, the consanguinity 
that marked those first giddy nights still 
prevails. From the time one enters the 
dimly lit club, pausing to observe him- 
self in a Coney Island fun-house mirror 
that makes even the chunkiest swinger 
appear sveltcly slender, an insinuating 


222 mood dominates the proceedings. lis 


pulse is а heavy-Leated, hard-rock quar- 
tet wailing beneath an outsized Charlie 
Brown poster emblazoned with the 
legend: HAPPINESS 15 PEACE AND LOVE 
THROUGHOUT THE WORLD. 

Whether attending — getacquainted 
night on Wednesdays or the hard-nosed 
bartering on Fridays and Saturdays, it's 
important to know how to maneuver at 
"The Swing. Experienced swingers usu. 
sip their first drink at the ba 
the well-filled turtlenecks, miniskirts and 
vinyl boots parading by, like hunters 
staking out and sizing up their prey. 

From this vantage point, they can ob- 
serve the interplay between couples 
ed in semicircular booths, their 
bathed by candlelight, some talking and 
ing, others voraciously kissing and 
ng their companions. Such overt 
customarily serve as an invitation 
to join the smitten strangers and engage 
them in conversation. Certain key ques- 
tions inevitably reveal the interlopers’ 
intentions and proclivities. 

“Do you come here often?" the knowl- 

able team might ask, idly twirling 
their swizzle sticks. 

“Oh, yes, we come here every Saturday 
night.” 

Have you been to any of the par- 
ties?” 

А gauche response—such as “What 
parties?” —usually halts the conversation 
abruptly. Hard-core swingers have little 
patience with tourists. 

Lately, a good opening gambit begins 
with the female admiring a likely st 
gers love beads and inqui 
tively as she strokes them: 
swinger?” Bluntness is de rigueur. ‘The 
anticipated affirmation will prompt more 
penetrating questions like: “Do you dig 
everybody in one room or do you like 
the private scene, where everybody splits 
and goes into separate rooms?” 

Even the McClures, who patrol the 
room like chaperones at a college er, 

nuy smiling as they introduce prospec- 
е partners, are occasionally amazed by 
some of the candor audible from the 
booths and tables. “The openness of the 
conversation is remarkable," Greg admits. 
"They talk about balling and screwing 
in such a casual manner 

But their own expertise in the field en- 
ables both McClures to appreciate their 
clientele’s frank pursuit of pleasure. 
Though they're privy to the times and 
locations of various swinging parties, the 
McClures make a practice of keeping 
such information to themselves. “We are 
completely legal in everything we do,” 
Greg declares, “We don't even have a 
picture of a nude woman in the club. 
We think we have something that some 
people might take exception to, so we'd 
better run it real straight, even though 1 
feel that what people do after they leave 
here is fine. If it's not hurting anybody, 
why not do it?” 

The substanti 


1 proportion of swing- 


ers from high-income — brackets—at 
least in Los Angeles—inspires Leo Gor- 
don's  even-peoplewho-have-everything- 
use-Listerine theory. "Like Onassis, we 


gradually acquire every goddamn thing 
that money can buy,” he expla "The 
color-television set might ve three 


months of payments outstanding, but 
we've still got it. Same way with the car. 
How many material things can one per- 
son collect? How many meals can he eat? 
The only thing left is other people. So 
we start looking for things we can’t get 
by saying "Here's ten dollars. I want it" 
Swinging is especially attractive. because 
you can't buy it 

Like art collectors, swingers also tend 
to become almost dilettantish in their 
selectivity. They have no interest in balky 
newcomers; and those with long 
granny glasses or Russian peas 

ly repudiated, along with those 
crass outsiders who pay money to savor 
the pleasures that swappers believe are 
beyond bidding. 

This is not to say that swingers arc 
unwilling to invest a few dollars in the 
pursuance of their pastime. In the Los 
Angeles area alone, quite арап from 
‘The Swing, more th 


$25 initiation fee. plus $5 monthly dues 
re admitted free), for leads to 
ike-minded members of the opposite— 
and sometimes the same—gender. Among 
the sex societies in and around L. A.: 
The Local Swinger, The In-Crowd, The 
ibles, The Exchange, The Group, 
-A-Date Tonight and the best- 
organized of the lot, The Utopians, which 
boasts a membership of some 1200 swap- 
ping couples and. 1800 swinging singles, 
male and female, who preach as well as 
practice the club's winking motto: "Let's 
keep in touch." In addition to a tele- 
phone introduction service, each member 
is furnished with the ultimate in sign 
iguage—triangular-shaped bumper 
stickers whose arrangement of yellow 
borders designates a icular category. 

“Thank you for calling The Utopians,’ 
says John Adams, the bearded entrepre- 
neur whose voice purrs gently into the 
receiver. "May I help you?" His two- 
tdephone command post is the back 
room of a storefront office in West Holly- 
wood decorated with a nude canvas 
ed by one of the organization's membe 
The Rubensesque figure is a compo: 
the face of the artist's wife and the body 
of his mistress. Behind a makeshift ply- 
wood desk hang studio greeting cards 
from several of Adams’ eminently satis- 
fied female customers. One of them reads: 
“1 don't always think about sex. Once I 
thought about overthrowing the Govern- 
An adjacent reproduction of an 
Early American sampler, fashioned out 
of cardboard, pleads; HELP ME MEET MY 
SEDUCTION QUOTA. 

“Yes, this is C-44,” replies the caller on 
the other end, identifying himself with 
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the coded number assigned when he 
joined the club. “I just saw one of our 
emblems on a car—number B-6. А good- 
looking chick was driving. What can you 
tell me about her?’ 
"Hold on." says 


Adams, flipping 


through a commodious card file. 
“Her first name is Colleen. She's 
twenty-four,” Adams begins, dispassion- 


ately reciting the vital statistics belonging 
to the girl in the car. “Five feet. four 
inches. A hundred and twenty-eight 


pounds. Black hair. Brown eyes. She will 
go with a Negro man if necessary. Will 
not trio. Will not go with a gay girl. She 
ves out. by the beach." 
"Sounds great,” exclaims C44. 

ine, PIL have her call you if she's 
interested," Adams replies, observing his 
policy of withholding female telephone 
numbers to accommodate local statutes. 
"It will probably be around seven 


o'clock. She gets home from work at six 


and ГЇЇ get in touch with her the: 


“I'm alo looking for Scandi 
girls" C44 persists. "Do you have 
on file?" 

"Yes I Adams replies. 


"But she won't be back until next month. 
She's gone to Norway on vacation. In the 
meantime, Colleen should do finc. My 
other phone is ringing. Talk to you 
later." 

Since launching operations as 
organizer а year ago (his club. w: 
nally known as The Registry), Ada 
logged an average of 1400 membership 
nquiries each month, in addition to the 
incounted phone conversations in which 
he parallels the matchmaking propensities 
of Dolly Levi or Polly Adler their 
prime. And business is expanding. Once 
п unheralded baritone in road-comp: 
productions of shows such as The King 
and 1, Adams has already sold Utopian 
franchises at $1000 apiece to operatives 

the Los Angeles suburbs of Long 
Beach, Orange County and Van Nuys, as 
well as in San Diego, the San Gabriel 
Valley and Austin, Te: 

A large-hipped, button-nosed insur- 
ance-claims investigator who dabbles 
abstract painting and charcoal cookery, 
Colleen clearly illustrates the opportun 


had attended swinging ра 
every weekend since joining The Regi 
try four months before. Among her сап 
est contacts was Fred, a land developer 


asked 
rcat- 
nee, "lt was 


ing their first joint. appe: 
my first real big party, about 20 couples 
in a home in Inglewood. I told Fred 1 
wasn't going to swing that night. Guys 
kept coming over to me and asking 
whether Id like to go into the other 
room. I kept saying no. It was the wrong 
time of the month. Finally, 1 noticed 


224 my date go into one of the bedrooms. 


Watching other people enjoy themselves 
seemed like a very exciting idea. All of 


a sudden, I decided to participate, Fred 
was nowhere around. so 1 went into 
another bedroom with a guy I had been 


There was already another 
couple busy on the bed. We joined them, 
Afterward, we said "Hi." The guy I was 
with wanted to swing with the other girl, 
so they did—and 1 swung with the other 
guy. The exchange worked out fine. 
"When it was all over. I told them 
that I still hadn't swung with my date 
and that I thought 1 should. They all 


talking to. 


laughed. My date finally took me into 
another room. When we started 8 
love together. he turned me on to a 


point where Td never been turned on 
before. 1 can't quite describe the sen: 
tion. Later on. Fred told me there had 
been another couple waiting next to us 
turn on the bed and that they'd 
just given up and left. For us, it 
lasted a good hour or so, at least, I 
dnt bother to count the number of 
ms. Most women don't like to admit 
it. but actually they're more sensitive 
when they're menstruating 

Alter Adams called to give Colleen the 
phone number of CMH, she phoned him. 
up and asked a series of questions she'd 
devised for every Utopian referral. what- 
ever race. creed ог code number. “I 
usually can tell а lot from the way a guy 
ks on the telephone,” she told C-44. 
“I want to know how old you are, how 
tall vou are and your occupation." He 
told her. She also found out where he 
lived, the nature of his job and whether 
he was "happy," before getting to the 
most salient question. 

"Fm looking for a husba 
admitted. "I have no qualms 
vertising that. 1 tell some guys my inten- 
Ik to them. That 
eliminates most of my callers. They do 
call me back anymore. I do that purpose- 
ly. If the guy is insecure, he's going to 
run from reality. 

Nonplused, C44 agreed to meet her 
the following day. But the chemisuy 

Colleen had anticipated failed to mate 
rialize during a rather perfunctory lunch- 
eon, and C44 went back to his pursuit 
of Scandinavian swingers. “I enjoy sex," 
Colleen later confided. “But if a man 
doesn't have anything to say or il he's 

sting, I'm not going to swing 
So many guys join The Ri 
wry with stars in thei ike, they're 
going to meet Brigitte Bardot: they're 
nd they're going to 
get so much sex they won't know what to 
do with it, I expect to be treated like a 
lady and I demand it, so I get it. Most 
guys tell me they were thinking of drop- 
ping out until they talked to me and I 
gave them new hope. Sometimes 1 feel 
like Billy Graham,” 

Or Шу active nights, when she's 
in u id her four-year-old daugh- 
ter gone to sleep, she impulsively 


tions when I first 


invites callers to her second-story apart- 
ment, scheduli them at 45-minute 
tervals. "Sex is just like cooking,” she tells 
them. “Each thing you prepare and serve 
should have a different taste. It can get 
pretty bland if it all tastes the same.” 

Colleen's social contacts—unlike those 
of most unattached girls her age—aren't 
limited to the group she meets at work. 
“Being a woman and swinging, you can 
write your own ticket,” she continues. 
“You can have everything you want. It 
different when 1 was younger. I wi 
ready pregnant when 1 got married. 
Now I have my choice of a fantastic 
range of те curious about a lot of 
the men I meet. I like to find out what 
they're like in bed.” 

At another time in history, Colleen 
might е been stoned to death for advo- 
cating, such irreverent views. And сусп 
ority of citizens would 
condone her prodigious appetite. But she 
doesn't care. "When a woman swings, 

olleen mainta “she blossoms. Inhibi 
appear. You're more 
ive and more responsive in sex 
You feel things differently. Is act 
doing away with the double standard, 
which I am absolutely opposed to. When 
you're able to enjoy these sexual experi- 
ences without love and without marriage, 
you actually find out the tue basis for 
love." 

Surprisingly, two marriages have al- 
ready resulted from contacts made 
through The Utopians. Not surprisingly, 
the newlyweds now swing as couples. A 
recent holiday season inspired another 
pair of newlyweds to send а membership 
to their neighbors as a Christmas gift. 

Included. in the membership package, 
besides an identification card and а 
bumper sticker, is free adverti 
Swing Modem, a monthly 
self-proclaimed the "Swingers 
Publication." Eight ра 
and nude photographs de 
qualifications and desires of 
couples and singles highlighted the first 
issue of its carlier incarnation, National 
Registry. Some typical copy read: 


Beautiful A. D.C. girl 
hear from couples and si 
¢ young and very 


w 


s to 
ple girls 
attractive. 


nd happy . - 
girls or couples. 
Photo appreciated. 


For added enjoyment, Adams! readers 
were encouraged to purchase nude photo- 
graphs of groups and singles in action, 
color mitionpicture films, Lesbian 
adorned playing cards, “sex body lotio 
and laminated-plastic cards establishing 
membership in the fictitious Swap-A- 
Wile Club, Inc, The Utopians also spon- 
sors gatherings at two swingers-only night 


clubs in the L- A. ihe Cougar Room 
and ‘The Catacombs. 
Adams" ter in this burgeoning 
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226 we follow society's rules. If couples 


“Of course ГЇЇ marry you, Harold. . . . 
1 thought you'd never ask.” 


enterprise—and among the most opulent 
nudes on view in his swingers’ guide— 
is none other than Mrs, Adams, an аг 
e blonde in her mid-20s. 

m very much in love with him,” she 
confesses, “зо much so that when I'm 
ing. I want somcone who has a 
lar technique to his, because T enjoy 
him so much. We've been married eight 
s and. have two children of our own 
who seem very happy. They'll probably 
be swingers when they grow up. All our 
ear-old and our three-year-old know 


now is that swingers are people who love 
children. 
Clubs like The Utopians, Adams feels, 


are of inestimable value as a medium of. 
sex education. "Society has told a woman 
from the time she was a little child not 
to go to bed with a man unless she's 
married to him or deeply in love with 
him," he asserts. "Most women, there- 
fore, have been repressing natural urges 
nd desires since they have physically 
matured. Then, all of a sudden, the 
woman is married. The first thing society 
says is. ‘It's ОК now. Hop into bed and 
screw your head off.’ But she often can’t. 
She's up tight and therefore frigid. 

"Is the same way for a lot of young 
men. Despite his sexual inexperience, а 
boy gets married and goes to bed with 
his wife—and it's over with just like 
that because of premature ejaculation or 
impotence induced by fear. We throw 
married people into bed together with 
absolutely no experience whatsoever, if 


a variety and а frequency of experience 
with intercourse beforehand, many of 
the basic problems that afflict most new 
marriages could be avoided.” 

A series of swinging weekend boat 
excursions, culminating next October 
with an I 1-day sailing trip to the Lee- 
ward Islands in the West Indies, will 


presumably provide limitless opportuni- 
ties to indoctrinate new converts with 
the Adams philosophy. He hopes to 


carry 70 swinging couples on board a 
192-foot schooner at a $700-per-person 
tariff that will include round-trip air 
fare from Los Angeles, ample amounts 
of duty-free Scotch and all the sex 
they can handle. But the Adamses nor- 
mally prefer a more intimate sw: 
ing scene to such massive gatherings, 
lot of people like to have a big orgy on 
the living-room floor,” says Mrs. Adams, 
“It stimulates them, I guess. But it makes 
me feel self-conscious. 

Escalating numbers of uninhibited 
young men and women across the coun- 
try feel differently about it. “Until a year 
ago, I didn't even know what an orgy 
was, really,” admits Jane, a 20-year-old 
brunette who works as a parttime bank 
teller. “I'd always heard about them, but 
I'd never seen one. 1 wondered whether 
attending an orgy meant being involved 
simultancously with two or three other 
people or whether it meant taking on a 
number of people one at a time. 1 was 
totally unprepared for my first one. 1 
went to this party solely to meet and talk 
with a friend. So I had no anticipation, 


no expectations. Then I found myself iri 
the middle of it all. 

“My sexual relationship with my hus- 
band was not what it should have been. 
I hadn't slept with him for about a 
month. I was very horny, which made it 
а lot easier to participate. That was a 
catalyst once I got there, once people 
started coming on with me physically 
and verbally. Then Т had a few pulls 
from a joint that had been cured with 
Kahláa, and later a little liquor. A drink 
nybody's inhibitions They 
weren't a bunch of pretty people, which 
surprised me; à motley assortment. 
But they all seemed to be so open 
healthy about everything. They had their 
hang-ups—like some of them 
only oral sex—but they di it 
bother them. If you didn't want to par- 
ticipate, fine. Two or three women want- 
ed to make it with me. I reacted by 
expecting my friend to protect me, but 
he didn't. And then it dawned on me: 
‘If I'm old enough to be here by myself, 
that certainly means I should be able to 
take care of myself.” 

“There was no motivation needed to 
become involved in the orgy. It just sort 
of happened. It was like, all of a sudden, 
Em dancing with some guy and we're 
more or les undressing cach other. It 
was totally spontaneous. I don't even 
remember the music. The next thing I 
knew, I was walking into the bedroom. 
There were, like, ten people on the bed 
and the floor, each one involved with the 
two people next to him, They would all 
trade off when they were finished, like a 
round robin. 

Tt was so completely new to me. ГА 
never been а part of anything like that 
before. I could never have imagined my- 
self doing anything like that. Previously, 
all my relationships were with one man 
at a time. I slept with three men that 
night. There was no embarrassment. 
When you're balling somebody and half 
a dozen people are balling simultaneously, 
you sort of lose your qualms. When 1 
was driving away three or four hours 
later, I was concerned about getting 
home and my husband wondering where 
I was. When I told him about it, he was 
really interested.” 

For orgy pcople like Jane, there are no 
membership fees or dues nor any need 
to Tun provocative classifieds. The card- 
board identification tags used on get- 
acquainted nights at swinging night clubs 
are also absent. Brief first-name intro- 
ductions are more than sufficient. Fur- 
thermore, there are none of the sticky 
preliminaries observed by other groups, 
no game playing, no shallow romancing. 


According to insiders, tuned-in individu- 
als can choose from upwards of 200 orgies 


each night in Los Angeles alone, whether 
it be Saint Swithin's Day or New Year's 
Eve. A loose-knit telephone network re- 
lays the news of times and places for 
these word-of-mouth aff: 


‘Women like Jane dress for the occasion 
as simply as possible, usually in little 
more than shoes and a dress, eschewing 
encumbering undergarments. They fre- 
quently arrive alone and, when they feel 
surfeited, leave by themselves. 

“That's a lot better than sitting home 
watching Johnny Carson,” comments 
Jack Margolis, a Hollywood comedy writ- 
er who knows the scene. “Many of these 
people's lives are barren and uncreative. 
"They have nothing happening and they 
like to ball, so they go to the orgies. 
Everybody likes to fuck. Today, it's in- 
creasingly acceptable.” 

With the list of orgygoers he has accu- 
mulated through the years, a local tele- 
phoneadvertisimg salesman named Mel 
Chesner could easily cast an epic bed- 
room sequence in the best De Millean 
tradition. As the city's king of swing in 
the orgy department, he is respected for 
his uncanny ability to find sumptuous 
homes for his bacchanals and the right 
kind of extroverts to populate them. 

One of his recent affairs was held at a 
three-bedroom "Tudor home in Benedict 
Canyon, just a couple of winding drive- 
ways above the Beverly Hills Hotel. It 
was called for the customary hour of 11 
P.M., after guests had dined or attended 
straight parties of their own. New arriv- 
als were almost immediately assimilated 
into the languid ambiance—low living- 
room lighting, soft music, perfunctory 


conversation and the euphoric aroma of 
pot. Chesner had specified in advance 
that this would be a "head" party, a good 
omen for those who believe that mari 
juana intensifies the sexual experience. 
A couple on the couch was busily 
engaged in preliminary manipulations. A 
miniskirted blonde named Candy, known 
for her hearty homosexual appetite, 
weaved back and forth ncar the fireplac 
dancing in tandem with her elongated 
shadow projected on the wall. Arms held 
aloft Zorba style, she was soon joined 
from behind by another blonde, who 
clasped her hands around Candy's waist. 
It gradually became apparent that few 
newcomers would be in attendance, a 
fact that dismayed several of the regulars 
eager for variety, Clearly, however, no- 
body would be hesitant about retiring to 
the bedrooms. In the past, Chesner had 
occasionally been obliged to circulate 
among a reluctant gathering, wearing 
nothing more than a red terrycloth shav- 
ing towel around his waist. merely to get 
things going. A self-conscious group of 
neophytes at another recent party decid- 
ed to change into bed sheets before pro- 
ceeding. Then they nervously assembled 
in the living room, waiting for somebody 
to break the ice. 
Well, what's everyone waiting for?" a 
woman finally exclaimed, unraveling her- 
self from a sheet. "Let's go!” In moments, 
the pile of sheets on the carpet resembled 


Monday morning at a Chinese laundry. 

“Have you seen the rest of the house: 
a bearded enthusiast was now asking one 
of the girls at the Benedict Canyon orgy. 
She responded to this roundabout invita- 
tion by taking his hand and leading the 
way. Already, half a dozen couples were 
thrashing away on three king-sized mat- 
tresses arranged side by side on the floor 
of a bedroom. Various angles of a 
lengthening daisy chain could be seen in 
the flickering candlelight reflected by the 
plate-glass mirrors covering the four 
walls and ceiling. Participants walked 
nd out of the room in various stages of 
undress, One gentleman had just finished 
with a slender girl. He was immediately 
replaced by another fellow lying next to 
them, 

Surrounding this mound of writhing 
bodies was a circle of fully dressed ob- 
servers, some of them hunkering, some 
prone, with hands supporting their heads, 
сус» transfixed, as they casually passed 
ound joints of grass. Like bleacherites 
at Yankee Stadium, they often whispered 
approval of the participants technique 
or speculated on the next development 
One of them murmured that he was 
periencing a strange sensation of omnis- 
cience, a godlike quality, a sense of power 

“How about a little audience partici- 
pation, you Peeping Toms,” suggested a 
man on one of the mattresses, as he 
climbed off his female companion, “before 
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you have an optical climax," His 
Taillery, ав well as his performance, in- 
spired numerous clucks of appreciation 
—and a couple of takers. They were 
soon joined by drifters from the living 
room and several late arrivals. The final 
vision of two dozen people heaving on 
the mattresses—beheld by a few fascinat- 
ed holdouts—resembled a cross between 
a purple passage from an Olympia Press 
reader and a goal-line stand between the 
Colts and the Jets. 

“It's perfectly natural to want to watch 
other humans screwing,” says Dr. Tom 
Grubbs of this unabashed voyeurism. “It’s 
a throwback to our childhood. when we 
wished to join Mother and Father when 
they were doing this very intimate thing. 
We were loved by them and we wanted 
to be a part of all of their life. When 
they went into the bedroom, closed the 
door and got into bed, we were excluded, 
even though we wanted to view Mother 
nd Father copulating and be a part of 
it. Men who a 
to be accepted, in a similar manner, into 
the orgy scene. There's also an element 
of exhibitionism here, too, in this group 
sexual activity, of being seen, of being 
cepted by those viewing, and thereby 
having one’s sexuality accepted.” 

Experienced male swingers like Margo- 
lis have long since learned to pace them- 
selves in such a situation. Presumably, 
their only limitations are those of dura- 
bility. “The most important thing is to 
have a good partner who'll let you relix 
and enjoy yourself,” says one of the orgy 
girls. “This is more difficult for a man. 
He has to take the initiative and is 
expected to perform well with sevei 
women. A man cannot fake something 
like that, whereas a woman са! 

"This constant pressure to perform pro- 
digiously both in the orgy and in the 
swapping environment can create psycho- 
sexual problems for some male 
pants. "For many men,” Dr. 
explains, ging tends not to produce 
joyous free sexuality but very compul- 
sive, very constrained sexuality in which 
the ability to stay hard becomes almost 
an end in itself. They get so hot that i 
е process of vascularization, it comes to 
such a point that they can’t have an 
orgasm even if they want to, and there- 
fore they feel inadequate. They're so 
concerned with displaying cgo-gratifying 
competence that they've forgotten how 
to enjoy ‘it, There is something very 


c chronic voyeurs want 


Simon 


frightening about that." 
Some of those frequently exposed to 


orgies also become disillusioned by the 
impersonal nature of what takes place. 
Jane, the bank teller, resisted attending 
the New Year's Eve orgy to which she 
invited, preferring to spend a quiet 
evening at home. 

“The last couple of times, I went only 
because I got a free dinner,” she admits. 
“It’s not as stimulating now as it was at 


22g first. Many of the same people present at 


my first orgy recently reappeared a усаг 
later at another one. After talking to 
them for a wh I realized they were, 
hout doubt, intellectually the dumb- 
est human beings I've ever encountered. 
Now I'm only sort of haphazardly in- 
volved in the scene.” 
imon suggests a likely reason for 
ion. "As you move into 
the orgy scene, it becomes increasingly 
imperative to talk," he says. "You have 
to explain yourself and what you want 
to happen or else you wind up being a 
dumb actor in a charade that no one is 
running, which leaves most people feel- 
ing terribly frustrated. Because of that 
feeling, large numbers of people are 
walking away from the swinging scene." 

His observations after talking to or- 
giasts on Fire Island last summer crystal- 
lized Dr. Simon's thinking. "How banal 
and immensely dull the conversations 
were,” he recalls, "and how typical all 
the parties. Its an amazingly limited 
exchange of cards of identity—'I like 
this, you like that, let's screw’ Either 
these people are very simple-minded or 
the aspects of themselves that they are 
prepared to reveal are extremely limited.” 

Many of those who've tried it, how- 
ever, don't knock it. The hoary Holly- 
wood cliché that held that one could 
attend а different orgy each night for a 
month and never sce the same pcople 
can now be authenticated—at least in 
Los Angeles. 

Many well-known celebrities devote as 
вц time to orgies аз they do to movie- 
making, political campaigning and 
ing КИБЕТ УНО ш. Among 
the more prominent adherents are a pop- 
ular Negro singer, а millionaire business- 
man and his wife, a couple that headlines 
in Las Vegas cafés and the star of a cur- 
rent television series and his actress wil 

While still in her tee tress Mia 
Farrow already had become interested in 
the scene. “For my education, Salvador 
Dali took me to a number of orgies,” she 
reports. "He presided over them. These 
strange, erotic people like someone pre 
sidi: kind of watching. He had this 
cane and conducted a great symphony of 
these people sort of all over the place. I 
would wear my long white dress, like 
something that just arrived from heaven. 
This added an ingredient that was even 
more crotic, and everybody sensed it. 
would just stand there and watch these 
sex orgies, people making love. All kinds 
of people. All kinds of sexes. They were 
all deeply absorbed in themselves. I had 
а strange feeling they were performing, 
like a ballet.” 

“If you know your way around today, 
Margolis ecstatically enthuses, "you can 
get laid every single night. It's the new 
morality. Girls take pills. It’s OK to make 
love. И you don't, there's something 
wrong with you. Who knows, before 
long, swinging might be as popular as 
achio nuts. 


А соз section of more objective 
thought produces a less emotional evalu- 
ation of how long the swinging pendu- 
lum may stay in motion. "Societies tend 
to generate all kinds of innovative be- 
havior, notes Dr. Simon. "The social 
scientist's problem is to distinguish which 
of these forms is prototypal of the future 
and which is а symptom of the crisis that 
society is undergoing at a given moment. 
In its present form, swinging tends to 
be symptomatic of our current overload- 
ing of the sexual, making it stand for 
more than it can really be. There is no 
emotional or intellectual commitment in. 
volved in it. And I'm not sure that it’s 
the route to greater sexual freedom.” 

Dr. Ellis doesn’t take such a dim view. 
laybe a hundred years from now it 
will be generally accepted,” he says. “But 
even then, what will be practiced is what 
I call civilized adultery, rather than wife 
swapping—meaning the allowing of Ice- 
way in a marriage for couples to find 
extramarital mates," A possible increase 
in socially sanctioned swinging is also 
anticipated by Dr. Bartell. “For the next 
four years, I think we'll see a regression 
to a more staid, Eisenhowerlike period, 
which will tend to diminute 
predicts. “But then, 
evolving toward an 
sive attitude about the sexual activities 
in which people choose to engage—then 
mate swapping could develop 
rapport for those who practice 
does for the Eskimo society. If 
ev 
ulation will go on to something clse. 

Regardless of the casualties suffered. 
along the way, the swinging phenome- 
non shows no sign of disintegrating; it 
gives every indication, in fact, of becom- 
ing a viable Ше style for increas 
bers of Americans. In the fi 
however, only time—and the ех 
of the participants themselves—will tell 
whether swinging makes a positive, neg: 
tive or any kind of imprint at all on 
existing cultural patterns. According to 
Dr. nor Hamilton, a New York mar- 
riage counselor and author of a new book 
called Sex Before Marriage, it may be a 
deep and lasting one. “I suspect that there 
are going to be plenty of polyandrous or 
polygamous relationships in the future, 
especially if we continue to have wars 
and emerge from them with more wom- 
than men in the population,” she 
hypothesizes. “It’s possible that the Ion 
liness of the modern couple—and they 
are lonely—has already produced the 
current searching for deeper relation 
ships. These people are looking for a 
really intimate fellowship beyond the 
traditional twosome—beyond even the 
threesome or the foursome, I'm pretty 
sure there will be more and more diver- 
gence—along with a willingness to exper 
ment and to sce what works best for any 
individual couple.” 


tually it will fall apart and the pop- 
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PLAYING FOR THE UPPER HAND (continued from page 112) 


“Next-best outcome is for me to go to 
the Democratic affair while she drinks 
with the Republicans. I keep my nose 
clean, even if I don't get any credit for 
it. Three points. 

“Worst of all is for both of us to go to 
the Republican thing. She catches me 
there and I could get fired. Score it 


You may challenge. if you wish, the 
neatness by which complex values are 
assigned simple numbers. But [or this 
example, all you need accept is the order 
of the priorities and their logic is self- 
evident, at least to the bureaucratic mind. 
To keep track of the possible outcomes, 
he puts them in matrix form: 


She 


Democrat Republican 


Democrat 
He 
Republican 


10 


"The numbers in ca 
offs. Since her aim is to cause him as 
much pain as possible, the same numbers 
are her losses. He wants to maximize his 
pay-off, she wants to minimize it. 

When you look at the matrix and 
reflect a bit, the solution becomes ob- 
vious. Her best move, no matter what he 
does, is то go 10 the Republican event. 
That way, she can hold him to three or 
zero, instead of giving him a chance for 
seven or ten. Because he knows that she 
is as smart as he is, he must assume she'll 
figure this out. So he must pass up Ше 
temptation to try for the best possible 
score and imize his minimum gain 
by hoisting his drinks with the Demo- 
crats. That way, he'll score no less than 
three and, if she does turn out to be 
more foolish than he thought, there's a 
chance of getting the seven 
tegies converge. then, in 
ight-hand cell. He goes to the 
party, she ties with the 
Republicans. Each has the satisfaction of 
knowing that, from his or her point of 

dew, he or she is assured of the least 
of the worst possible outcomes, 

Where opposing strategies naturally 
converge in this manner, game theorists 
call it a saddle point. Most games don't 
have saddle points, but when they do, 
the solution is automatic. And there is a 
shorthand way to spot this condition in 
а game matrix: Look for a cell with a 
number that is both lowest in its row 
and highest in its column. If there is 
such a cell, that's the saddle point, and 
that’s where you should play. If none 
exists, then there are no simple choices 
that will enable each side to minimize 
risk and seek the best feasible gain with 
a straightforward decision. And on that 
dismal note, matters might stand—ex- 


230 cept for a proposition advanced by Von 


Neumann and Morgenstern in their clas- 
sic work. 

They showed how to get around the 
ard case of no single best strategy 
ing probability and. mathematical 
expectancy. Their proof is rather 
cate. John W. McReynolds, the political 
scienust, once asked a friend whose work 
had contributed to the theory how long 
t would take to lead him through the 
book if he picked up a couple of years’ 
work in mathematics first. 
le told me," McReynolds reported 
in the American Journal of Physics, 
that it would take him—if he had noth- 
ing else to do—three or four months to 
get through it himself. We let it go at 


mathematicians must, therefore, 
accept à good deal on faith. But it is 
easy to sce that it works. First, refresh 
yourself on these two simple rules of 
probability: 

1. To find the probability that both of 
ate events will occur, multiply 

te probabilities. (The proba 
bility of flipping heads once is .50. The 
probability of doing it twice is .50 times 
50, or 25.) 


either 
ally exclusive events will 
add their separate probabilitics. 
y of geuing h 
ils on one flip of the coin is .50 plus 
«50, or one; i.e., certainty.) 

Which leads to the next case. This 
ne, picture yourself the hero. On a 
double date, you have met a long-limbed 
redhead who shares your passion for 
skiing. Unfortunately, she was the other 
guy's date, not yours. You call the next 
day and invite her for a weekend of 
winter sport. She accepts, provided the 
two of you go either to Snowville, New 
Hampshire, or to Aspen, Colorado, the 
only places she skis. 

This is fine with you. Unfortunately, 
her boylriend finds out. He is insecure 
about women and so you are concerned, 
though not surprised, when you hear 
that he has resolved to track you down. 
and create an unpleasant scene. While 
he knows that you will be in Aspen or 
Snowville, he will юе time to look for 
you in only one place. 

You construct the matrix, Assigning 
pay-offs is easy. The opponent wants to 
catch you with his girl. You don't want 


ls or 


in terms of the probability of not getting 
caught at cach location. This takes some 
judgment, of course. You have been to 
Aspen and you know that it is big and 
tends to be crowded, and you figure 
you'd have a 60-percent chance of get- 
ting lost in the crowd. ille is more 
e. If you took the girl there and 
the boyfriend also looked there, your 


chance of ducking him would be only 


40 percent. 
The matri: 
He 
Snowville Aspen 
Snowville 10 | 100 
ou 5 
Азреп 100 | 60 


The numbers, remember, are pa 
to you. Two of the cells are worth 100, 
because your chance of success reaches 
certainty if you ski in one location while 
he's looking in the other. 

You look for a saddle point and find 
there is nonc. No number is lowest in 
its row and highest in its column. That 
being the case, your impulse may be to 
take the girl to Aspen, where the odds of 
not being found are the more favorable. 
But before deciding, you might have the 
same sort of conversation with yourself 
that the Harvard guy had with his girl 
on Route 128: 

First thought: Hell, why don't I take 
her to Aspen? A 60-percent chance of 
success beats а 40-percent chance. 

Second thought: Don't be simple- 
minded. He'll expect me to go to Aspen 
for that reason. Therefore, 1 should go 
to Snowville. 

"Third thought: But hc'll figure that I 
expect him to expect me to go to Aspen 
nd that I would therefore go to Snow- 
ville. So that's where he'd look, and so 
I should go to Aspen. 

Fourth thought: No, hell expect me 
to expect him to expect me to . . . 
ammh. 

There is a way out of all this. Ancient 
Chinese warriors used it to decide their 
routes of attack. If you don't want the 
спешу to figure out what you are think- 
ing, don't think. Flip a coin, instead. If 
you reach a decision through a random 
device, no one will be able to read your 
intentions, because you won't know them 
yourself, Primitive hunters unwittingly 
followed the samc a when they 
cracked bones and studied patterns in 
the cracks to decide where to look for 
game. It worked. While they thought the 
gods were telling them. what to do, the 
effect was to randomize their searches so 
that the animals would never be able to 
sense a pattern and stay out of the way. 
A fleeing rabbit is another example. Its 
zigs and zags, leaps and bounds are 
governed by unconscious nerve centers. 
‘The hunter can't solve the pattern and 
predict the right place to aim his rifle, 
because the rabbit itself doesn't know 
which way it'll jump. 

So flipping а coin is one way to decide 
where to ski. But it is not quite the best 
way. Von Neumann's contribution was 
that he saw how you can mix the odds so 
that you can be indifferent to your oppo- 
nent’s move. Only Шеп will you have 
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Ascot? “Club tie”? Bow 
Tie? Why not a trio of 
Playboy ties in coun- 
terpoint colors: red, 
navy, gray or olive? 
**Club tie” also 
available in black, 
brown or wine. 
Ascot, WA103, 
$10; Bow Tie, 
WA104, $3.50, “Club 
Tie," WA102, $5. 


The long and the short of it in 
Playboy cotton warm-up shirts. 
Rollicking Rabbit stitched in 
white on black or black on white, 
chili, bright gold or emerald. 
S, M, L, XL sizes. Short Sleeve, 
WA106, $4.50; Long Sleeve, 
WA107, $5. 


The luxury of leather. The compact money 
fold in black or olive keeps currency 

packed flat; provides safe-passage 

pockets for hidden assets. Credit 

cards, driver’s license, business 

cards; casy to find when stashed 

in the black executive card case. 

Notes won’t go astray when jotted 

on the Rabbit-crested note pad 
tucked inside your black pocket 
Rabbit-capped 

ic Ballpen completes 

the date and data keeper. 

Card case, JY108, $10; 


ket Secretary, JY109, $12.50 
A pipe of distinction. The Playboy Pipe, custom-styled Боске tenes ТА ҮТ uS 


for Hugh Hefner, of select imported briar with a hard- 
rubber bit and sandblasted ebony finish with Rabbit 
etched on stem. ММ324, $15. 


Identify yourself with the sign of the Rabbit. 
Playboy's polished rhodium I.D. bracelet lets 
you link your name with the roguish Rabbit. 
JY106, $12.50. Also available for your play- 
mate, JY206, $10. 


‚.. of these Playboy-inspired 
N ote accessories that are certain to 
swing her your way. When 


ordering, please indicate quantity, size, color and add 
50¢ per order for handling. Send check or money order 
to Playboy Products, Department MF0701, Playboy 
Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ш. 60611. 
Playboy Club credit keyholders may charge. 


Pride of the slopes, Playboy's Ski Sweater in virgin 
worsted wool. Playboy Rabbit interwoven in white 
on cardinal red or black, and black on white. S, M, 
L, XL sizes, WA101, $25. Also available for play- 
mates in S, M, L sizes, WA201, $25. 


Now, WE CAN JAZZ UP THE 

FLAVOR OF OUR C-RATIONS 
THANKS TO OUR FREE. . 

CHARLIE RATION COOKBOOK 


THE 
CHARLIE RATION 
COOKBOOK 


The Charlie Ration Cookbook 
is a brand new concept . . . espe- 
cially created for our fighting 
men overseas. Even though the 
American trooper is the best fed 
soldier in the world .. . even though C- 
rations are tasty and nourishing. . . mili- 
tary men like to vary the flavor of their 
every-day rations to perk things up from 
time to time. The Charlie Ration Cook- 
book is a happy combination of tasty, new 
ways for the men overseas to add a gour- 
met touch to their C-rations and have a 
few smiles besides. Recipes like Combat 
Zone Burgoo, Tin Can Casserole, Breast 
of Chicken under Bullets, Battlefield 
FuFu, Foxhole Dinner for Two and many 
others can be made from basic C-rations 
and a few extra whatnots scraped up from 
the countryside. Send for some new food 
ideas and a few laughs, too. 


McILHENNY COMPANY, Dept. P-4 

Avery Island, Louisiana 70513 
Please send me DO Charlie Ration Cookbook free. OR O Charlie 
Ration Cookbook and a 2-02. bottle of TABASCO, packed in a moisture- 
resistant shipping tube. І have enclosed $1.00. (The $1.00 covers cost 
of TABASCO, shipping tube and postage—cookbook is free.) 
(Complete name and address) 


TABASCO is the registered trademark for Mcllhenny Co. pepper sauce. 
Copyright 1969 Mcllhenny Co., Avery Island, Louisiana 
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Ron Rico. Wasnt he the 

Albanian chauffeur who 
ran off with that colonels 
daughter? „а 


m 
You could even say it's getting a reputation. 
But as a rum. The lightest, "ur 
smoothest tasting rum 
ever to c perius bos мека 
We admit Ronrico's вейис! 
Seven out of ten pe TUNE ROS it fall in love with it. 
For good. 


Ronrico. A rum | 
to remember. 7 
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"First, mademoiselle, Га like to say there's been a lot of 
loose talk about ‘American know-how." Hi 


231 


PLAYBOY 


232 


fully minimized your expected loss—or 
maximized your expected gain. The trick 
is to weight the odds of your taking each 
of your two choices—much as the Har- 
vard humanitarian weighted his odds of 
helping the stranded motorist—so that 
the expected effects of the two alterna- 
tives are equalized. If that sounds com- 
plicated, don't brood about it, Just 
follow this rule of thumb: W t the 
odds for each of your possible moves by 
the difference between the pay-offs for the 
other move. 

To be more specific, take the dif- 
ference between your two possible Snow- 
ville pay-offs and use that value to weight 
the Aspen odds. Take the difference be- 
tween your Aspen рау-оН and assign the 
resulting value to Snowville. Thus: 


Snowville: 100 —60 
(Aspen pay-offs) = 40 
100 —40 
(Snowville pay-offs) = 60 
100 


Aspen: 


Total: 


What these numbers mean is that you 
should arrange things so that you have 
40 chances out of 100 of going to Snow- 
ville and 60 chances out of 100 of going 
to Aspen. That the total adds to the 
round sum of 100 in this case is merely 
а convenient coincidence. In some games, 
it might be 7 out of 12 or 13 out of 208. 
Now, how are you going to give yourself 
40 chances out of 100 of going to Snow- 
ville and 60 chances out of 100 of going 
to Aspen? Put 40 black marbles and 60 
white marbles in a hat, close your eyes 
and draw one. Or make it four black and 
six white and use a Mason jar. You go to 
Snowville if you draw black and to Aspen 
if you draw white. 


Pause now and appreciate the beauty 
of this way of mixing strategies. You 
have trimmed the chances of getting 
caught with the redhead from a nerve- 
racking 40 percent—which would have 
been the case had you and the boyfriend 
both done the obvious and gone to As- 
pen—to a more relaxing 24 percent, And 
you have limited him to this 24-percent 
chance of finding you, no matter what he 
does. The proof: 

1. He goes to Snowville. Odds that 
you'll be there are 40 percent, Chance of 
his finding you if you are there is 60 
percent. Forty percent of а 60-percent 
chance is а 24-percent chance. 

2. He goes to Aspen. There is a 60- 
percent chance you will be there and a 
40-percent chance he'll find you if you 
are. Sixty percent of a 40-percent chance 
is a 24-percent chance. Indifference! 

Even if he catches you and blacks your 
eye, you'll know you didn't make an 
avoidable mistake. 

Suppose the boyfriend knows game 
theory, too! He can do this much: He 
can assure himself that no matter what 
you do, he will have at least a 24-percent 
chance, which is, after all, better than. 
the zero he would get by guessing wrong. 
And he does it, of course, by getting a. 
Mason jar and putting in four black 
marbles and six white marbles. 

You can appreciate the theory's ap- 
реа]. Economists leaped on it as a way to 
aid decision making in the market place, 
then military thinkers started looking for 
adaptations to their own use. Psycholo- 
gists tried it out in laboratory games, to 
see if people would follow it intuitively. 
They did, up to a point. It's better to 
figure out the numbers for yourself. While: 


“Please be careful today, Harcourt. The ‘I Ching’ says 


"The dragon's tail will whip the surging winds. 


it may sound like a parlor game, the 
theory is taken seriously by hard-nosed 
businessmen. When the late Edward С, 
Bennion was consulting economist for 
Standard Oil of New Jersey, he demon- 
strated how game theory could be used 
in making capital budgeting decisions. 
In one of his examples, described in Har- 
vard Business Review, the businessman 
assumes that nature—or, if you like, God 
—is the opponent. However, he does not 
assume a vengeful, Old Testament God 
consciously persecuting him. Rather, it is 
Einstein's dice-playing God. This makes 
an important difference. 

Bennion’s illustration involves a com- 
pany with some extra cash on hand and 
two choices for putting it to work: plant 
expansion or investment in securities. 
“Nature” also has two moves: pushing 
the business cycle toward prosperity br 
toward recession. Jf there is prosperity, 
investment in plant will yield 17 percent 
and securities will yield 5 percent. If 
there is recession, plant will yield only 
опе percent and securities will yield four 
percent. Management goes to the compa- 
ny economist and asks him to do what 
Dan Ellsberg did when he studied the 
wind direction during that California 
fire: figure out the odds on nature's side. 
The economist consults his charts, checks 
the latest indicators and decides there is 
a 40-percent chance of prosperity and a 
60-percent chance of recession. Manage- 
ment prepares its matrix: 


Company 
Plant Securities 
Prosperity 40) | 17 | 5 
Nature 
Recession (60) 


Since you have the advantage of being 
able to estimate the probabilities of na- 
ture's possible moves, you ignore the sad- 
dle point. It is as though you could peek 
at the other player's cards, and you want 
to make the most of this opportunity. 

The unsophisticated manager might 
look at this matrix and decide that since 
recession is more likely than prosperity, 
the safe thing is to invest in securities. 
This will ensure 2 minimum four-percent 
return and avoid the risk of getting the 
one percent that would be the most 
probable outcome of an investment in 
plant. But this kind of thinking ignores 
mathematical expectancy. 

The expected return from securities, 
with the given odds, is 40 percent of five 
plus 60 percent of four. It works out to 
44 percent. ‘The expected return from 
plant, figured the same way, is 40 per- 
cent of 17 plus 60 percent of one: 7.4 
percent. Why are the separate probabili- 
ties added? Because prosperity and reces- 
sion are mutually exclusive, like heads 
and tails on a coin. One will happen, 
not both. 

Because an expected return of 7.4 


percent beats 4.4 percent, the company. 
then, should invest in plant. But Ben- 
nion suggests an even nicer judgment 
The company should calculate, he says. 
the level of probabilities for recession 
and prosperity that will leave manage- 
ment indifferent to its investment choice. 
High school algebra produces the an- 
swer; When the odds in favor of reces- 
sion reach 80-20, it makes no difference 
which action the company takes. Its ex 
pected return is the same: 4.2 percent. 
The moment recession is judged то have 
а highcr-than-80-percent probability, the 
company should shift from plant to se 
curities, This knowledge gives the busi- 
nessman a figure 10 paste on the wall 
while he thinks ahead to possible 
changes in the economic trend. It also 
tly how accurate his econo- 
forecasts must be ло keep the c 
pany trouble. If the 
predicts a 60-percent chance of recession 
id the indillerence point is 80 percent, 
then top management can relax as lor 
as it trusts the economist to keep his fore 
casting within a 20-percent error margin. 

The range of possible games that have 
been studied and alvzed since 1944 
gocs far beyond the basic two-person, 
zerosum case, The going gets murky 
when you deal with the possibility of 
mutual gain for the players mixed with 


out of economist 


conflict. Such nonero-sum games are 
more often found in life, and Von Neu 
mann and Morgenstern did not shrink 


from considering them. To do so, they 
had to push modern math to its outer 
limits. But along the way, they opened 
up some new ideas and novel ways of 
thinking that cm be h 
mathematical level. 

It helps to think about the non-zero 
sum game if you imagine nature—or 
Einst (concerned. dicerolling God 
s a third player in the g If you 
and your reallife opponent both 
going to win, someone should pay, and 
so you can think of nature as paying. 
The problem, then, becomes one of 
finding the cell in the matrix where you 
come out ahead, And 
more than one such cell, you must figure 
ош a way to make your strategies con- 
verge on the same one, 

Immediately, two problems arise: coor- 
dinati aining. The game 
be structured so that you can't commu 
cate, like two lost infantry patrols in the 
jungle trying to join forces. And even if 
you do coordinate your moves and con 
spire to obtain a nct gain from natu 
there is the problem of sh the spoils 
of this victory. If you can't agree on how 
to share it, you may both end up losing. 

Buying а used car is а non-zero-sum 
game. Somewhere between the highest 
price you are willing to pay and the 
lowest price for which the dealer will sell 


dled on 


non- 


both if there is 


"It's all right... 


is an area of mutual interest. Within this 
zone of overlap are the prices where each 
of you would rather make a deal than 
call the whole thing olf. The problem is 
10 find the © ithin that zone 
to make the deal. The conflict comes 
beciuse you want to deal in the low end 
of the zone: he wants to settle at the 
high end. Somehow, an equilibrium point 
has to be found. 

One way to establish an equilibrium 
point is for one side to convince the other 
that he is committed to not going be 
yond а specific price. Опе way to do this 
is to shop only for cars priced beyond 

ility to pay. I you 
asking price. 


not p 
kely 10 
vou will not, 


ihe 
convince the deale 
because truth, as Schelling has noted, is 


aser to demonstrate than falsehood. 
The sophisticated negotiator.” he says 
in The Strategy of Conflict, "may find it 
difficult to seem as obstinate as a truly 
obstinate man. If a man knocks at a door 
and says that he will stab himself on the 
porch unless given ten dollars, he is 
more likely to get the ten dollars i 
eyes are bloodshot. 

Another 10 establish ап equi 
rium point is to offer to “split the dif- 
ference.” ‘There is no inherent logic in 
эр g the difference, except tha 
does provide a distinctive landmark on 


his 


we're married!" 


which the players can converge. Everyday 
life is full of such cues for coordination 
Schelling demonstrated their existence in 
a fascinating series of experiments. In 
one case, he posed this problem to a 

mple of 41 persons in New Hav 
You are to meet someone in New York 
City. You both know the date of the 
meeting but not the hour or the place. 
Where would you go and when? A ma- 
jority of his sample chose the informa- 
tion booth G 1 Central Station. 
Virtually all picked the same üme— 
noon. 

When large groups of people are in- 
volved, tacit coordination becomes more 
difficult. In 1958, when the first Negro 
family moved into a previously all- 
section of northwest Washington, p: 
selling was averted by a group commit- 
ted to fair housing. Dominated by white 
liberals and welcoming Negro new- 
comers, it sought to stabilize a mixed 
racial balance by encouraging white buy- 
ers and fighting а real-estate-industry 
pact to make the area exclusively Negro. 
This organization stopped short of set- 
g a fixed ratio of black to white. A 
quota system too like 
crimination for liberal consciences. So 
while their efforts slowed the process, 
the neighborhood steadily tipped over the 


years from white to black. Whites were 


was much dis. 
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reluctant to move in, because they ex- 
pected the neighborhood to become all 
black, and this expectation became self- 
fulfilling. Negroes were reluctant to 
move into other, all-white areas, because 
they did not expect other Negrocs to 
move there. This, too, was self-fulfilling. 
The problem was that there were no 
cues, no equilibrium points between zero 
Negroes and 100 percent Negroes. 

The international arms race presents a 
Close parallel. Equilibrium points be- 
tween total disarmament and total war 
exist, but they are fragile and hard to 
find. The world has rested at such a 
point in recent years, with each of the 
jor powers having the capacity 
for annihilating the other and each de- 
terred from using this cap 
lack of a good defense against retalia- 
tion. This is not the most comforting 
kind of equilibrium, but it is better than 
none. And 
building the new “thin” an 
tem is that it will move the balance of 
power off the tested equilibrium point 
without any guarantee that there will 
ever be another, short of total war. 

In some bargaining cases, an equilib- 
rium point can be discovered, only to 
have one side unable to move toward it, 
for fear of violating a carefully estab- 
lished commitment. Such a violation 
could damage the credibility of all fu- 
ture commitments, and so the wise nego- 
tiator will always help his opponent find 
a rationalization for backing down, A car 
dealer is more likely to accept your pro- 
posal to pay $100 less than his “final” 
you agree not to require him to 
the funny thumping noise in the rear. 


two 


ing noise. Pretending there is lets him 
abandon his commitment with grace. 

п the best of strategies, commitment 
communicates itself, eliminating Ше 
need to argue. When an ny 
burns the bridges behind it, the flames 
that bar retreat signal the foe that the 
invaders have no choice but to advance. 
The girl who docs not want to be 
seduced tonight may purposely refrain 
from taking her pill this morning. At 
Harvard Square, pedestrians and motor- 
ists continually challenge each other's 
commitment. Each wishes to occupy the 
territory in the middle of the street. 
Neither wants a bloody accident. Most 
pedestrians try to fix oncoming drivers 
with hypnotic stares while taking tenta- 
tive steps toward the street. The drivers 
ignore them. Harvard-Radcliffe students 
who have taken Economics 135 do better. 
Instead of looking at the approaching 
trafic, they turn their heads the other 
way and step out, Drivers, secing a pe- 
destrian who cannot sce them and ther 
fore cannot leap out of the way, are 


234 forced to stop. They lose, 


Whether or not you develop the habit 
of reducing problems to game matrices, 
it is important to learn to quantify your 
preferences, If your problem is devclop- 
ing a strategy for spending Saturday 
night, it helps if you have already estab- 
lished that you prefer Marge to Peggy 
and Louise to both of them. This is 
called an ordinal scale. An interval scale 
is even more useful, because it measures 
the exact degree to which you prefer 
Louise to Marge and Marge to Peggy. Von 
Neumann and Morgenstern invented a 
ау to create such scales of preference. 
Since Louise ranks at the top of the 
scale, assign her a value of 100. Now ask 
yourself the question: Suppose you had a 
choice between a sure date with Marge 
and a 95-percent chance of a date with 
Louise; which would you take? If one 
choice is as attractive as the other, then 
Marge has a rating of 95 on your prefer- 
ence scale, Repeat the procedure with 
Peggy, finding the point at which a sure 
date with her is equal to a probability 
(P) of a date with Louise. Peggy's utility 
is equal to 100x P. If you would be 
indifferent to a choice between a sure 
date with Peggy and a 50-percent probit- 
bility of a date with Louise, then Peggy's 
ing is 50 on the scale. 

This is highly useful data in decision 
making. If you find that you like Louise 
exactly twice as much as Peggy, lor ex- 
ample, then you can govern yourself ac- 
ly; eg. by exposing yourself to 
twice as much risk for her or by spend- 
ing twice as much money on her without 
worrying that you are making an uneco- 
nomic decision. 

The key to this system of scaling pref- 
erences is, of course, the case with which 
one can find his ow: 
Even two children dividing a cake can 
do it. If the one who gets to cut has to 
let the other have first choice, the cutter 
is careful to divide the cake so that he is 
indifferent to the decision of the chooser. 
Most of us make such judgments uncon- 
sciously every day. Doing it with aware- 
ness more cfücient And more fun. 
Even so, it is important to recognize that 
there will always be some situations that 
will be sticky, no matter how skillfully 
one wields the slide rule. Game theorists 
delight in dreaming up brutal examples 
of cases where coordination is impossible 
and victory gocs to the man who wins 
and then betrays a confidence. Martin 
Shubik of Yale postulates the imaginary 
case of a prison with a central block- 
house that can be entered by only one 
man. Once inside, this man has two 
choices: He can push a button that will 
open the prison gates for tem seconds, 
long enough for everyone standing near 
them to get out but leaving him in the 
blockhouse, or he can push another but- 
ton that flies his blockhouse over the 


"The problem, of course, is that the 


prisoners cannot afford to let anyone 
enter the blockhouse until they have 
found a man they can trust. Once inside, 
such a man might cease to be trustwor- 
thy. Shubik and two colleagues have de- 
vised a parlor game that duplicates this 
fe. The game is called 
So Long, Sucker. When Shubik tried it 
out in the parlor with dinner guests, the 
guests, a husband and wife, went home 
in separate cabs. 

"One of them double-crossed the 

other,” Shubik explains. “I think it was 
the wile.” 
The game can be played with cards or 
chips. A psychiatrist friend of the inven- 
tors tried using it in therapeutic sessions. 
“He hoped it could be controlled,” Shu- 
bik recalls. “But he found it to be so 
vicious that he abandoned it.” 

‘That this game is as painful as predict- 
ed by theory, and that it grew from 


a line of once obscure mathematical 
thought begun by Von Neumann and 
Morgenstern a quarter of a century ago, 
is comforting evidence that every: 
applica 


ау-Ше 
tions of game theory do, indeed, 
exist. If you believe in a capricious uni 
verse, if you think of yourself as the 
product of a random wandering of the 
atoms, so much the better. Game theory 
tells us not only how to bring order to 
randomness but how to use randomness 
to order our lives. 

One can, of course, get too cute about 
this. Once you start breaking down your 
daily problems into two-by-two matrices, 
with your preferences ordered and 
scaled, you may get a heady sense of fate 
control that leaves you dangerously ex 
posed. Schelling tells the story of a col- 
league who planned to lend his office to 
a friend while he was away but lacked 
an extra key. 

It was, therefore, necessary to hide the 
key somewhere, and not under the mat, 
which, as everyone knows, is the first 
place a burglar looks. Being а game 
theorist, the key owner was sure he could 
cope with the problem. It was а two- 
person, zerosum game between himself 
and the burglar. 

He considered all the possible hiding 
places and all the possible moves that he 

nd the burglar might make. He then 
arrived at the one hiding place that was 
the least probable location for a burglar 
to look. It was agreed that the key would 
be left there. At the end of his day's 
work, he locked his office door, went to 
the agreed-upon hiding place and found 
his sense of personal efficacy brutally 
shattered. Someone else's key was already 
there. But it was an unavoidable mis- 
take, and he at least had the comfort of 
knowing he had rolled his own dice. 
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cough; you'd prefer to ignore it rather 
than face the fact that you're getting 
cancer. Or like not wanting to turn 
around to see if anybodv's following you, 
for fear somebody really is. But when 
you do tum around to see, you widen 
your area of consciousness. 

PLAYBOY: What made you decide to go to 
Chicago in the first place? Surely you're 
not that interested in party politics. 
GINSBERG: Well, the original fantasy was 
to hold a Festival of Life: I thought 
of it as a continuation of the Human 
Be-in that happened in January 1966 in 
San Francisco, What would happen if 
all the psychic heroes of America— 
breakthrough s and manifesters of 
consciousness like Tim Leary, William 
Burroughs, Ed Sanders, Buckminster Ful- 
ler, Paul Goodman and some of the great 
irchist cats—were to assemble a 


ш away free, mingle with each 
other and all the younger people whose 
consciousness is in tune on the new tran- 
scendental rock-n-roll revolutionary sex- 
ual aesthetic planet level? Jerry Rubin 
and Abbie Hoffman began the idea, and 
the Beatles and the Rolling Stones 
and Dylan were supposed to be invited 
to celebrate, as well as all the swamis 
and Hare Kri singers in Ате 
and anybody else with a nongrasping 
nature and a constructive demeanor. 
Like, have a wild grass-roots planet 
academy festival where teeny-bopper 
poetrevolutionaries and technological 
prophets could be let loose to sing naked 
and exercise the great humane arts free 
nd blueprint a new nation. 

Imagine all those mad folk together in 
a classical Kumbh Mela—a gathering of 


y spiritual or artistic interests 
or any penetration into his consciousness 
would want to come, le: contribute, 
muse himself, turn on—and 
nd it would be a marvelous way 
spose young, kids to traditional intel- 
ligence as it's been adapted to psychedel- 
ic consciousness by their elders, making 
them aware of the larger world of planet 
history, new attainments in articulation 
of community and the links with older 
traditions. 
PLAYBOY: Couldn't you have held yout 
festival more peacefully in a less troubled 


place and time? 
GINSBERG: The whole idea of a street- 
theater festival was to gas out the 


politicakdrag-Neanderthal scene in the 
Amphitheater. What kind of show could 
the Democratic National Convention 
stage that would have rivaled that? Old, 
tired theater—that’s what the conven- 
tion was, with its showbiz bunting, bands, 
flags, people making speeches written for 
them and acting roles ordered by city 
bosses. No joy or spontaneity at all. 

PLAYBOY: How do you feel your Festival 
of Life turned out? 
GINSBERG: Well. it didn't come anywhere 
near its goal, obviously. For one thing, 
few people realized what а locked-up 
police state Chicago was, just like Prague 
ad how much stealing, guns and 
Mafia and outright illegality there was. 
Police and City Hall break laws and lie. 
Chicago has no government; it's just an- 
archy maintained by pistol. Inside the 
convention hall it was rigged like an 
old Mussolini strong-arm  scene—police 
and party hacks everywhere illegally, 
delegates shoved around and ki 
telephone lines cut. And E 


“There's a vibration at Mach two that's curdling 
all of our table wines." 


mouthing curses at Ribicoff on TV. 
PLAYBOY: What do you think caused the 
violence in Lincoln Park and in front of 
the Hilton Hotel? 

GINSBERG: None of those assemblies in the 
park or marches were violently provoca- 
tive. Provocation was ultimately on the 
part of the city, whose threats, shows of 
force, tear gas and physical attacks trig- 
gered every specific instance of violence. 
"The city also helped to provoke the 
violence by insisting on technical inter 
pretations of law that only foment riots 
—such as refusing to make humane adap- 
tations of rules to let people sleep in 
the park. And the city’s restrictions pro- 
hibited [ree movement of people in what 
is, alter all, their own territory. “The 
streets belong to the people,” as Abbie 
Hoffman kept saying. “The streets be- 
long to whoever we say can have them," 
the cops replied. Obviously, that’s a con- 
frontation, 

PLAYBOY: Did you see any acts of violence 
by the demonstrators? 

GINSBERG: Sure, There was lots of violent 
language after people were beat up, but 
there weren't many kids who wanted 
outright revolutionary violence or bloody 
confrontation. Of course, there was a 
small group of “terrorists” 


s" who believed 
in stink-bomb sabotage as therapy, and a 
few youthful drunks who were violently 
resentful of all symbolic authority. But 
there were no more of these than in the 
normal population of any country club. 
tually, the tragicomedy of the Daley- 
police position was that the city was 
oiacally obsessed with any sign of 
inflammatory language or behavior by 
rare revolutionary birds. So they beat up 
an entire cross section of typical healthy 
American youths, avantgarde flowery 
longhairs, the entire mass media and all 
those in the “Clean for Gene” suite at 
the Hilton. They also teargassed half of 
th own force on occasion. Аз Bur- 
roughs remarked, it wasn't that the po- 
lice intended to beat up on citizens; it 
was that they literally did not see whom 
they were attacking in their hysteria. 

It became a question of how to handle 
such confrontations. What kind of street 
theater would best make one's point? 
One possibility was a 
ance—by using your body to try to hold 
the ground and being ready to have your 


theater of resist- 


"t that what the police would 
sking for it"? 

GINSBERG: Are Americans reduced to hav- 
ing to regain liberty by violence—like 
in the American Revolution? Obvious- 
lv this is the question on everybody's 
mind. I'm convinced there's another way. 
Blake has some lines appropriate to 
armed resistance: “Thy brother has 
armed himself in steel / To avenge the 
wrongs thy children feel; / But vain 
the sword and vain the bow / They never 
сап work wars overthrow.” I'm willing. 


to die for freedom, but I'm not willing 
to kill for i 
PLAYBOY: Would you literally die for free- 
dom? 

GINSBERG: After this Chicago experience, 
yes. This police state’s unreal. 

PLAYBOY: You mentioned resistance as 
one form of “street theater” with which 
the police could be confronted. That was 
just what happened in Chicago. How 
would you have preferred to confront 
them? 

GINSBERG: Organized chanting and organ- 
ized massive rhythmic behavior on the 
streets, shamanistic white magic, ghost- 
dance rituals, massive nakedness and dis- 
tribution of flowers might have broken 
through the police-state hallucination- 
politics theater wall. Now, nobody got 
naked in Chicago, but the few times 
there was communal chanting of man- 
tras, that proved helpful. I've described 
one of them. A few other times, when 
everybody felt wrapped in confrontation- 
fear—lights glaring and teargas anxiety 
and Mace and police ready to attack at 
midnight and a few people up front on 
useless barricides shouting and banging 
on trash barrels, like some scene from a 
Warsaw-ghetto mor group 
along chanting OM and uw: 
the scene 
pageant theater. It was like а religious 
service, chorales under the trees and mid- 
night sky. 


PLAYBOY: But the chanting, of course. 
didn't stop the violence. 

GINSBERG: As а matter of fact, it did stop 
a lot of violence; it really calmed sc 
scenes where police didn't have re 
control orders to attack. But it didn't 
stop all the violence, because the chant- 
ing wa pated in universally by 
all the people in the park. To succeed, it 
would have required an unbroken circle 
ог at least a majority of participants in 
order to set up ma vibrations strong 
enough to be 

PLAYBOY: If that’s truc, why did you 
chant OM all alone one ht from the 
ery of the convention h: 
GINSBERG: Better one prayer than none at 
all—and by then lots of people knew 
what it was for. When the Wisconsin 


delegate asked that the convention be 
adjourned for two weeks because of all 


the beatings in the streets, 1 jumped to 
my feet in the balcony and began shout- 
ing OM. It was sort of a Phantom of the 
Opera fecling—like I was swinging down 
from the chandelier with my weapon 
mudras. 

PLAYBOY: Meaning? 

GINSBERG: Mudras are Buddhist hand ges- 
tures, magic swords that cut down phan- 
toms of illusion. 

PLAYBOY: Like what? 

GINSBERG: Fake flag imagery, hallucina- 
tory patriotic band music drowning out 
antiwar delegate language, ghostly cops 


listening everywhere on the convention 
floor, black-magic curses coming from 
Daley's throat, complete blackout of 
popularly expressed vote against the 
Humphrey- Johnson-Nixon war psychosis, 
takeover of convention-hall procedure 
by an clite group of ward heelers in the 
name of old-fashioned democratic pro- 
cedure, rigged electronics and seating 
rrangements, dead telephones, galleries 
legally packed with a party-hack au 
ence, and physical intimidation of dele- 
gates and observers by secret police, Zap! 
The convention illusion was staged by 
selLinterested. power conspirators against 
the expressed wish of the majority of 
ens of the nation; and their shoddy 
sleightol-hand shell game was meant 
to make voters think they were getting a 
choice, while actually phantom manipu- 
lators were nominating a candidate who 
continued to apologize for a war the 
voters wanted to reject. The whole con- 
n fact, was an exercise in black 
nagic and mass hallucination— just. as the 
Vietnam war has been. 

So when the priest began to pro- 
nounce benediction on all this massacre 
and hypocrisy, it seemed to me that a 
complete formal exordsm of the conven- 
tion was necessary. So I stood up and 
went into some kind of fit of total ecsta- 
sy and started chanting OM over and 
over again—louder and louder, until al- 
most everybody in the convention heard 
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it, and officials on the platform turned 
to look at the balcony where | was 
standing. I went at it for five solid mi 
utes; nobody stopped me, they were all 
so guilty. It was а ritual to exorcise all 
luding myself. 
iously didn't succeed. 
GINSBERG: Well, it had exactly the same 
effect, on whoever heard it, as the priest 
mg people into a 
state of stupeíaction so that they be- 
lieved they were all doing something 
traditionally moral together. Since my 
chant was untraditional but ritual, Гог- 
mal, everybody noticed an interruption 
opposite [rom what they expected. It 
did shake their consciousness a bit be- 
cause it was out of context. It was white- 
theater; it helped to break up the 
mass hallucination of political respect- 
у that the priest’s prayer created for 
the convention as a whole—if only for a 
few minutes. 
PLAYBOY: How would you reply to the 
explanation that most of the people who 
heard your exorcism did nothing to stop 
you not because they felt guilty but 
because they thought you were some 
kind of nut? 
GINSBERG: Perhaps, but I'm not. 
PLAYBOY: Were there any other “positive 
experiences” that came out of the con- 
frontation between the establishment 
and the New Left? 
GINSBERG: There was the sudden recogni- 
tion of eyes between blacks and the 
whites who'd been beaten—the whites 
discovering with relief that blacks are 
allies, not enemies, and have been there 
all along. An enormous relief for cvery- 
body! Blacks got what they had hun- 
gered for: companionship instead of lip 
service and the usual brush-off. Several 
times during that week, the social fog 
lifted; there was a psychedelic clarity in 
the air. All week I felt touches of what 
were almost acid illuminations when I 
talked with people—everybody conscious 


238 of a crisis of public reality—or looked in 


their eyes on the street. Everybody was 
looking at one another, wondering: “Is 
he aware what's happening, or is he one 
of the brainwashed police-state robotlike 
forms? Is he a good German, a good 
Russian bureaucrat, or a free шап?” A 
whole society of respectable people be- 
came beat. 

PLAYBOY: Do you mean bea! 
Beat Generation or beat 
GINSBERG: | mean bea 
way Kerouac defined it over 
After the Chicago convention, that word 
should be dear to the youth of America; 
they'd scen the shambles of authority as 
it authorized itself to issue its own im- 
age. Everyone who had been so hopeful 
—like the McCarthyites—wound up beat. 
Even Humphrey and Daley were beat, 
all dust and ashes. The day after Hum- 
phreyd been nominated, beat Mc- 
Carthyites came down from the Hilton 
and discovered that free territory in 
Grant Park. They mixed with the Yip- 
pies, all eyes glancing at each other, 
everybody bankrupt and suddenly dis- 
covering a holy community on the grass 
—so holy that Senators and delegates, 
and finally McCarthy himself, came 
down and mingled with the youngsters 
who had been considered dirty, despised, 
bathless, bearded terrorists. A marvelous 
afternoon. So, beat also in the sense of 
crazy new feelings of joy vibrations right 
in the middle of America—as Kerouac 
always linked beat with “beatitude.” 
Now that enough people have had this 
experience, it's time everybody stopped 
making believe they don't understand 
the term. 

PLAYBOY: What do you fecl will be the 
long-term results of the confrontation in 
Chicago? 

GINSBERG: The populace is a bit cowed; 
the military take-over has already hap- 
ed, in the sense that the tactics of 
kcover—arms, Mace and so on—were 
prepared and tested in Chicago. Wheth- 
er such tactics will be used on a large 


scale in every city may not be up to 
mayors anymore. because the country has 
already been taken over by the police, 
the Birch Society, the CIA, the military 
industry, the party hacks. Exactly the 
same type of hardline people whose 
tanks rolled into Czechoslovakia last Au- 
gust. That kind of communism really 
means a strong-arm, authoritarian police 
state—involving occasional illegal vio- 
lence, mostly on the part of police agen- 
cies and their collaborators. The Chicago 
Tribune, in U.S. context, is a collabora- 
tor, in that its been manipulating 
readers’ minds for years to think that 
America needs stronger, more powerful 
police and military agencies in order to 
combat the “Red menace,” But the po- 
lice state itself is the Red menace, Ac- 
tually, it gets to be a question of two 
versions of communism: the Russian апа 
American police states. Both dig the 
same hot cold war. 

PLAYBOY: "To what extent do you think 
the new "hip planetary consciousne 
you've mentioned can resit a police 
state? 

GINSBERG: Part of that hip consciousness 
is the realization. that authoritarianism 
of any nature is a usurpation of human 
consdousness—open manipuldtion, bru- 
talization and arbitrary manh&ndling of 
bodies and consciousness. Student rebel- 
lions in Prague and New York are the 
same, More and more people will be- 
come alienated [rom the authoritarian 
state and its images, such as angry may- 
ors and police. One way to oppose such 
authoritarian images will be increased 
community action, The problem here 
will be how to transform the “greasers”- 
the blue-collar class which always in 
favor of a strong police force and the 
persecution of minorities. Naked street 
theater ain't going to transform them. 
But giant rock "n' roll might get greasers 
into rock concerts and turn them on. 
"Ihe spread of psychedelics—which is a 
person-to-person matter, like all grass- 
roots procedures—might be another weap- 
on. So might new clectronic art. forms. 
nd long, intensive conversations and 
explanations among blacks and greasers 
and squares and kids and Yippies and 
party hacks might be another. What 
would you do if you were іп Prague? 
Fight? Propagandize? Infiltrate? ' 
PLAYBOY: How successful do you believe 
this re-education of "greasers and 
squares” will be? 

GINSBERG: One of the big questions here, 
as in Prague, is how free the news media 
will remain. For the first time, there was 
a breakthrough in Chicago: Actual social 
reality, with unmistakable images of so- 
cial truth, was shown on TV and re- 
ported in the papers. Minority groups 
have been beaten and clubbed and 
jailed for years—hippies, teaheads, Ne- 
de literary folk, under- 
per editors. But now 
white edis McCarthyites were 
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suddenly shown being beaten on the head 
—and the messag 
been 


Vietnam; now there was one on Ameri- 
can armed violence at home. A lot of 
people have begun putting the two im 
$ together and realizing they're the 
same: natives getting napalmed and с 
zens getting beaten in their own strects. 
Newsmen finally realized these things 
really happened, becuse it started hap- 
pening to them, too. But then a big 
campaign began to convince newsmen 
and other people who saw or read about 
the beatings that it was all a subjective 
hallucination. It’s like what happened i 

Prague. During the eight-month freedom 
there, everybody blew their tops and told 


the truth; then the Putsch set in. Author- 
itarian Communists like the Tribune 
and Pravda, Mayor Daley the 


commissars, foster the hallucination by 
calling the demonstrators who'd been 
clubbed “agitators” and “terro 
PLAYBOY: Though opinion is polarized on 
many people seem 
to agree with that description, What do 
you call them? 

GINSBERG: Good, old-fashioned Americans 
trying to be free men on free territory, 
manifesting the American dream. And 
it’s amazing how many of them there 
are. In Chicago. I met lots of kids who'd 
spent a year or two in Alabama working 
as civil rights workers, and then another 
year in SNCG and VISTA and maybe 
two in the Students for a Democratic 
Society. Others are “professional revolu- 
tionaries" totally dedicated to social ac- 
tivity and community work—like the 
post-Digger “Motherfuckers.” It’s marvel- 
ous. And many of them are high a lor 
psychedelically, so there scems to be a 
joining of forces between socialactivist 
d hippie youths. 

PLAYBOY: What do you think about the 
fact that some of these groups are pledged. 
to overthrow the U. $. Government? 
GINSBERG: I think that there's no legiti- 
mate Government to overthrow in Amer- 
ica. The military industry has already 
overthrown it by armed violence. We're 
living in an anarchic state. Already, the 
power structure's upheld by guns, not 
al law. To mistake Daley's Putsch in 
ago for democratic procedure would 
bea phantom illusion. Humphrey's nom- 
ination was taken by force. I wasn’t in 
for Nixon's theater. 

Do you agree with those who 
feel that these young people will “sell 
out” and turn into middle-class conform- 
ists as they grow older? 

GINSBERG: No: impossible. Time or Life 
may think them misguided youths who'll 
straighten out in time and return to the 
ways of their collaborating fathers. But 
how can they go back? The ways been 
barred by beatings and arrests. What 
bridges they haven't burned behind 
them have been burned for them with 


pot busts. Whats happened to young 
people is a sudden breakthrough of 
cosmic consciousness catalyzed in part by 
psychedelic drugs. Another factor was 
the deconditioning caused by alienation 
from social authority as it proved itself 
completely incomprehensible and m 
nd burned its own bridges from Hiro- 
shima to Vietnam. What happened in 
Chicago is only one loc. example. Sud- 
denly a lot of people have awakened and 
asked: What in hell am I doing on this 
poisoned planet, where everybody else is 
running around waving flags and shoot- 
ng guns? In answer, many of the long- 
haired kids are turning into Adam and 
realizing—as they realized when they 
walked on the Grant Park grass across 
from the Hilton in Chicago—that they're 
walking on the green of antiquity, a 
"green and pleasant land," the ancient 
New Jerusalem Blake envisioned as pos- 
sible in England. 105 much like in a 
science-fiction story where suddenly this 
spontancous generation appears that re- 
alizes it’s living in eternity, in the sense 
of having a whole new planetary con- 
sciousness. Now these kids check 
back through ancient symbols and learn 
about the traditions from which they've 
sprung or to which they correspond. One 
source would be early Gnostic texts 
about the nature of man and the uni- 
verse—in particular, the nature of the 
guardians of cosmic order who uy to 
Keep man locked in the body stump: 
the establishment. 

PLAYBOY: What kind of life do you think 
these young people want to lead? 
GINSBERG: Here 1 can talk only about the 
life Га like: more contact with nature; 
more and more occupation with cxplora- 
tion of subjective consciousness and en- 
largement of areas of inner and outer 
; more participation in rhyth- 
theater; and liberation of sexual 
energy from population reproduction. 
Since the Biblical injunction to “be fru 
ful and multiply” isn’t sacramentally 
appropriate anymore, it seems to me 
that the time has come for the orgy 


can 


mic 


to become a communal form of dhe- 
sive” democratic festival. Ideally, what 
should have happened in Chicago, for 


example, was that the Festival of Life 
should have eclipsed the conyention with 
the glow of thousands of naked bodies 
intertwined, making love, spurting se- 
men all over the newsmen and TV cam- 
cras and one another on the grass, all to 
the accompaniment of yab-yum mantras 
and naked rock-n'xoll artists swinging 
through tret 
PLAYBOY: You've got to be kidding. 
GINSBERG: On the contrary. Life should 
be ecstasy. We need life styles of ecstasy 
and social forms appropriate to whatever 
ecstasy is available for whoever wants it. 
Beyond man’s natural ecstasy is total 
serenity and tranquillity: cessation of de- 
sire, which the Buddhists talk of, which 
is liberation from grasping and craving. 


I think many of the younger children 
have already liberated themselves from 
grasping after the things of this world 
and have begun to grasp for wisdom; 
eventually they may even liberate them- 
selves from grasping after wisdom. Every- 
body wants, necds, deserves and will 
have this free kingdom, which the police 
state, whether it triumphs or not, can 
never touch. 

PLAYEOY: Is that one of the reasons why 
you recently moved to a farm in upper 
New York State—to try to find such а 
life? 

GINSBERG: It’s just a place of privacy. A 
retreat. A hermitage. 

PLAYBOY: Do you think there'll be an 
increase in communal retreats among the 
hip-psvchedelic generation? 

GINSBERG: The kids say so. Communal 
livings a good experiment; it provides 
another family. Most older people, on 
the other hand, are so sold on television 
па superfluous commercial gimmick 
ments that they've forgotten about 
electric being and inside space and out- 
side nature relationships in the human 
universe. Some garden, but too many of 
them are occupied in purely abstract 
mental worlds, like money power. They 
externalize their abstractions in creations 
like that John Hancock Building. In- 
stead of using our space to create a 
humane construction overflowing with 
imagination and delight, a real-estate 
computer computed what the profitable 
angles, stresses, strains and maximum 
height should be, based on a big-money 
downtown building site. That black tow- 
er is the product of nonhuman automa- 
m, total squareness built literally on 
үгү extended in robotic direc- 
tions and with robotic tenacity. 

Such desensitization has been closing 
in on human consciousness for centuries 
now, leading to complete disregard of 
the sensitive skin of the earth, the pollu- 
tion of water and poisoning of the at- 
mosphere. Who's grooving and profiting 
from disrupting our ecology? What alter- 
native economic structures are inevitable 
if the planet isn’t going to explode? The 
whole greed-money thing must be kicked 
e a junk habit. Obviously some type 
of equal use of moneys—as well as of 
sunlight and water is appropriate, espe- 
lly since in a mechanized society no- 
body really works. The guy who buys 
and sells the land on which the Hancock. 
Building stands doesn't do any produc- 
tive work. Instead of making money by 
producing some product, he only plays 
with paper, with telephones on his desk, 
and makes money out of money; that's 
usury, and usury creates these visible hell 
The alternative is for the resources to 
belong to everybody. 

PLAYBOY: Arc you talking about collectiv- 
ism, socialism—or anarchy? 

GINSBERG: Those are just words. To say 
that nature's resources—sun, water and 
air—should be available to all makes 


“No, no, don’t get up; just make yourself at home.” 
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more sense. How that can be done is not 
the great problem. Lots of blueprints are 
ailable: Buckminster Fuller, Robert 
Theobald, Paul Goodman, Fourier, 
Leary, Burroughs and Bakunin offer 
practical directions, The main problem 
will be how to dry cut the money-prop- 
erty junkies. Try to break the money- 
property-power men of their habits and 
they'll act just like junkics—lic, 
scream, rob, live in your house and swipe 
your last Tibetan tanka in order to sell 
it to the pawnbroker and buy themselves 
some more real estate, sell the ground 
from under unborn feet, cut down for- 
ests, raze hills, make uninhabitable box 
houses. Such acts literally destroy the 
hillionfold delicate balance of relatioi 
ships between man and nature on the 
planet in so many ways that today the 
technological problem is im at- 
ping to calculate what have been 
the effects of our intrusion on the plan- 
et. Thats a problem so vast, scientific 
and manly that it staggers the imagina- 
tion of most real-estate operators. Wheel- 
ers and dealers of property are stuck in 
tiny little corners making piles, mortally 
ignorant of how the terrible feedba 
from their power plants affects all 
around them. 

Ym talking about the fact that this 
planet is in the midst of a probably 
fatal sickness; the by-products of that sick- 
ness include not only the political vio- 
lence of real-estate developers but all the 
giant ntasies of the Cold War—the 
witch-hunts, race paranoia, projections 
of threat and doom. The sickness will 
end in our destroying our own planet. 
AM sorts of Presidential and scientific. 
lvisery commission reports, books on 
biology and ecology. prove that we are 
literally destroying the earth because of 
vulgarly applied technology, irresponsi- 
bly planned military-consumer indus- 
trialization and waste of resources. We've 
got about 30 years left to get straight—or 
Фе. The sickness may even be irreversi- 
ble already; Burroughs thinks it is. 

Ir's an ecological cancer. We're pollu 
ing more and more of the world's fresh- 
water sources, for one example. Right 
now, Lake Erie's just a great dead pool 
of green goo, a toilet. If it were left 
lone today, it would take 500 years for 
it to return to any kind of freshness and. 
normal balance of life. But we nced that. 
water now—not only to keep up with 
the population explosion but also to 
help freshen the atmosphere, not to men- 
tion for our own pleasure. Then there's 
the thermopollution of the oceans. 
Oceans аге getting hotter and dirtier on 
account of all the atomic DDT 
waste we're pouring into them; it's be- 
gun poisoning fish and some rare bird 
species. If all the atomic power plants 
now on the drawing boards are put into 
operation in the next 30 years, ihe atom- 
ic waste from them м ter the entire 


а 


and 
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all marine forms and generate enough 
heat to melt the polar icccaps, causing a 
world-wide flood just like in the Bible! 
“The icecaps are melting to wash away 
our sins,” as Tiny Tim sings. 

PLAYBOY: The possibility of a world flood 
seems remote to most people. Can you 
honestly expect them to rel 
almost-inconceivable future c: 
GINSBERG: They don't h 
tophe is more immediate than that. 
Miscalculations about the rising stronti- 
um-90 count have already damaged entire 
young pine forests in northem Canada, 
poisoned arctic dolphins and probably 
changed the weather a little. Continuous 
use of insecticides not pollutes 
oceans and kills fish and birds, bur it 
accumulates in people's livers and poi- 
sons them and perhaps causes frc 
in subliminal ways. In the sume w 
use of synthetic nitrates in fertilizers 
depletes the soil. It’s like people 
speed: it may give more energy 
productivity for a few years, but it ends 
by depleting the system. In addition, 
such fertilizer eventually turns into cer- 
tain nitrogen forms which are poisonous 
in baby foods. And this is continuing: 
when the nitrate level in baby food has 
already pased what's clinically consid- 
ered the health level. We're poisoning 
our own babies. 

PLAYBOY: Don't you feel that the tech- 
nological strides now being taken by med- 
ical science hold out some hope of coping 
with these health hazards? 

GINSBERG: The cancer is more than a 
purely medical problem. Car waste prod- 
паз and industry gases not only pol 
lute the atmosphere but they cut us off 
from the clarity of Mediterrancan azure 
by turning the sky into shit-coloved smog 
through which you can't see the moon 
nd sun and stars. People no longer 
know the procession of the seasons. And 
they don't know theyre on a planet 
anymore—much less in a vast galaxy. 
They think they're in “Chicago” or 
New York." Seventy percent of them are. 
Their conceptual awareness of the world 
consists of litte piled blocks, streets, ra- 
dios. politicians, TV stations, city halls. 
We're living in somebody's comic sci- 
encefiction nightmare rather than on a 
fresh planet. 

Not only does smog cut off eyeball 
consciousness and mental awareness but 
it also cuts in on your breathing, poisons 
the body, causes suffocation, heart attacks 
and nervous anxiety. Add to that the 
noise in the cities. Most city noise is 
subliminal; you get used to it, but it's 
bugging you all the time. Noise attrition 
is considerable on the nervous syst 
but it also damages the heart—cardiow 
cular-cell freak-outs. If you've never lived 
for any length of time in the country, 
you think the city is the normal condi- 
tion of existence. Pretty soon people are 
going to begin mutating and adapting to 
smog, noise, pollution of lakes and riv- 


as- 


ih-rise apartments and 
experiencing politics on TV and human 
relations through police-state stereotypes 

Most luxury products we use are u: 
less and destructive—like the no «deposit, 
noreturn boules littering the planet; it 
will take hundreds of years to get rid 
of them. Aluminum throwaway cans! 
Everything's being turned into plastics 
and synthetics. Living forms are being 
turned into inorganic ones; cancer has 
ctly the same elfect. Instead of con- 
ous spontaneous creation, there's 
continuous spontaneous consumption of 
matter reduced to dead form. Thats a 
pretty degraded human environment, I 
think, All Гус been saying is symbolized 
by the fate of the very emblem of Ameri- 
саће bald eagle. The species is almost 


Some scientists believe that 
man's ability to control genetics and nat- 
ural environment will lead to higher 
evolution of our species rather than to ex- 
tinction. Do you think this is unrealistic? 
GINSBERG: |l technological mismanage- 
ment continues to take us in the direction 
we've been going—and there's reason to 
presume that it will, at a geometrically 
easing speed—ecological damage, 
waste of resources and overpopulation 
will eventually create more and more 
fighting and nd aimless Chicago 
beings and police states and. grabbings 
of power and presumptions of authority 
and terrorism. It will all lead to giant 
genetic, intercontinental starvation—w. 
nd rebellions every direction which 
may ultimately end with people shooting 
ws from windows of the Hancock 
Building and defending the last canned 
goods for some fat old banker's nephew. 
PLAYBOY: Do you seriously believe it's that 
bad? 

GINSBERG: Absolutely—and 


young kids 


know it; that’s the basis for their con- 
duct. They're being cheated out of the 
Garden of Eden. While this science- 


fiction crisis is building, the old powe 
and money freaks remain so sclf-involved 
at they don't even see the planet be- 
ginning to smoke under their feet. 
They're busy destroying on a more and 
more massive scale, polluting the atmos- 
phere, defoliating Mekong Deltas and 
wreaking such vast havoc that newspa 
pers get thicker and thicker, and larger 
and larger forests have to be cut down to 
print the news—all of it bring-down, or 
irrelevant. 

PLAYEOY: What do you think can be done? 
GINSBERG: The first step toward a cure for 
the sickness is to realize it’s there. The 
robot standardization of American соп. 
sciousness side-effect feedback 
from a greedy, defective technology, just 
as ecological disorder is another feed- 
back, and these systemic disorders re- 
nforce each other Tatally unless there is 
complete metabolic change. One could 
argue with the patient for years—for- 
ever. But the fact is that he is his own 


is one 
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disease. That's what he must be taught 
to recognize. What we must first realize 
is the fact of our own diminished con- 
sciousness. "A new world is only a new 
mind," as William Carlos Williams said. 
Being willing to solve problems depends 
mostly on being aware that they exist. 
The specific cure probably lies in the 
direction of a technology that will re- 
store living forms to the suríace of the 
planct—revitalize the planes skin— 
without setting up a feedback that fur- 
ther pollutes or disturbs that living, 
breathing skin. Then—assuming that we 
maintain our giant population we'll 
face the terrific technological problem of 
finding a place for everybody to live. 
We'll have to tear down the aties—they 
stink—then decentralize and игде 
our machinery. But these are just techno- 
logical problems; there’s no reason why 
they can’t be solved. After all. we can 
split atoms, create nt computers, ar- 
ticulate the shapes of DNA molecules, 
go to the moon and wage vast wars. Why 
shouldn't we be able to solve our specific 
conservation and population problems? 
PLAYBOY: Even if we solve these problems 
and make continued human life at least 
Ícasible, what do you think can be done 
to enhance the quality of life? 
GINSBERG: All sorts of propositions are 
available. Dr. Barry Commoner's books 
cover ecological reconstruction, and Greg- 
ory Bateson has the technical ideas. 
How the human comm reorgan- 
ize and decentralize itself has been written 
about by Paul Goodman. Pound and 
others describe how to decentralize the 
monopolistic control of money by banks 
and individuals, and invent new forms 
of social credit. Robert "Fheobald has 
suggested structures adaptable for eco- 
nomic liberation from the domination 


of money. The Diggers have told us 
how to organize Adamic communes. The 
Chinese Reds and other Communists can 
teach us about some structures for group 
organization. Capitalists know а lot 
about certain aspects of production, We 
should also listen to Dick Gregory and 
the macrobiotic people about healthy 
foods; to the American Indians about 
seasonal and communal rituals and how 
to respect the sacred body of the land we 
inhabit; to shamans like Aldous Huxley 
about the appropriate use of natural 
and synthetic psychedelics; to Leary and 
Gary Snyder about enlarged variant fam- 
ily structures; to Burroughs about the 
reorganization of educational systems in 
order to provide proper training in non- 
conditioned, spontaneous consciousness: 
to scientologists on mind training to rub 
out hang-ups like fear of death, sexual 
obsession and either love or hate for the 
American flag; to poet Charles Olson 
about suggestions for temporary reorgan- 
ization of American police so they'll all 
be black or female; and to a million 
Oriental Zen masters and yogis about 
physical education and consciousness ther- 
apy. So plenty of prescriptions are avail- 
able. Pract problems can be solved in 
practical ways. 

PLAYBOY; ‘Then why—in your view— 
aren't they being solved? 

GINSBERG: Because our governments аге 
addressing themselves in precisely the 
opposite direction: how further to fuck 
up the surface of the earth. Most of our 
national consciousness is invested in an 
80-billion-dollar "defense" budget still 
preoccupied with the completely hallu 
natory and paranoid problem of 


ck 
from the outsice—by "the Communist 


conspiracy"—and with competition for 
supremacy over colored races and other 


There's the toughest hazard on the course, and 


that's her husband with her.” 


life forms. Intermarriage would produce 
a golden race, which obviously would be 
one solution to such hallucinatory prob- 
lems, as well as to the problem of race 
itself. Otherwise, we'll have a war for the 
survival of one color: a war which will 
destroy the planet, Progress requires 
abolition of race ego, national ego, 
boundaries; it requires planet-citizen 
consciousness. 

Although a minority is aware what 
that next step is, what about the majori- 
ty who are plunged in darkness, flood, 
apocalypse and destruction? How to re- 
deem these “ignorant armies” who clash 
by night from their own bad karma? 
Violent confrontation? Violence begets 
violence. Revolutionary violence begets 
fascist tyranny. So, though the noble 
impetuosity of confrontation by some 
New Leftists may seem appropriate to a 
situation in which long-haired angels are 
surrounded by pigs, the problem re- 
mains: how to cast the Devil from the 
hearts of the swine? 

PLAYBOY: We'll bite. How do you? 
GINSBERG: Since we're in an apocalyptic 
situation, old historical dialectics no 
longer apply. 1 prophesy that the only 
way to reverse the apocalypse is white 
magic, because the apocalypse itself is in- 
carnate black magic. What would be the 
effect of total sacramental harmonious 
shamanistic ritual prayer magic massively 
performed in the American or Russian 
political theater? 

PLAYBOY: We're beginning to feel like a 
- What would be the effect? 
xorcism, We need a million 
children saints adept at high unhexings, 
technological vaudeville, rhythmic be- 
haviors, hypnotic acrobatics, street tra- 
aked circus v ions— 
magic politics to exorcise the police state. 
Is there a kind of poetry and theater sub- 
ime enough to change the national will 
and to open up consciousness in the pop- 
ulace? If the direction of the will can be 
nd consciousness widened, then 
able to solve the practical 
problems outlined: ecological reconstruc- 
tion and the achievement of clear ecstasy 
as а social condition. And once that is 
achieved, people could and start 
looking for the highest, perfect wisdom. 
PLAYBOY: And what is that? 

GINSBERG: The re: 
sionary ecstasy i 
the universe was neither born nor will it 
be annihilated. The universe is an illu- 


sion. Once you realize this—with LSD or 
without it—you get into the ultimate 
science of ZimZum, as the cabalists call 


it. ZimZum is the science of the expan- 
sion and contraction of the universc— 
the appearance and disappearance of the 
universe itself. This is ultimate physics 
and also ultimate consciousness. But for 
this ultimate theater we need the advice 
of the Dalai Lama, Daitokuji Roshi, Lu- 
Lovitcher Rebbe, Krishna and a hip Pope. 


(continued from page 104) 
softer skin had been established—high 
up in that dappled tree, with only that 
stray ardilla daintily leavesdropping— 
nothing seemed changed in one sense, 
all was lost in another. Such contacts 
evolve their own texture; a tactile sensa- 
tion is a blind spot; we touch im sil- 
houette. Henceforth, at certain moments 
of their otherwise indolen s, in cer- 
tain recurrent circumstances of controlled 
madness, a secret sign was erected, a veil 
drawn between him and her— 

(Ada: They are now practically ex- 
tinct at Ardis. Уап: Who? Oh, I see.) 

—not to be removed until he got rid 
of what the necessity of dissimulation 
kept degrading to the level of a wretched 
itch. 

(Och, Van!) 

He could not afterward, when 
discussing with her that rather pathetic 
nastiness, whether he really feared that 
his avournine (as Blanche was to refer 
Tater, in her bastard French, to Ada) 
might react with an outburst of real or 
wellfeigned. resentment to a stark dis- 
play of desire, or whether а glum, cun- 
ning approach was dictated to him by 
considerations of pity and decency to- 
ward a chaste child, whose charm was 
too compelling not to be tasted in secret 
and too sacred to be openly violated; 


say 


but something went wrong—that much 
was clear. The vague commonplaces of 
vague modesty so dreadfully in vogue 80 
years ago, the unsullerable banalities of 
shy wooing buried in old romances аз 
arch as Arcady, those moods, those 
modes, lurked, no doubt, behind the 
hush of his ambuscades and that of her 
toleration. No record has remained of 
the exact summer day when his wary 
and elaborate coddlings began; but si- 
multaneously with her sensing that at 
certain moments he stood indecently 
close behind her, with his burning 
breath and gliding lips, she was aware 
that those silent, exotic approximations 
must have started long ago in some 
indefinite and infinite past and could no 
longer be stopped by her, without her 
acknowledging а tacit acceptance of 
their routine repetition in that past. 

On those relentlessly hot July after- 
noons. Ada liked to sit on a cool piano 
stool of ivoried wood at a white-oil- 
cloth'd table in the sunny music room, 
her favorite botanical atlas open before 
her, and copy out in color on creamy 
paper some singular flower. She might 
choose, for instance, ап insect-mimicking 
orchid, which she would proceed to en- 
large with remarkable skill. Or else she 
combined one species with another (un- 


recorded. but possible), introducing odd 
little changes and twists that seemed al- 
most morbid in so young a girl so naked- 


ly dressed. The long beam slanting in 
from the French window glowed in the 


faceted tumbler, in the tinted water and 
on the tin of the paintbox—and while 
she delicately painted an eyespot or the 
lobes of a lip. rapturous concentration 
caused the tip of her tongue to curl at 
the comer of her mouth; and as the sun 
looked on, the fantastic, black-blue- 
brown-haired child seemed in her turn 
to mimic the mirrorofVenus blossom. 
Her flimsy, loose frock happened to be 
so deeply cut out behind that whenever 
she concaved her back while moving her 
prominent scapulae to and fro and tilt- 
ing her head—as with air-poised brush 
she surveyed her damp achievement, or 
with the outside of her left wrist wiped а 
strand of hair off her temple—Van, who 
had drawn up to her seat as dose as he 
dared, could see down her sleek ensellure 
as far as her coccyx und inhale the 
warmth of her entire body. His heart 
thumping, one miserable hand deep in 
his trouser pocket—where he kept a 
purse with half a dozen ten-dollar gold 
pieces to disguise his state—he bent over 
her, as she bent over her work. Very 
lightly, he let his parched lips travel 
down her warm hair and hot nape. It 
was the sweetest, the strongest, the most 
mysterious sensation that the boy had 
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nced; nothing in his sordid 
venery of the past winter could duplicate 
that downy tenderness, that despair of 
desire. He would have lingered forever 
on the little middle knob of rounded 
delight on the back of her neck, had 
she kept it inclined forever—and had the 
unfortunate fellow been able to endure 
much longer the ecstasy of its touch 
under his wax-still mouth without rub- 
bing against her with mad abandon. The 
vivid crimsoning of an exposed ear and 
the gradual torpor invading her paint 
brush were the only signs—fearful signs 
—of her feeling the increased pressure of 
his caress. Silently, he would slink away 
to his room, lock the door, grasp a towel, 
uncover himself and call forth the image 
he had just left behind, an image still as 
safe and bright as a hand-cupped flame 
—tarried into the dark, only to be got 
rid of there with savage zeal; after 
which, drained for a while, with shaky 
Joins and weak calves, Van would return 
to the purity of the sun-suffused room. 
where a little girl, now glistening with 
sweat, was still painting her flowcr: the 
marvelous flower that simulated a bright 
moth that in turn simulated a scarab, 

If the relief, any relief, of a lad’s ardor 
had been Van's sole concern; if, in other 
words, no love had been involved, our 
young friend might have put up—for 
one casual summer—with the nastiness 
and ambiguity of his behavior. But since 
Van loved Ada, that complicated release 
could not be end in itself; or, rather, 
it was only a dead end, because un- 
shared; because horribly hidden: because 
not liable to melt into any subsequent 
phase of incomparably greater rapture 
that, like a ty summit beyond the 
fierce mountain pass, promised to be the 

lationship 
During that midsummer week 
ht, notwithstanding those d 
butterfly kisses on that h: 
neck, Van felt even farther removed 
from her than he had been on the eve of 
the day when his mouth had accidentally 
come into contact with an inch of her 
skin hardly perceived by him sensually 
п the maze of the shattal tree. 
But nature is motion and growth, One 
afternoon, he came up behind her in the 
music room more noiselessly than ever 
before, because he happened to be bare- 
footed—and, turning her head, little 
Ada shut her eyes and pressed her lips to 
his in a freshrose kiss that entranced 
and baffled Van. 

“Now run along,” she said, “quick, 
quick, I'm busy,” and as he lagged like 
an idiot, she anointed his flushed fore 
head with her paintbrush in the sem- 
blance of an ancient Estotian "sign of the 
I have to finish this" she added, 
pointing with her violet-purplesoaked 
thin brush at a blend of Ophrys scolopax 
and Ophrys venae, “and in a minute we 
must go down, because Marina wants 


ever expel 


246 Kim to take our picture—holding hands 


xd grinning” (grinning, and then turn- 
ing back to her hideous flower). 


NOT ONLY in eartrumpet age—in what 
Van called their dot-dot-dotage—but 
even more so in their adolescence (sum- 
mer 1888) did they seek a scholarly 
excitement in establishing the past evolu- 
tion (summer 1884) of their love, the 
ital stages of its revelations, the freak 
discrepancies in gappy chronographies. 
She had kept only а few—mainly botani- 
cal and entomological—pages of her dia- 
ry because on теге 
found its tone falsc had 
destroyed his entirely, because of its 
clumsy schoolboyish style combined with 
heedless, and. false, cynicism. Thus. they 
had to rely on oral tradition, on the 
mutual correction of common memories. 
“And do you remember, a ti pomnish’, et 
te sowiens-tu” (invariably with that im- 
plied codetia of “and” introducing the 
bead to be threaded in the torn neck- 
lace) became with them. in their intense 
talks, the standard device for beginning 
es were 
debated, sequences sifted and shifted, 
ntal notes compared, hesitations 
s passionately analyzed. IF 
recollections now and then 
t tally, this was often owing to ses 
ual differences, rather than to individ 
temperament. Both were diverted by 
life's young fumblings, both saddened by 
the wisdom of time. Ada tended to sec 
those initial stages as ап extremely 
gradual and diffuse growth, possibly un- 
atural, probably unique, but wholly de- 
lightful ts smooth unfolding u 
precluded any brutish impulses or shocks 
of shame. Van's memory could not help 
picking out specific episodes branded for- 
ever with abrupt and poignant. and 
sometimes regrettable, physical thrills, 
She had the impression that the insati- 
able delectations she arrived at. without 
having expected or summoned them, 
were experienced by Van only by the 
time she attained them: that is, alter 
nulative caresses; her first 
| reactions to them she de- 
murely dismissed as related to childish 
practices that she had indulged in before 
and that had little to do with the glory 
and tang of individual happiness. Van, 
on the contrary, not only could tabulate 
every informal spasm he had hidden 
from her before they became lovers but 
stressed philosophic and moral distine 
tions between the shattering force of 
self-abuse and the overwhelming softness 
of avowed and shared love. 

When we remember our former selves, 
there is always that little figure with its 
long shadow stopping like an uncertain 
belated visitor on a lighted threshold at 
the far end of an impeccably nanowing 
corridor. saw herself there as a won- 
dereyed waif with a bedraggled nosegay; 


their 


Van saw himself as a nasty young satyr 
with clumsy hooves and an ambiguous 
flue pipe. “But I was only twelve,” Ada 
would cry when some indelicate detail 
was brought up. “I was in my fifteenth 
year,” sadly said Van. 

And did the young lady recall, he 
asked, producing metaphorically some 
notes from his pocket, the very first time 
she guessed that her shy young "cousin" 
(their ollicial relationship) was physically 
excited in her presence, though decently 
swathed in layers of linen and wool and 
not in contact with the young lady? 

She said, frankly, no, she did not—in- 
deed, could not—because at 11, despite 
trying numberless times to unlock w 
every key in the house the c. 
which Walter Daniel Veen kept “Jap. & 
Ind. erot. prints" as seen distinctly 
beled through the glazed door (the key 
to which Van found for her in a twinkle 
—taped to the back of the pediment), 
she had still been rather hazy about the 
way human beings mated, She was very 
observant, of course, and had closely 
examined various insects in copula; but 
t the period discussed, clear examples of 
mammalian malencss had rarely come to 
her notice and had remained unconnect 
ed with any idea or possibility of sexual 
function (such as, for example, the time 
she had contemplated the softlooking 
beige beak of the Negro janitor's boy 
who sometimes urinated in the girls’ 
r closet at her first school in 1883). 

Two other phenomena that she had 
observed even earlier proved ridiculously 
misleading. She must have been about 
nine when that clderly gentleman, an 
eminent painter whom she could not 
and would not name, came several times 
to dinner at Ardis Hall. Hi 
teacher, Miss Wintergreen, respected him 
greatly, though actually her natures 
mortes were considered (in 1888 and 
again in 1958) incomparably superior to 
the works of the celebrated old rascal, 
who drew his diminutive nudes invaria- 
bly from behind—fg-picking, peach-but- 
tocked nymphets straining upward, or 
else rock-climbing girl scouts in bursting 
shorts— 

"I know exactly,” interrupted Van an- 
grily, “whom you mean, and would like 
to place on récord that even if his deli- 
cious talent is in disfavor today, Paul |. 


r drawing 


Gigment had every right to paint school- 
girls and poolgirls from any side he 
pleased. Proceed.” 


Every time (said unruffled Ada) Pig 
Pigment came, she cowered when hear- 
ing him trudge and snort and pant up- 
stairs, ever nearer, like the Marmoreal 
Guest, that immemorial ghost, secking 
her, crying for her in a thin, querulous 
voice not in keeping with marble, 

“Poor old chap," murmured V 

His method of contact, she said, “puis 
qu'on aborde ce thémelà, and I'm cer- 
tainly not making offensive comparisons," 
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was to insist, with maniacal force, 
he help her reach for someth 
anything, a litle gift he had brought, 
bonbons, or simply some old toy that 
hed picked up from the floor of the 
nursery and hung up high on the wall, 
ог a pink candle burning blue that he 
commanded her to blow out on an arbre 
de Noél—and despite her gentle protests, 
he would raise the child by her elbows, 
taking his time, pushing, grunting, say- 
ing: ah, how heavy and pretty she was. 
This went on and on until the dinner 
gong boomed or Nurse entered with a 
glass of fruit juice, and what a relief it 
was, for everybody concerned, when, in 
the course of that fraudulent ascension, 
her poor litle bottom made it at last to 
the crackling snow of his shirt front, and 
he dropped her and buttoned his dinner 
jacket. And she remembered: 

Stupidly exaggerated,” commented 
Van. “Also, E suppose, artificially recol- 
ored in the lamplight of later events as 
revealed still later. 

And she remembered blushing. iful- 
ly when somebody said poor Pig had a 
very sick mind and “a hardening of the 
artery,” that is how she heard it. or 
perhaps "heartery"; but she also knew, 
even then, that the artery could become 
wfully long, for she had seen Drongo, a 
black horse. looking. she must confess, 
most dejected and embarrassed by what 
was happening to it right in the middle 
of rough field with all the daisies 
watching. She thought, arch Ada said 
(how truthfully was another question), 
at а foal was dangling, with one black 
rubber leg free, out of Drongo's belly, 
because she did not understand that 
Drongo was not a mare at all and had 
not got a pouch as the kangaroo had in 
an illu: ion she worsl ; but then 


ting; but I was thinking of the first 
time you might have suspected I was also 
a sick pig or horse. I am recalling,” he 
continued, “the round table in the 
round rosy glow and you kneeling next 
to me on а chair. I was perched on the 
chair's swelling arm and you were build- 
ing a house of and your every 
movement nified, of course, as in 
a tance, dream-slow but also tremen- 
dously vigilant, and Т positively reveled 
in the girl odor of your bare arm and in 
that of your hair, which now is mur- 
dered by some popular perfume. 1 
ihe event around Jume tenth—a rainy 
evening less than а week after my first 
arrival at Ardis.” 

"I remember the cards," she said, “and 
the light and the noise of the rain, 
and your blue cashmere pullover—but 
nothing else, nothing odd or improp 
that came later. Besides, only in French 
love stories les messieurs hument young 
ladies.” 


“Well, I did while you went on with 
le magic. In- 
king gravi- 
ty. Badly bitten nails, my sweet. Forgive 
these notes; I cannot really express the 
discomfort of bulky, sticky desire. You 
sce, 1 was hoping that when your castle 
toppled, you would make a Russian 
splash gesture of surrender and sit down 
оп my hand. 

“It was not a castle. It was a Pompei 
villa with mosaics and paintings 
because I used only court cards from 
Grandpa's old gambling packs. Did I sit 
down on your hot hard hand 

"On my open palm, darling. A pucker 
of paradise. You remained still for a 
moment, fitting my cup. Then you re- 
arranged your limbs and текпен." 

"Quick, quick, quick, collecting the 
flat shining cards again to build again, 
again slowly? We were abominably de- 
prived, weren't we” 

“AIL bright kids аге depraved. I see 
you do recollect —" 

Not that particular occasion, but the 
pple tee, and when you kissd my 
neck. et tout le reste. And then—zdrav- 
эйтуе: apofeos, the Night of the Bur 
ing Barn!” 


A sort of hoary riddle (Les Sophismes 
de Sophie by Mile Stopch the Bib- 
liotheque Vieux Rose series): did the 
Burning Barn come before the Cockloft 
or the Cockloft come first? Oh, first! 
We had long been kissing cousins when 
the fire started. In fact, 1 was getting 
some Chateau Baignet cold асат from 
Ladore for my poor chapped lips. And 
we both were roused in our separate 
rooms by her crying au feu! July 28? 
August 4? 

Who cried? Stopchin cried? Larivière 
cried? Larivière? Answer! Crying tha 
the barn flambait? 

No, she 
Леер. I know, said 
hand-p 


was ablaze—I me 


>, 
am, it was she, the 
nated handmaid, who used your 
water colors to touch up her eyes, or so 


Larivière said, who accused her and 
Blanche of fantastic sin 
Oh. of course! But not. Marina's poor 
French—it was our little goose Blanche. 
Yes, she rushed down the corridor and 
los а minivertrimmed slipper on the 
grand staircase, like Asheue in the Eng- 
lish version. 
And do you remember, Va 
m the night was?’ 
scho bit (as if I did not!) That 
night, because of the blink—— 

"That night. because of the bother 
some blink of remote sheet lightning 
through the black hearts of his sleeping 
arbor, Van had abandoned his two tulip 
trees and gone to bed in his room. The 
tumult in the house and the maid's 
shriek interrupted a rare. brilliant, dra 
matic dream, whose subject he was un 
able to recollect later, although he still 


how 


held it in a saved jewel box. As usual, he 
slept naked, and wavered now between 
r of shorts or drap 
himself in his tartan lap robe. He chose 
the second course, rattled a matchbox, lit 
his bedside candle and swept out of his 
room, ready io save Ada and all her 
larvae. The corridor was dark, some. 
where the dachshund was barking ecsta 
cally. Мап gleaned from subsiding cries 
that the so-called wonial barn," a 
huge beloved stru three miles away 
‘was on fire. Fifty cows would have been 
without hay and Larivière without her 
morning coffee cream, had it happened 
later in the season. Van felt slighted. 
They've all gone and left me behind, as 
old Fierce mumbles at the end of The 
Cheny Orchard (Marina was an ade- 
quate Mme Ranevski). 

With the tartan toga around him, he 
black double down the 
accessory spiral stairs leading to the li 
brary. Placing a bare knee on the shaggy 
divan under the window, Van drew back 
the heavy red curtains. 

Uncle Dan. a cigar in his teeth, and 
kerchiefed Marina, with Dack in her 
clutch deriding the watchdogs, were in 
the process of setting ош between raised 
arms and swinging Janterns in the run- 
about—as red as a fire engine!—only to 
be overtaken at the crunching curve of 
the drive by three English foounen on 
three French maids cn 
croupe. The entire domestic staff seemed 
to be taking off to enjoy the fire (an 
infrequent event in our damp winless 
region), using every contraption avail- 
able or imaginable: iclescats, 
roadboats, tandem bicycles and even the 
clockwork luggage carts with which the 
stationmaster supplied the family in 
memory of Erasmus Veen, their inventor. 
Only the governess (as Ada, not Van, 
had by then discovered) slept on through. 
everything, snoring with a wheeze and a 
harkle, in the room adjacent to the old 
nursery where little Lucette lay for a 
minute awake before running alter her 
dream and jumping into the last furni- 
ture v 

Van, kneeling at the picture window, 
watched the med сус of the cigar 
recede and vanish. That multiple depar- 


horseback with. 


1clegas. 


тиге really pre 
sented a marvelous sight against the pale 
star-dusted firmament of practically sub- 
tropical Ardis, tinted between the black 
trees with a distant flamingo flush at the 
spot where the Barn was Burning. To 


reach it, one had to drive round a large 
reservoir, which I could make out break- 
ing into scaly light here and there every 


Roy or by n 
ripples like fire s Japan; 
could now follow with an a 


“Do I believe in Original Sin? It depends—how 
original do you want to be?” 


243 


PLAYBOY 


250 


motorcar's lamps, fore and aft, progress- 
ing east along the AB bank of that 
rectangular lake, then turning sharply 
upon reaching its B corner, trailing away 
up the short side and creeping back west, 
in a dim and diminished aspect, to a 
middle point on the far margin where 
they swung north and disappeared. 
As two last retainers, the cook and the 
night watchman, scurried across the lawn 
toward a horseless trap or break that 
stood beckoning them with erected thills 
(or was it a rickshaw? Uncle Dan once 
had a Japanese valet), Van was delight- 
ed and shocked to distinguish, right 
there in the inky shrubbery, Ada in her 
long nightgown passing by with a lighted 
candle in one hand and a shoe in the 
other as if stealing alter the belated 
ignicolists. It only her reflection in 
the glass. She dropped the found shoe in 
а wastepaper basket and joined Van on 
the divan. 
‘Can one see anything, oh, can опе 
sce?” the dark-haired child kept repeat- 
ng. and a hundred barns blazed in her 
amber-black eyes, as she beamed and 
peered in blissful curiosity. Van relieved 
her of her candlestick, placing it near his 
own longer one on the window ledge. 
“You are naked, you dreadfully inde- 
cent,” she observed without looking and 
without any emphasis or reproof, where- 
upon he cloaked himself tighter, Ramses 
the Scotsman, as she knelt beside him. 
For a moment they both contemplated 
the romantic night piece framed in the 
window. He had started to stroke her, 
shivering, staring ahead, following with a 
blind man’s hand the dip of her spine 
through the batiste. 

“Look, gypsies.” she whispered, point- 
ing at three shadowy forms—two men. 
one with a ladder, and a child or dwarf 
—circumspectly moving across the рт: 
lawn. "They saw the candlelit window. 
id decamped, the smaller one walking 
à reculons, as if taking pictures. 

I stayed home on purpose, because I 
hoped you would, too—it was a con- 
trived coincidence," she said, or said 
later she'd said—while he continued to. 
fondle the flow of her hair and to massage 
and rumple her nightdres, not daring 
yet to go under and up. daring, however, 
to mold her nates until, with a little 
. she sat down on his hand and her 
heels, as the burning castle of cards 
collapsed. She turned to him and next 
moment he was kissing her bare shoulder. 
a nst her like that soldier 


behind in the queue. 

First time I hear about him. I thought 
old Mr. Nymphobottomus had been my 
only predecessor. 

Last spring. Trip to town, French 
the: 


er matinee. Mademoiselle had mis- 
1 the tickets. The poor fellow proba- 
bly thought ""Tartufle" was а tart or a 
stripteaser. 

Се qui теч pas si béte, au fond. 


Which was not so dumb after all. OK. In 
that scene of the Burning Barn. 

Yes? 

Nothing. Go on. 

Oh, Van, that night, that moment as 
we knelt side by side in the candlelight 
like Praying Children in a very bad 
picture, showing two pairs of soft-wrin- 
kled, once arboreal-animal, soles—not to 
Grandma, who gets the Xmas card, but 
to the surprised and pleased Serpent—I 
remember wanting so badly to ask you 
for a bit of purely scientific information, 
because my sidelong glance- 

Not now, it's not a пісе sight right 
now and it will be worse in a moment 
(or words to that effect). 

Van could not decide whether she real- 
ly was utterly ignorant and as pure as 
the night sky—now draincd of its fire 
color—or whether total experience ad- 
vised her to indulge in a cold game. It 
did not really matter. 

Wait, not right now, he replied ii 
half-muffled mutter. 

She isted: 1 wannask, 
no 

He caressed and parted with his fleshy 
folds, parties três charnues, in the case of 
our passionate siblings, her lank loose, 
nearly lumbuslength (when she threw 
back her head as now) black silks as he 
tried to get at her bed-warm splenius. (It 
is not necessary, here or elsewhere, there 
was another similar де. to blotch a 
reasonably pure style with vague anatom- 
ical terms that a psychiatrist remembers 
from his student days In Ada's late 
hand.) 

“I wannask,” she repeated as Һе grecd- 
ily reached his hot pale goal. 

"I want to ask you,” she said quite 
distinctly, but also quite beside herself 
because his ramping palm had now 
worked its way through at the armpit, 
and his thumb on a nipplet made her 
palate tingle: ringing for the maid in 
Georgian novels—inconceivable without 
the presence of clettr 

(I protest. You cannot. It is banned 
even in Lithuanian and Latin. Ada's 
note.) 

“to ask you...’ 
1 Van, "but don't spoil 
everything" (such as feeding upon you. 


a 


I wanna- 


ng against you). 
"Well, why." she asked (demanded, 
challenged, one flame crepitated, one 


cushion was on the floor), “why do you 
get so fat and hard there when you” 

"Get where? When I what? 

In order to explain, tactfully, tactually, 
she belly-danced against him, still more 
or less kneeling, her long hair getting in 
the way, one eve staring into his ear 
(their reciprocal positions had become 
rather muddled by then). 

“Repeat!” he cried аз if she were far 
a reflection in а dark window. 

‘ou will show me at once,” said Ada 
firmly. 

He discarded his makes 


ама 


kilt, and 


her tone of voice changed immedi 

“Oh, dear,” she said as one d 
another. “It’s all skinned and raw. Docs 
it hurt? Does it hurt horribly?” 

“Touch it quick," he implored. 

“Van, poor Van,” she went on in the 
narrow voice the sweet girl used when 
speaking to cats, caterpillars, pupating 
puppies. “Yes, I'm sure, it smarts, would 
it help if I'd touch, are you sure?” 

“You ber,” said Van, "on m'est pas 
béte à ce point" ("there are limits to 
stupidity," colloquial and rude). 

“Relief map." said the primrose prig, 
“the rivers of Africa.” Her index traced 
the blue Nile down into its jungle and 
traveled up again. "Now what's this? 
The cap of the Red Bolete is not half as 
plushy. In fact" (positively chattering), 

I'm reminded of geranium or, rather, 
pelargonium bloom." 

“God, we all are,” said Van. 

“Oh, I like this texture, Van, I like 
it! Really I do!” 

“Squecze, you goose, can't you see I'm 
dying.” 

But our young botanist had not the 
faintest idea how to handle the thing 
properly—and Van, now in extremis, 
driving it roughly against the hem of her 
nightdress, could not help groaning as he 
dissolved in a puddle of pleasure. 

She looked down in dismay. 

"Not what you think," remarked Van 
mly. “This is not number one. Actual- 
ly, it’s as clean as grass sap. Well, now 
the Nile is settled stop Stanley. 

(I wonder, Van, why you are doing 
your best to transform our poetical and 

nto a dirty farce? Honestly, 
I am honest, that's how it 
went, I wasn't sure of my ground, hence 
the sauciness and the simper. Ah, parlez 
pour vous: 1, dear, can affirm that those 
famous finger trips up your Afi 
to the edge of the world came considera- 
bly later when I knew the itinerary by 
heart. Sorry, no—if people remembered 
the same, they would not be different 
people. That'show-it-went. But we are 
not ifferent"! Think and dream are 
the same in French. Think of the dou- 
ceur, Vani Oh, I am thinking of it, of 

se, là was all douceur, my 
child, my rhyme. Thats better, said 
Ada.) 

Please, take over. 

Van stretched. himself naked in the 
now motionless candlelight. 

"Let us sleep here," he said. 
won't be back before wn rcli; 
cle's cigar." 

"My nightie is trempée,” she whis- 
pered. 

“Take it oll, this plaid sleeps two." 

^Don't look, Van. 

“That's not fair," he said and helped 
her to slip it up and over her hairsha 
ing head. She was shaded with a mere 
touch of coal at the mystery point of her 
chalk-white body. A bad boil had left a 


and 
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pi scar between two ribs. He kissed it 
nd lay back on his clasped hands. She 
was inspecting from above his tanned 
body the ant caravan to the oasis of the 
navel; he was decidedly hirsute for so 
young a boy. Her young round breasts 
were just above his face. I denounce the 
Philistine’s postcoital cigarette both as а 
doctor and as however, 
true that Van was not unaware of a glass 
box of Turkish Traumatis on a console 
too far to be reached with an indolent 
stretch, The tall dock struck an anony- 
mous quarter and Ada was presently 
watching, cheek on fist, the impressive, 
though oddly morose, stirrings, steady 
clockwise launch and ponderous upswing 
of virile revival. 

But the shag of the couch was as tickly 
as the stardusted sky. Before anything 
new happened, Ada went on all fours to 
ange the lap robe and cushions, 
tive girl imitating rabbit. He groped 
for and cupped her hot litle slew from 
behind, then frantically scrambled into a 
boy's sand-castlemolding position: but 
she turned over, naively ready to em- 
brace him the way Juliet is recommend- 
ed to receive her Romeo. She was right. 
For the first time in their love story, the 
blessing, the genius of lyrical speech de- 
scended upon the rough lad, he mur 
mured and moaned, kissing her face with 


voluble tenderness, crying out 
languages—the three greatest in 
world—pet words upon which a di 
y of secret diminutives м 

and go through many re 
definitive edition of 1967. When he grew 
100 loud, she shushed, shushingly breath- 
ing into his mouth, and now her four 
limbs were frankly around him if she 
had been lovemaking for years in all our 
dreams—but impatient young passion 
aming like Van's overflowing bath 
c he is reworking this, a crotchety 
gray old word man on the edge of a hotel 
bed) did not survive the first few b 
it burst at the lip of the orchid, 
and a bluebird uttered a warning war 
ble, and the lights were now stealing 
back under a rugged n, the firefly 
signals were circumscribing the reservoir, 
the dots of the carriage lamps becam 
stars, wheels rasped on the gi 
the dogs returned well pleased with 
the night treat, the cook's niece Blanche 
jumped out of a pumpkin-hued police 
van in her stockinged feet (long, long 
after midnight, alas)—and our two na 
ked children, grabbing lap robe and 
nightdress and giving the couch a part 
ing pat, pattered back with their candle- 
sticks to thei nocent. bedrooms. 

nd do you remember,” said gray- 
hed Van as he took a Canna 


“Phil, Га like you to meet Brian. Brian will be posing 
for the picture on the jacket of your new novel." 


cigarette from the bedside table and rat- 
tled a yellow-blue matchbox, "how reck- 
less we were, and how Larivitre stopped 
snoring but a moment later went on 
shaking the house, and how cold the 
iron steps were, and how disconcerted 1 
was—by your—how shall I put it?—lack 
of restraint?’ 

“Idiot,” said Ada, from the wall si 
without turning her head. 

Summer 1960? Crowded hotel some- 
where between 


le, 


dating every page of 
hould be kinder to my 
dreamers. 

Next morning, his nose still in the 
dreambag of a deep pillow contributed 
to his otherwise austere bed by sweet 
Blanche (with whom, by the parlor-game 
rules of sleep, he had been holding 
hands in a heartbreaking nightmare—or 
perhaps it just her cheap perfume), 
the boy was at once aware of the happi- 
ss knocking to be let їп. He deliber 
ly endeavored to prolong the glow of its 
incognito by dwelling on the last vestige 
of jasmine and tears in a silly dream; 
but the tiger of happiness fairly leaped 
into being. 

That exhilaration of a newly acquired 
franchise! А shade of it he seemed to 
have kept in his sleep. in that last part 
of his recent dream in which he had told 
Blanche that he had learned to levitate 
and that his ability to tread air with 
magic ease would allow him to break all 
records for the long jump by strolling, а 
it were, a few inches above the ground 
for a stretch of, кау, 80 or 40 feet (too 
a length might be suspicious) 
the stands went wild, and Zamboy- 
sky of Zambia stared, arms akimbo, in 
consternation and disbeli 

Tenderness rounds out true triumph, 
gentleness lubricates genuine liberation 
emotions that are not diagnostic of glory 
or passion in dreams. One half of the 
fantastic joy Van was to taste from now 
on (forever, he hoped) owed its force to 
the certainty that he could lavish on 
Ada, openly and at leisure, all the puer- 
ile petting that social shame, male self- 
ishness and moral apprehension had 
prevented him from envisaging before. 

On weekends, all three meals of the 
day were heralded by three gongs, small, 
medium а big. The first now an- 
nounced breakfast in the dining room. 
Irs vibration suscitated the thought that 
in 26 steps Van would join his young 
accomplice, whose delicate musk he still 
preserved in the hollow of his hand— 
nd affected Van with a kind of radiant 
amazement: Had it really happened? 
Are we really frec? Certain caged birds, 
say Chinese amateurs shaking with fat- 
man mirth, knock themselves out against 
the bars (and lie unconscious for a few 
minutes) every blessed morning, right 
upon aw: E. in an automatic, 
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NOW SWINGS 24 HOURS, SEVEN DAYS A WEEK! 


Dining and Gaming Facilities Now 
Serve Members Around the Clock 


LONDON (Special) —Playboy 
Club members and their guests 
have responded enthusiastically 
to the new operating policy of 
the London Club—"We never 
close!" The general attitude 
seems to be summed up in the 
words of one member who said, 
his is just what London 
needed—a place you can go to 
at any hour any day and know 
that you will find it swinging." 

Even if you're not the kind 
of night owl who is apt to want 
to entertain himself and friends 
at 5 or 6 in the morning you 
will still find that The Playboy 
Club offers you more entertain- 
ment under one roof than any- 
where else in London. 


Applications for Charter 
Membership in the London 
Playboy Club are being ac- 


cepted right now. Apply for 
membership today and save 
£8.8.0 during your first year and 
£5.5.0 each year thereafter. 

A complete range of Playboy- 
styled entertainment makes it 
possible for you to spend an en- 
tire evening on the town with- 
out ever leaving the Club. 

You can dance to exciting 
beat groups in the Living Room 
Discothéque, where you can also 
help yourself to a delicious hot 
meal of beef А la Playboy, fried 
chicken and the finest barbecued 


Bunnies serve king-size drinks in 
the Living Room where you may 
enjoy a meal at the same price as 
a drink. The discothèque features 
live groups and the latest records. 


spareribs 
only 10s. 

Enjoy epicurean cuisine im- 
peccably served by velvet-clad 
butlers and Bunnies in the VIP 
Room and visit the Playroom 
Cabaret showroom presenting 
acts chosen from the largest 
talent roster in the world, where 
you can dine on Playboy’s 
hearty steak dinner at the same 
price as a drink. 

In the Penthouse Casino, oc- 
cupying the entire top floor of 
the Club, members and their 
guests try their luck et black- 
jack, American dice, roulette 
and punto banco. 

On the ground floor of the 
Club members relax in the Play- 
mate Bar and enjoy a delici 
meal at breakfast, lunch or 
ner from the Playmate Grill. 
Here, too, the swinging atmos- 
phere continues at the gaming 
tables throughout all hours of 
the day and night, seven days a 
week. Of course, drink service 
stops after regular licencing 
hours but the informal atmos- 
phere, the delicious food and 
the fun and gemes that give The 
Playboy Club the air of a spar- 
kling private party continue 
without stop. 

Open the door to the Playboy 
world of excitement, By mail- 
ing the coupon today you save 
£8.80 during the first year of 
membership and £5.50 each 
year thereafter, Full credit priv- 
ileges are available to those who 
qualify, enabling them to sign 
for all purchases at the London 
Club. For credit privileges just 
tick the appropriate box. Act 
now, while special Charter 
Membership is still available. 
APPLY NOW AND SAVE— 
CHARTER ROSTER LIMITED 


Reserve your place on Charter 
Rolls (Initiation 3.34 
nual Subscription 25.5.0) 
which assures a substantial 
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dream-continuing, dreamlined dash—al- 
though they are, those iridescent prison- 
ers, quite perky and docile and talkative 
the rest of the time. 

V thrust his bare toe into a sneaker, 
retrieving the while its mate from under 


the bed; he hurried down, past a 
pleasedlooking Prince Zemski and a 


grim Vincent Veen, Bishop of Baltico- 
more and Como. 

But she was not down yet. In the 
bright dii room, full of yellow flow- 
crs in drooping clusters of sunshine, Un- 
cle Dan was feeding. He wore suitable 
dothes for a suitably hot day in the 
counny—namely, a candystriped suit 
over a mauve flannel shirt and piqué 
waistcoat, with a blue-and-red club tie 
and a saletygoldpinned very high soft 
collar (all his trim stripes and colors 
were a little displaced, though, in the 
process of comicstrip printing, because it 
was Sunday) He had just finished his 
first buttered toast, with a dab of yeold 
Orange Marmalade, and wa ng tur- 
key sounds as he rinsed his dentures 
orally with a mouthful of coffee prior to 
swallowing it and the flavorous flotsam. 
Being, as I had reason to believe, plucky, 
І could make myself suffer a direct view 
of the man’s pink face with its (rotat- 
ing) red “tahy.” but I was not obliged 
(mused Van, in 1922, when he saw those 
baguenaudier flowers again) to stand his 
chinless profile with its curly red side- 
burn. So Van considered, not without 
appetite, the blue jugs of hot chocolate 
and baton segments of bread prepared 
for the hungry children. Marina had her 
breakfast in bed. the butler and Price ate 
in a recess of the pantry (a ple: 
thought, somehow) and Mlle Larivière 
did not touch any food till noon, being a 
doom-fearing “midinefte” (the sect, not 
the shop), and had actually made her 
father-confessor join her group. 

You could have taken us to see the 
fire, Uncle, dear," remarked Van, pour- 
ing himself a cup of chocolate. 

"Ada will tell you all about it 
plied Uncle Dan. lovingly buttering and 
marmalading another toast. “She greatly 
enjoyed the excursion 

“Oh, she went with you, did she?” 

“Yes—in the black charabanc, with all 
the butlers. Jolly good fun 
British pronunciation). 

"But t must have been one of the 
scullery n 
"Ep didn't r 
суега1 here—1 

"Oh, I imagine so 
vaguely. He repeated the internal rinsing 
process and, with a slight cough, put on 
his spectacles, but no morning paper had 
come—and he took them off again. 

Suddenly, Van heard her lovely dark 


voice on the staircase saying in an up- 
fe Pai vu dans une des 


ward direction, “ 
corbeilles de la bibliothéque"—presum- 
ably in reference to some geranium or 
iolet or slipper orchid. There was a 


butlers.” 
id Uncle Dan 


“banister pause,” as photographers say, 
and after the maid's distant glad cry had 
come from the library, Ada's voice add- 
ed: “Je me demande, 1 wonder qui l'a 
mis là, who put it there.” Aussitót aprés 
she entered the dining room. 

She wore—though not in collusion 
with him—black shorts, a white jersey 
and sneakers, Her hair was drawn back 
from her big round brow and thickly 
pigtailed. The rose of a rash under 
her lower lip glistened with glycerine 
through the patchily dabbed-on powder. 
She was too pale to be really pretty. She 
carried a book of verse. My elder 
rather plain but has nice hair, and my 
younger is prety but foxy red, Marina 
used to say. Ungrateful age, ungrateful 
light, ungrateful artist, but not ungrate- 
ful lover. A veritable wave of adoration 
buoyed him up from the pit of the 
stomach to heaven. The thrill of seeing 
her, and knowing she knew, and know- 
ing nobody else knew what they had so 
freely, and dirtily, and delightfully 
dulged in, less than six hours ago, turned 
out to be too much for our green lover, 
despite his tr 
moral corrective of ап opprobrious ad- 
verb. Fluffing badly a halfhearred. “hel- 
lo, not a habitual morning greeting 
(which. besides. she ignored) he bent 
over his breakfast while watching with a 
secret. polyphem 1 her every move- 


n passing be- 
ily moved the chair 
next to him on the other side from 
Van. Blinking, doll-lashing daintily, she 
poured herself a big cup of chocolate. 
Though it had been thoroughly sweet- 
ened, the child placed а lump of sugar 
on her spoon and cased it into the cup, 
relishing the way the hot brown liquid 


suffused and dissolved one crystal- 
grained crumbling, corner and then the 
entire piece. 


Meanwhile, Unde Dan, in delayed ac- 
n, chased an imaginary insect off his 
te, looked up, looked around and at 
last acknowledged the newcomer. 

"Oh yes, Ad in here is 
nxious to know something. What were 
you doing, my dear, while he and I were 
ng care of the fire?" 

Its reflection invaded Ada. Van had 
never seen a girl (as translucently white- 
nned as she) or, indecd, anybody else, 
porcelain or peach, blush so substantially 
and habitually, and the habit distressed 
him as being much more improper than 
any act that might cause it. She stole a 
foolish glance at the somber boy and 


began saying something about having 
been fast ablaze in her bedroom. 

"You were not" interrupted Van 
harshly, “you were with me looking at 


the blaze from the 


brary window. Uncle 


Dan is all wet 
"Ménagez vos américamismes," said 
the later—and then opened his arms 


wide in paternal welcome as guileless 


Lucette trotted into the room with a 
child's pink, stiff-bagged butterfly net in 
her little fist, like an oriflamme. 

Van shook his head disapprovingly at 
Ada. She showed him the sharp petal of 
her tongue, and with a shock of self- 
indignation, her lover felt himself flush- 
turn. So much for the franchise, 
apkin and retired to the 
itle place") off the front 


mestechko (' 
hall. 

After she, too, had finished breakfast- 
ing, he waylaid her, gorged with sweet 
butter, on the landing. They had one 
moment to plan things; it was all, histor- 

ally speaking, at the dawn of the novel 
that was still in the hands of parson- 
age ladies and French academicians, so 
such moments were precious. She stood 
scratching oue raised knee. They agreed 
to go for а walk before lunch and find a 
secluded place. She had to finish a trans- 
lation for Mlle Larivière. She showed 
him her draft. Francois Coppée? Yes. 


Their fall is gentle. The wood- 

chopper 55 
Gan tell, before they reach the mud, 
The oak tree by its leaf of copper, 
The maple by its leaf of blood. 


"Leur chute est lente,” said Van, “ол 
peut les suivre du regard en recon- 
naissanl—that  paraphrastic touch of 
‘chopper’ and ‘mud’ is, of course, pure 
Lowden (minor poet and translator, 
1815-1895). Betraying the first hall of the 
stanza to save the second is rather like 
that Russian nobleman who chucked his 
coachman to the wolves and then fell 
out of his sleigh.” 

1 think vou 


re very cruel and stu- 
pid, id Ada. “This is not meant to be 
а work of art or a brilliant parody. It is 
the ransom exacted by a demented gov- 
erness from a poor overworked school 
girl. Wait for me in the Baguenaudier 
Bower,” she added. “ГИ be down 
спу sixty three minut 

Her hands were cold, her neck was 
hot; the postman's boy had rung the 
doorbell; Bout, a young footman, the 
butlers bastard, crossed the resonant 
s of the hall 

On Sunday mornings the mail came 
late, because of the voluminous Sun 
supplements of the papers from Baltico- 
Kaluga, and Luga, which 
n Sherwood, the old postman, in 
his bright-green uniform, distributed on 
horseback throughout the somnolent 
countryside, As Van, humming his school 
song—the only tune he could ever carry 
—skipped down the terrace steps. he saw 
Robin on his old bay holding the livelier 
black stallion of his Sunday helper, 
handsome ish lad whom, it was ru- 
mored behind the rose hedges, the old 
man loved more vigorously than his 
office required. 

Van reached the third lawn, and the 
bower, and carefully inspected the stage 
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prepared for the scene, “like a provincial 
come an hour too early to the opera 
after jogging all day along harvest roads 
with poppies and bluets catching and 
twinkletwining in the wheels of his bug- 
gy” (Floeberg's Ursula). 

Blue butterflies nearly the size of 
small whites, and likewise of European 
origin, were flitting swiftly around the 
shrubs and settling on the drooping clus- 
ters of yellow flowers. In less complex 
circumstances, 40 years hence, our lovers 
were to sce again, with wonder and joy, 
the same insect and the same bladder 
senna along a forest trail near Susten in 
the Valais, At the present moment, he 
was looking forward to collecting what 
he would recollect later, and watched the 
bold blues as he sprawled on the 
turf, burning with the evoked vision of 
Ada's pale limbs in the variegated light 
of the bower, and then coldly telling 
himself t fact could never quite 
match fancy. When he returned from a 
swim in the broad and deep brook be- 
yond the bosquet, with wet hair and 
tingling skin, Van got the rare treat of 
finding his foreglimpse of live ivory ac 
curately reproduced, except that she had 
loosened her hair and changed into the 
curtal frock of sun-bright cotton that he 
so fond of and had so ardently 
yearned to soil in the so recent past. 

He had resolved to deal first of all 
with her legs, which he felt he had not 
feted enough the previous night; to 
sheathe them in kisses from the A of 
arched instep to the V of velvet; and this 
Van accomplished as soon as Ada and he 
got sufficiently deep in the larchwood 
that closed the park on the steep side of 
the rocky rise between Ardis and Ladore. 

Neither could establish in retrospect, 
nor, indeed, persisted in uying to do so, 
how, when and where he actually “де- 
flowered" her—a vulgarism Ada in Won- 
derland had happened to find glossed in 
Phrodys Encyclopedia as: "to break a 
virgin's vaginal membrane by manly or 
mechanical means,” with the example: 
“The sweetness of his soul was de- 
flowered (Jeremy Taylor)" Was it that 
night on the lap robe? Or that day in. 
the larchwood? Or later in the shooting 
Шегу, or in the attic, or on the roof, or 
on a secluded balcony, or in the bath- 
room, or (not very comfortably) on the 
Magic Carpet? We do not know and Чо 
not care. 

(You kissed and nibbled, and poked, 
and prodded, and worried me there so 
much and so often that my virginity was 
lost in the shuffle; but I do recall def- 
initely that by midsummer the machine 
that our forefathers called “sex” was 
working as smoothly as later, in 1888, 
ec, darling. Marginal note in red ink.) 


ON A SUNNY September morning, with 
the trees still green, but the asters and 


256 fleabanes already taking over in ditch 


and dalk, Van set out for Ladoga, N. A., 
to spend a fortnight there with his father 
and three tutors before returni 
school in cold Luga, Mayne. 

Van kissed Lucette on each 
and then on the neck—and wi 
prim Larivière, who looked at Marina 

It was time to go. They saw hi 
Mari 
(substitutionally) Dack, Mlle Larivie 
who did not know yet that Van had left 
behind an inscribed book she had 
him on the eve, and a score of copiously 
tipped servants (among whom he no- 
ticed kitchen Kim with his camera)— 
practically the entire household, except 
Blanche, who had the headache, and 
dutiful Ada, who had asked to be ex- 
cased, having promised to visit an infirm 
villager (she had a heart of gold, that 
child, rcally—as Marina so willingly, so 
wisely used to observe). 

Van's black trunk and black s s 
and black king-size dumbbells, were 
heaved into the back of the family mo- 
torcar; Bouteillan put on а 
too big for him, and grape-blue goggles; 
"Remouvez volre bottom, I will drive," 
said Van—and the summer of 1884 was 
over. 

“She rolls sweetly, sir," remarked Bou- 
teillan his quaint old-fashioned Eng- 
lish. “Tous les pneus sont neufs, but, 
alas, there are many stones on the way, 
and youth driyes fast. Monsieur should 
be prad The winds of the wilderness 
are indiscreet. Tel un lis sauvage con- 
fiant au désert ——" 

“Quite the old comedy retainer, aren't 
you?” remarked Van dryly. 

"Non, Monsieur" answered Bouteil- 
Jan, holding onto his cap. “Non. Tout 
simplement jaime bien Monsieur et sa 
demoiselle." 

“If,” said Van, “you're thinking of 
little Blanche, then you'd better quote 
Delille not to me but to your son, who'll 
knock her up any day now 

‘The old Frenchm; 
askance, pozheval gubami (chewed his 
lips) but said nothing. 

"One will stop here for a few min- 
utes,” said Van, as they reached Forest 
Fork, just beyond Ardis “I intend to 
pick some boletes for Father, to whom 
I shall certainly” (Bouteillan having 
sketched a courteous gesture) "transmit 
your salute. This hand brake must have 
been—damn it—in use before Louis the 
teenth migrated to England. 
“It needs to be greased,” said Bouteil- 
lan and consulted his watch; “yes, we 
have ample time to catch the 9:04." 

Van plunged into the dense under- 
growth. He wore a silk shirt, a velvet 
jacket, black breeches, riding boots with 
star spurs—and this attire was hardly con- 
venient for making his way through the 
brush and crossing a brook to reach Ada 
in a natural bower of aspens; they em- 
braced, after which she said: 

“Yes—so as not to forget. Here’s the 


formula for our correspondence. Learn 
this by heart and then eat it up like a 
good little spy. 

“Poste restante both ways; and I want 
at least three letters a week, my white 
Tov 

It was the first time he had seen her in 
that luminous frock nearly as flimsy 
nightgown. She had braided her hair, 
and he said she resembled the young 
soprano Maria Kuznetsova in the letter 


scene in Tschchaikows opera Onegin 
and Olga. 
Ada, doing her feminine best to re- 


strain and divert her sobs by transform- 
ing them into emotional exclamations, 
pointed out some accursed insect that 
had settled on an aspen trunk. 

(Accursed? Accursed? It was the newly 
described, fantastically тате vanessian, 
Nymphalis danaus стом 
with black-and-white foretips, mimicking, 
as Professor Nabonidus 
of Babylon College, Nebraska, realized, 
not the monarch butterfly directly but the 
monarch through the viceroy, one of the 
monarch’s best-known imitators. In Ada's 
ery hand.) 

“Tomorrow you'll come here 
your green net,” said Van bitterly, 
butterfly.” 

She kissed him all over the face, she 
kissed his hands, then again his lips, his 
eyelids, his soft black һай. He kissed her 
ankles, her knees, her soft black hair. 

“When, my love, when again? In 
Luga? Kaluga? Ladoga? Where, when?" 

“That's not the point,” cried Van, “the 
point, the point, the point is—will you 
be faithful, you be faithful to me?" 

"You spit, love," said wan-smiling Ada, 
wiping off the Ps and the Fs, "I don't 
know. I adore you. 1 shall never love 
anybody in my life as I adore you, never 
and nowhere, neither in eternity, nor in 
terrenity, neither in Ladore, nor on Ter- 
ra, where they say our souls go. But! 
But, my love, my Van, Fm physical, 
horribly physical, I don't know, I'm 
frank, quy. puis-je? Oh. dear, don't ask 
mc, there's a girl in my school who is in 
love with me, I don't know what I'm 
saying——" 

“The girls don’t matter,” said Va 
“it’s the fellows ГЇЇ kill if they come near 
you. Last night I tried to make a poem 
about it lor you, but I can't write ver 
it begins, it only begins: Ada, our ardors 
and arbors—but the rest is all fog, try to 
fancy the rest." 

They embraced one last time and, 
without looking back, he fled. 

Stumbling on melons, fiercely behead- 
the tall arrogant fennels with his 
riding crop, Van returned to the Forest 
Fork. Morio, his favorite black horse, 
stood waiting for him, held by young 
Moore. He thanked the groom with a 
handful of stellas and galloped off, his 
gloves wet with tears. 
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PLAYING FOR KEEPS 


(continued from page 118) 
win,” says Bruce Dotson, one of the 
game's promoters. "Players learn to un- 
derstand how a city’s functions inter. 
relate at any given moment. But, unlike 
real life, the practical results of their 
decisions show up immediately.” Perhaps 
more importantly, the game can be ended 
and a new round begun whenever things 
get too far out of hand. To a great ex- 
tent, this is the central appeal of busi 
gaming. The possibility that a tr 
errors will disrupt company perform 
is radically reduced. 

If this is a vital consideration in busi- 
ness, where mistakes may be measured in 
dollars or markets lost, it is even more so 
in military science, where they are meas- 
ured in human lives or cven in national 
survival. It is not surprising, then, that 
simulation received its most intensive 
development and use in the military 
long before it was even thought of for 
civilian education. The concept of wa 
as a game was articulated in the early 
1800s by Prussian general and thcoreti- 
cian Karl von Clausewit 

у of possibilities and 


“There is a pl 
probabilities, of good and bad luck," 


Von Clausewitz wrote, “which . . , makes 
war, of all branches of human activity, 
the most like a game of cards.” Some 


150 years later, it was said, "War is a 
game in which you choose up sides and 
kill each other." Today's training games 
for business and industry have evolved 
directly from games designed to teach 
peacetime officers the art of making war- 
time decisions. 

The idea of using a game this way 
may ultimately be traced back to chess, 
which is believed to have developed 
from the Hindustani game chaturanga. 
The name chaturanga (four forces) re- 
fers to the four parts of a Hindu army 
—elephants, horses, chariots and foot sol- 
diers. In modern chess, these have be- 
come pieces symbolizing the forces of 
power in a medieval state—king, queen, 
bishops, knights, castles and soldi 

According to ancient Hindu tradition, 
chaturanga was invented by the wife of 
Ravan, king of Ceylon, in the second age 
of the world, when the monarch's capital 
city was under siege. Evidently, her idea 
that by experimenting with model 
armies on a model terrain, the king 
would be able to think up a plan for 
repelling an invasion. 

No record appears to have survived of 
the outcome of this first venture into 
military simulation; but as early as the 
17th Century, there was a war game based 
on chess, In the early 1800s, the German 
staff was using map games, wi able 
markers representing opposing forces, to 
experiment with war pla 

A strategic game devised in 1848 to 
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1866, and 
ny astonished the world 
s Tater, the Pru 
invincible” French 
Louis Napoleon and 
ned with w 


between Prus: 
a rcal war ii 


represent a 
tria became 
the Prussian 
by winning. Three y 
is took on the 
my of Emperor 
won again. Prussia, 
strategy and Krupp 
ing a world power. 
Understandably enough, generals and 
esmen throughout the world began to 
take an inten; terest in the Prussian 
Kriegsspie war game, Today. the 
military continues to be a prime market 
for training nging from Monop- 
olog, which teaches Air Force logistics, 
imulation of a revolution- 
nation in South America. 
unlikely that there are many 
games more austere than Monopolog, i 
which, according to the Air Forces own 
description, the players manage “< 
plified version of the complex Air Force 
supply system, comprising опе depot and 
five two-wing bases which are phased in 
during the game. The player, in 


попу. was becom- 


. or 


as inventory manager, must make п 
agement decisions each month on the fol- 
lowing: (1) procur 


ment of new parts; 
(2) repair of reparable parts; (3) d 
tribution of servic 
bases. It allows students to experiment 
h Air Force supply and management," 

Polit designed by Abt Associates, 
centers on the problems of the Benevo- 
lent Republic of Inertia, a benighted 
mythical country located on the north- 
сам coast of South America. Inertia, its 
geography, inhabitants and leaders arc 
described in great derail in the materials 
supplied to the players at the beginning 
of cach game. There is a complete histo- 
ry of the country, which is said to have 
been discovered Ьу screngiin 
Bymbodorge. a wandering 13th Century 
Mongolian monk . .. who left an ac 
count of a ‘vile and foul-smelling land’ 
which is almost certainly Inertia.” 

The 48 players, whose roles апа power 
are spelled out in personality profiles, 
аге led by El Caudillo, Inertia's Supreme 
and Benevolent Milit Leader. In ad- 
dition to individuals repre- 
sent the middle class, urban workers, 
slum dwellers, students, sugar workers, 
fishermen 1 the Sarakhanese sugar 
workers—Oriental immigrants who occu- 
py the lowest rung of the ladder. The 
profile of Señora Dulcinea Cervantes tells 
the player: 


“Luy 


Your husband, Don Carlos de 
Velasquez Cervantes, is the Inertian 
dor to the U.S. A. You vol- 
ly remained behind in I 
ostensibly to look after the vast Cer- 
vantes family holdings and to pur- 
sue your studies of Inertia’s piratical 
past. In fact, you stayed because you 
are in the employ of Brigadi 


“Га refuse to pay that portion of my taxes that goes to 
pay for war, too, but, unfortunately, I'm one of those 
millionaires who manage not to pay any income lax." 


eral Navarro, the head of F. A. Х.С 
the secret police, and are one of 
most trusted and loyal employees. 
You were reauited by Navarro him- 
self after the Second World War. He 
is an extremely charming man. 


Politica is one of several games used to 
train military and. diplomatic personnel. 
Other strategy exercises deal with higher 
stakes—nuclear war. Perhaps the most 
chilling are played in the soundproofed 
conference rooms of those beautifully 
appointed scholarly retreats known as 
think tanks Resembling universities 
without students, think tanks are filled 
with top-level sociologists, econon 
political scientists, nuclear physici: 


Some are a permanent cadre; others 
visitors. All are specialists in farout 
thinking, which the think tanks supply 
to industrial, Government and military 
clients for a total of two billion dollars 
annually. 

The most famous think tank is the 
Rand Corporation in Sant 
fornia, set up by the Air Force in 
to provide a source of advanced id 
offshoot of Rand is На 
Hudson Institute near White Plains, 
New York, where people think about the 


Monica, Cali- 
1948 


nkable—thermonuclear war. Gam- 

a favorite think-tank technique. 
nch at Rand, resident intellec- 
uals sometimes relax at a fast round of 
Kriegsspiel, complete with kibitzers who 
prefer to look on and comment rather 
than compete. After lunch. there occa- 
ly are modem war games in gr 
st. 

War games are played in a study ar 
in the basement of the principal Rand 
building overlooking the 
the only clue that something important 
gots оп in this suite of offices is at the 
entrance: a four-inch-thick steel bank- 
vault door that can be locked after work- 
g hours to protect the classified source 


to house three or four stall members, A 
10foorlong seminar room is furnished 
wall maps overlaid 
conference table for 
nd other working ma- 
Is. Although the area has not been 
used for war gaming in the past year 
a half, it can be converted in a matter 
of hours. 

Sometimes, the arrangements are high- 
ly formal, Opposing teams designated 
Red and Blue meet in separate rooms. 
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12"x12"x9" 


on maps. When casualties and damage 
have been evaluated, cach team is called 
ely and shown the results. The 
referees reveal the new options available 
nd the cycle begins aga 
The referees may decide that Red has 
lost some of its bases but no cities. Red 


must then decide whether to use its 
remaining weapons against Blue's missile 
sites or industr 


Like other simulations, the Rand war 
games teach something about the elusive 
business of m 
but they also have more immediately 
practical benefits. Frequently, during the 
play, there are problems that have not 
so much to do with creating strategy 
as with executing it, Weak links are 
revealed. Holes are plugged. 

In one game, Licute 
George Good, Jr. (U.S.M. 
troops because allic 
not speak English were unable to call in 
strikes by American pilots. Good sub- 
sequently helped invent the Taclator, a 
hand-held radio transmitter operated by 
mumbered keys standing for soldiers, 
tanks and other targets. The Taclator 
could be used to signal air support with- 
out the help of an interpreter. 

‘The approach typified by the gaming 
method has frequently come under fire 
by those who believe there is grave dan- 
ger in reducing power situations to 
games, because the human clement m: 
be el ated: and that 
ly rational solutions produced in this way 
are applied inflcxibly, they will conllict 
tragically with stubbornly irrational rcal- 
ity. Those who use the simulation meth- 
od are aware of this, The games are 
not expected to turn out completely 
skilled professionals but, rather. to pro- 
vide the beginnings of feel for the 
work, as well as an outline framework of 
the kinds of strategies, tactics and rules of 
thumb that are likely to pay olf. Experi- 
ence will fill this in with the kind of prac- 
tical and largely intuitive grasp of detail 
that is unlikely ever to be expressed— 
or expressible—in any rational form. 

‘There is a natural human tendency to 
forget, however, that most rules and sys- 
tems work only if they are loose enough 
to accommodate unexpected but. inev 
ble deviations. Refusal to face failure 
can result in disaster. It has been suggest- 
ed that the bloody stalemate that fol- 
lowed the opening moves of World War 
One was partly caused by both sides’ 
dedication to gameroom strategies that 
failed to pay oll on the battlefield. Simi- 
larly, today there are those who believe 
that the American predicament in Viet- 
nam was compounded by the Pentagon's 
unwillingness to admit that the reality 
of counterinsurgency has turned out to 
be different from the game of counter- 
insurgency. 


nt General 
‚ Ret), lost 
soldiers who could. 


Be that as it may, the games go on, 
and not without some benefit. Participa- 
tion in them dramatizes the far-reaching 
and frequently unexpected effects of de- 
cisions that otherwise might appear to be 
relatively safe and uncomplicated. The 
intense pressure of play seems 10 еп- 
hance the production of novel insights, 
some of which occasionally have practi- 
cal value. 

From the psychological standpoint, 
war games appear to satisfy certain emo- 
tional nceds. For one thing, they are fun 
to play. For the unusually gifted and 
creative thinkers who are attracted to 
Rand and to the Hudson Institute, they 
undoubtedly provide an extremely chal- 
lenging form of entertainment. At а 
per level, war games seem to be a 
relatively harmless way of fulfilling the 
desire to play God that infects many 
men. By manipulating the destinies of 
fantasy empires, would-be supreme beings 
may possibly purge their obsessions. Cer- 
inly, at least, they learn that the job 
of running the world is likely to be con- 
siderably more difficult than they might 
have imagined. If all a ma 
the game room is humility, he has learned. 
a lot. 

Finally, а game of nuclear war can be 
a metaphor for externalizing the struggle 
between death wish and life wish u 
gocs on relentlessly in every human soul. 
Herman Kahn calls the top rung of 
the nucles ladder 

‘spasm war,’ i 
the suicide of humanity. Whoever ap- 
proaches this level of the game is forced 
to realize that if he orders the final 
attack, he almost certainly ensures not 
only his enemy but also, 
inevitably, his own, The price of abso- 
lute power is death. 

Unfortunately, there always seem to be 
people who do not understand this. 
They can hardly wait to play for real. 
Even so, it has been suggested that com- 
puterized simulations might eventually 
climinate the necessity for actually wag- 
ing physical war. In a 1967 article in 
Technology Review, George A. W. Boehm 
wrote: 


пате 


destruction 


World War One was fought with 
chemistry, and World War Two with 
physics. ... World War Three, if it 
ever occurs, may be fought blood- 
lesly with mathematics. 

That is to say, both sides may 
agree to simulate the war, instcad of 
actually launching missiles and send. 
ing troops into action. They will 
mathematically formulate strategies 
and counterstrategiés and let com- 
puters do the "fighting" until a con 
clusion is reached. Then, figuring 
that their side cannot do much bet 
ter than the computer, and the other 


side is not likely to do much worse, 
military leaders might be willing to 
abide by the electronic referee's de- 


It is not wholly inconceivable that 
two opposing general staffs will 
gather some day . . . for a morning's 
war at an international. computer 
center. At preliminary low-level con- 
ferences, they will have already 
agreed on a computer program and, 
like attor hearing, 
camur Сата цул (Ед Af 
that will remain to be done on the 
fateful morning will be to push the 
"start" button and wait for the com- 
puter to wage the war 10,000 times. 
We can ew 
chief pushing a 


ion one commanderin- 
le a sheaf of print- 
outs that he has been poring over. 
"OK," he says. "You wiped us out 
9327 times. I'll tell my Prime Minis- 
ter to pull out of the Balkans. Now, 
how about a marti before lunch: 


“Though this setting is altogether fan- 
ciful,” Boehm added, “the prospect of 
settling major international arguments 
by the outcomes of unfought wars is real. 
Indeed. i all farfetched to sup- 
pose that, at this writing, the first phase 
of World War Three is being contested 
much along these lines: 

Bochm wrote this article during our 
negotiations with the Soviet Union oi 
the question of antim 
the course of which then-Secretary of 
Defense Robert McNamara presented а 
closely reasoned argument exploring the 
possible results of decisions to build or 
not to build various kinds of antimissile 
systems. His report concluded that neither 
side could benefit enough to warrant the 
expense of the rice and is said to have 
had considerable influence on Soviet pol- 
icy in the matter. This was, in a sense, 
paper war played for real, 

Whatever the immediate prospect 
might be that governments will give up 
real war in favor of computer simula- 
tions, there is a certain amount of histori- 
cal background supporting the belief 
that games can replace killing as an 
outlet for the human aggressive instinct. 
In Roman times, when the force of law 
was extended to millions of people 
among whom killing had been a favorite 
game, gladiatorial contests grew ever 
more popular as civilization increased. 
For the bulk of the population, killing 
became a spectator sport, rather than 
one in which they could participate. 
Boxing and bullfighting and football ap- 
pear to be survivals of this practice. 

The trend continues toward the elimi- 
nation of all killing. whether by state or 
by individual. Capital punishment is be- 
coming rarer and rarer, as one state after. 
another gives up the practice. There was 


is not a 


sile systems, in 


not a single execution in the U.S. last 
year. Before long, it is clear, capital 
punishment will be a curiosity of our 
barbaric past, gone the way of human 
sacrifice. Perhaps war will follow. 

What is likely to replace it? It could 
be the same thing that replaced human 
sacrifice and cannibalism—a symbolic 
drama such as the Easter ritual, which is 
based on carly pre-Christian rites in 
which tribal kings were killed to ensure 
the fertility of man, beast and crop. The 
sacrament of the Eucharist, in which 
wine and bread symbolizing Christ's 
blood and flesh are eaten, is a survival of 
even carlier times, when the sacrificial 
human victim was not only killed but 
eaten. 

Already the nuclear-wargame drama is 
enacted almost every day by the intellec- 
tuals in our think-tank temples. All that 
remains is to invite the public to join 
them. Not long ago, viewers of WGBX- 
ТУ, a Boston educational station, partic- 
ipated in a foreign-policy simulation, 
The Most Dangerous Game. Volunteers 
in the studio acted out the roles of lead- 
ers and spokesmen of Transania (which 
stood for Russia), New Zenith (United 
States), Nordo (India), Inland (North 
Korea), Outland (South Korea) and 
Hamil (Red a). Periodically, que: 
tions of negotiations were posed to the 
iclevision audience (representing the 
political elite), which was asked to 
phone in its suggestions. 

"Transania generally followed thei 
advice." reported journalist Laura R. 
Benjamin. who was on the Transanian 
team, "making them active participants 
in a real sense. And the television view 
ers got almost as involved as the players: 
the one time when their advice was dis 
regarded, they phoned in and demanded. 
impeachment of their ministers.” 

A similar war game was enacted on 
Australian television, In both Austra 
and Boston, the outcome was the same. 
After several weeks of indeterminate 
conflict, players and audience grew bored 
with peace. To those with any faith in 
the judgment of the mass nuclear 
war games will have proved terribly 
disenchanting. Free to choose at last. the 
civilians and their leaders, by accident or 
by design, consciously or unconsciously 
chose war. 

“The Most Dangerous Game ended 
with a moment of silence for the world 
that had been before the players brought 
a nuclear holocaust upon themselves,” 
wrote Miss Benjamin in The Harvard 
Crimson. “As the TV cameras blinked 
olf, І felt a curious letdown, . . . In four 
weeks, we had gotten no further th 
large inconclusive war; and then, in one 
final week, we had brought the world 
to an end.” 

Fortunately, it was only a game. 
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BY HARVEY KURTZMAN AND Witt ELDER 
WITH LARRY SIEGEL 


IDPEMEMBER THE OLD HOLLYWOOD FILMS WHERE 
THE GIRL WAS A VIRGIN UNTIL SHE GOT 
BEERS (EXCEPT DORIS DAY, WHO WAS A VIRGIN 
AFTER ae MARRIED)? REMEMBER. HOW, WHEN 
THE CLIMAX OF THE LOVE SCENE WOULD APPROACH, 
ЕНЕ CAMERA WOULD РАМ TO THE SKY?-- FADE OUT! 
CUT TO BREAKFAST 1 ~- WELL, IN TODAY'S FILMS, 
Ee A DRE THE CAMERA NEVER PANS TO. 
AND NO ONE HAS TIME FOR BREAKFAST, 
Кер TORE EXAMPLE : OUR HEROINE ACTING IN A 
NEW MOD FLICK UNDER THE DIRECTION OF THE 
GROOVY RICHARD LUSTER — 


BEAUTIFUL, 
DICKIE, BABE ~~ 
BEAU-TI-FUL! 


J” WHILE ANNIE CHANGES. 
FOR THE NEXT SCENE, LET'S 
WALK THROUGH THE PART 
WHERE WE DEVELOP THE 
STORY LINE AND EXPLORE 
CHARACTER NUANCES. 


MK. LUSTER 2 

Ly MY NEXT SCENE 
IS THE ONE WHERE 

{ WALK DOWN THE 

HALL TO MAIL A LETTER, 

RIGHT? 1 DROP IT IN 
THE CHLITE AND GO 
BACK TO THE APART- 


RIGHT! MENT, RIGHT? 


EVERYBODY 


(SIGH) <» IT SEEMS THAT ALL THERE IS 
IN TODAY'S PICTURES 15 SEX, SEX, SEX — 


TELL THE 
PROP DEPARTMENT 
THAT THE LETTER SHE'S 
CARRYING ISN'T EROTIC | 
ENOUGH. | WANT 


А NEW YORK. 
APARTMENT 
HOUSE MEET FOR 
THE FIRST TIME 


(М CERTAINLY GLAD THAT THIS 
SCENE ISN'T A SEX SCENE «+++ RIGHT ? 


س 
WRONG! WE HAVE TO‏ 
BUILO FROM THE EXCITE-‏ 
MENT OF THE TAKING-OUT-THE -‏ 
GARBAGE SCENE. | WANT YOU‏ 


di 


{ 


How's ABOUT AN 
AIRMAIL STAMP? RED 
16 SUCH A PASSIONATE 
COLOR. 


NO,NO! A FIRST- 
CLASS STAMP! ERR.JUST 
REEKS SEX. ONLY MAKE 

HIS SIDEBURNS LONGER. 


SOLLY! 
YOU SAID THIS 
WAS GOING TO BE 
A FAMILY 
picture 1 


HMMM. 1 SEE | - — HERE АКЕ MISS FANniv'S PROPS 
WHERE RADIO Crrv NI FOR THE BIG LOVE SCENE. 
MUSIC HALL 1S FINALLY 
GOING TO SHOW A FILM 
WITH NUDITY. ША 


DUCK WITHOUT HIS 
SAILOR SUIT- 


PLAYBOY 


WASH IN THE 
LAUNDRY коом. JERE 
Д ^K LUSTER WANTS E 
ME TO PLAY IT 
NUDE. THE SCENE 
OPENS WITHA 


V^ rece must W we, wHo 
BE A MISTAKE, Mm DO YOU THINK SHE'S 
MY CLIENT 16 DOING DOING IT WITH? 
THE BIG LOVE 
SCENE. 


/ WHICH WAY TO 7 EXCUSE ME. 
THE LAUNDKY-KOOM SET? COULD i TOUCH. 

Г HAVE MORE PROPS FOR UP MY MASCARA 
THE BIG LOVE SCENE. Tes Ainley 
se \ F РА DON 

HEEL, MURRAY! THE BiG LOVE 


SCENE. EXCUSE ME. 


WHEKE'LL | ТАКЕ 
THESE CAINTALOUPES 
FOR THE BIG LOVE 
SCENE ? 


THAT'S 
FOR THE BiG 
LOVE SCENE? 


ALL, 
THAT'S 
FOR THE BIG, 
LOVE 
SCENE? 


Is THIS JUST 
ACITY ROMANGE 
OR ARE YOU GOING TO 
SEE ME BACK IN 

THE COUNTRY 2 


-THAT 
WAS THE 
WILDEST 

SEX SCENE 
PUT ON FILM 
EVER! THANK 

GOODNESS 

ITs ALL 

OVER. 


LEAPIN' 
LIZARDS! 
WHIPS! TRA- 


PEZES! SQUASHED 


CANTALOUPES 
AND VIBRATING 


-VIBRATING 
DRYERS? 


CHAINS AND 
TRAMPOLINES” 


ANNIE! WE'RE 
READY To 
DO THE 
EUROPEAN 
VERSION. 
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“THE IMMORTALIST'"—ON MAN'S CONQUEST OF DEATH AND 
THE MANIFOLD CONSEQUENCES—BY ALAN HARRINGTON 


BILL COSBY, COMEDIAN, ACTOR AND ENTREPRENEUR, TALKS 
ABOUT POVERTY AND SUDDEN WEALTH, TV AND THE BLACK 
MAN, POLICE AND POLITICIANS, SOCIAL PROGRESS AND MOB 
VIOLENCE IN AN EXCLUSIVE PLAYBOY INTERVIEW 


“THE CHIMERAS'—A CHILLING FANTASY OF A BESTIAL AND 
EPIDEMIC METAMORPHOSIS—BY ARTHUR KOESTLER 


“THE BAITING SOCIETY''—A LEADER OF THE FRENCH AVANT- 
GARDE VIEWS YOUTH'S DISENCHANTMENT WITH THE CHARMS 
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